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was in awe of the talent and beauty. We wandered for hours,

only to be told by Val, as she finished her shift at the booth, that

we had only seen the top half of the eight, leaving plenty for the

next day. As we walked, we were entertained by a never-ending

procession of costumes, outfits, traveling bands, jugglers, and

more topless women than you could imagine, almost all beauti-

fully painted. It was an honor to see those beautiful ladies who

are proud of who and what they are. I salute you, my darlings. 

There were only a few rules that one had to obey. Number 3 was

NO PETS, number 2 was having the correct pass for admittance

into specific areas and certain times of the day (security was

very tight), and, my personal favorite, number 1: NO DRUGS,

including alcohol. And, yes, they would throw you out in a

minute. This was mostly a result of an uncaring, narrow-mind-

ed, and totally-without-compassion sheriff and D.A. I can’t imag-

ine why anyone would want to stop an event dedicated to a

better world. I don’t know for sure exactly what’s wrong with

clean air and water that doesn’t have to be

bottled, sustainable natural resources, equal

rights, or maybe even a world without war. But

these thoughts and dreams sure do seem to

piss some people off very much. Why, honest-

ly, I don’t know, but it does. 

There were stages everywhere, puppet shows,

vaudeville, and all kinds of music. Individuals

walked around doing all kinds of acts. There

were parades of marching bands of all kinds.

One of my highlights was meeting Em, who’s a

very talented artist. He had a bicycle rickshaw

that he flew around the fair, with lights flashing

and music blaring each time he needed a horn.

It was really incredible as he’s alter-able, having

to lay nearly flat unable to see well. But he

never lets you know it. His courage and talent

are the envy of many. Happy and undaunted, he

makes trip after trip, an exciting Mad Hatter’s,

Mr. Toad ride through a wonderland built by love and maintained

by courage. 

Saturday night after the crowd was gone the hundreds of vol-

unteers and vendors partied, with a huge show on the main

stage. Nighttime was magical, with fire dancers, lights of every

kind and design, light sticks, and neon face and body paint. It

was great. 

Sunday before leaving I went back in “the eight” to get my lit-

tle bitty pretty one, a pair of boots she just couldn’t live with-

out. In view of her health problems I marveled at her sense of

humor and continued strength in the face of what would come.

Leaving, we drove down the 5 to Grant’s pass and cut over to

the 101 and the coast. Linda has always enjoyed this route, and

we had a marvelous time as we talked about the fair.

We can’t thank enough the many wonderful people we met who

made us feel so much a part of their family.

Very special thanks to the ever thoughtful and

darling Valerie, Doc, and Tommie. It was a great

place to stay, and I suggest that you experience

it at least once. Of course, if you do, you may,

like Linda and I, plan to return year after year.

If you do, please respect the rules. We need

more—lots more—of these wonderful events,

not less. So until the rules change, respect all

that the fair family has done for us; somehow

“thanks” just isn’t enough. But, most of all,

thanks to the many wonderful participants who

attended. You all made it a fantastic show. See

you next year!

Remember: Respect All, Hurt None, Love One

Another 

Awaiting You in the One Light

Eddy

Honey Bucket Aside, Pretty In Pink.

Eddy's Favorate Fairy.

The Cats Meow.
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SPORTS

t’s Tuesday and I am sitting at my dentist’s office. I’m starting

to really look forward to tomorrow because I’m going to do this

story on the Sabercats, the arena football team for San Jose.

It’s one of the great perks of the S.F. Bay Area. When Linda and

I lived closer to San Jose we went to a lot of games. If you’ve

never been, go, go, go! It’s great fun: fast, and entertaining.

Every break in the action is a party: Cheerleaders shooting out free

goodies, like t-shirts and other memorabilia, free pizza giveaways,

and it’s family oriented. There are no bad seats; the players are

right in your lap. Balls flying into the stands are encouraged and a

very welcomed souvenir for a lucky fan. 

I’m looking forward to meeting coach Arbet and am amazed at this

guy’s talent. His ability to coach is obvious and, he’s at the top of

all coaching categories. I can’t believe a man with his talent isn’t

head coach in the NFL. Oops, I forgot he was black. I guess that

explains it. For it’s very apparent that it’s not due to lack of ability:

He’s a wonderful leader. Perhaps someday we, as a world, will look

at the numbers and the talent, the truth not the skin color. Well,

back to the story. 

