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Randomness in Huntington Park

“Sweetie
, looks can only take her so far, and she’s not even that pretty. She’s not going to make it as a writer or a singer or a photographer unless she gets more fire under her belly.”

It’s dog hour at Huntington Park in San Francisco, and the woman next to me on the adjacent park bench is contributing her part
. She stands up and begins to walk away, phone held tightly to her ear. Her cotton pants
, shirt and hair are all of a similar, pale color, so that nothing is distinguishable but the expression on her face, which is almost expressionless
. She continues talking as she moves away. She likes the word “sweetie,” but does not like the pretty girl that has no fire under her belly
.

Staring
 at me across the park is Grace Cathedral. Huge, gothic, pale, stone
 and beautiful, it confronts me with the guilt
 of not being pious enough in my teens and early twenties
, with the dissonance created by reading Bertrand Russell in my late 20s, with my  anger about the too-close relationship between religion and American politics in my mid 30s, and with an appreciation for the symbols, comforts, and traditions it offers to the world, now, in my late 30s
.


Dogs are these park goer’s
 religion during dog hour, which occurs between 5:30 and 6:30 p.m. every day during the work week. Owners stand in a semi-circle and watch their dogs collect data
 from other dogs’ behinds. 

“What’s your dog’s name
?”

“Michael. What’s your’s?”

“Josh
.”

“What kind of dog is he?”

“Lab mix. Go play Josh, go get Michael. Whoooo’s a good boy? Are yoooou a good boy? Go get em!”
The men wander off without exchanging their own names. One of them stops by the Italian-looking
 fountain in the middle of the park.  He
 looks up at the sky and suddenly down again, distracted by the pale woman on her cell phone, talking still
-too-loudly. 

A marching band
 turns the corner near the north edge of the park with purple t-shirts on their backs