Craig and I leave at 4 am. We stop in San Francisco long enough to

drop off the darling Ariana, Princess of Herb, and drive about 4-5

hours to the Sunnyvale training center (their games are played at the

H.P. Pavilion in San Jose). We get to the training facility as the first of

the players arrive. I’ve watched most of the games this year and the

Sabercats are great, with Mark Grieb as QB, Phil Grover running when

necessary (they pass a lot), Clevan Thomas leading the D, and the

great rookie Ben Nelson who was just six yards short of breaking the

record for the most yards by a rookie in one season. They’re extreme-

ly well conditioned, even the linemen, who are the largest, move with

a smoothness and agility that’s amazing for their size. Most play both

defense and offense and some play every down. They are excellent

I

No Pity From This Kitty 

The Sabercats.

Mark Grieb QB. Coach Arbet. Ben Nelson. Clevan Thomas.

Photos: Craig Lemire of Hello Jazz Productions
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examples of conditioning and dedicated training. 

Craig and I listen outside the stealth enclosure where they practice

behind black canvas walls in secrecy and prepare to win another

title. It’s obvious as we catch little glimpses through the open gate

that this is a very confident and well-coached team, “team” being

the key word here. Coach Arbet has a very relaxed practice; it’s easy

to see how he’s been able to rise to the top of his profession. It’s

an honor to see a very talented man do what he so obviously loves

to do. At one point I watch as he speaks to one of his players. A

beautiful combination of almost father and son, yet friend to friend,

and you knew who was who. He enters the 2006 season in the top

of every career category, with an amazing post-season wining per-

centage of .692. He’ll also take on the position of general manag-

er this year in addition to his coaching.

Our host and head of publicity, Phil Simon, arrives and takes us in

to watch practice. These guys are great. I really can’t say enough

good things about the AFL. It’s a blast, lots and lots of action, even

in practice. Craig shoots the team while Phil and I talk. He asks why

we wanted to interview the Sabercats; I say well most cannabis

magazines probably won’t go where I go. But, if we can help all of

us see each other, maybe it can help us get along better. These

guys are heroes to many and if we can show why they deserve it

then maybe the kids idealizing them will want to be like them and

not the gangsters so many emulate. Nowhere was the coach’s influ-

ence felt more than when, as practice ended and Phil introduced us

to the players, I had a chance to talk with them. As I spoke to these

likable young men, and they talked about their coach, I quickly

noticed that Arbet had seen their talents as players, but, more than

that, he had seen these men as the men they are: fierce, awesome,

and even scary on the field, yet the kindest, most caring, well spo-

ken young men you could ever meet, each with a definite respect

and admiration for his leader and mentor. 

We first met with the defense star Clevan Thomas, who spends 12

to 14 hours a week at home, as he says, icing down and studying

film, another 11 hours a week at the field training, and, of course,

the fun part: game day. Next we met Wes Stephens. I’m sure the

defensive huddle is a riot with him in it. He’s very humorous and

entertaining. Next was the gifted rookie Ben Nelson. We could tell

he was the rookie. He was delightful as he talked about the game

as only a rookie can (still can’t believe that’s he’s really in the big

show). He, like everyone else, is very conscious that, both in and

out of season, he’s eating right, getting enough sleep, and not

overindulging. Like he said, he’s “kinda a health nut.” Then we got

to talk to the team’s offensive cannon, Mark Grieb. His record is

overwhelming; in his 8 years in the league he’s risen to the top of

every QB area possible. He’s a very warm, kind man. As we spoke

about his health and the effort to compete at a world-class level,

he told me how he was very conscious about his quality of sleep,

diet (paying particular attention to his intake and nutrient and pro-

tein levels), and exercising regularly. This was a pretty basic mes-

sage but an extremely important one for us to hear: eat right, exer-

cise regularly, and get good rest. Basically, eat less exercise more.

It works. Just look at these guys! They’re living proof. 

I spoke with Mark about Linda and her battle with cancer. I told him

how much we had loved going to the games when we lived closer

to San Jose. He, like all these wonderful men, expressed his compas-

sion and said he would hold her in his heart and prayers. As we left

I told Phil the story about Linda and Mark and the other responses

I had gotten from all the men I had talked to. After he expressed the

same heartfelt wishes I jokingly said something to the effect of,

make Linda happy and win the title for her. He, in the same spirit,

said, “In fact, I’ll tell the team: Let’s win it for Linda!” All humor

aside, though, it would make her very happy to see that happen. 

So Linda and I both hope the very best for this team that’s been

such a pleasure to watch, for they have proved, win or loose, that

they are champions. Thank you coach Arbet, Phil, and the rest of

the guys on the team for the honor of sharing a little of your lives

with us. 

Remember: Respect All, Hurt None, Love One Another

Awaiting you in the One Light,

Eddy

Phil Simon.

Wes Stephens and Eddy.




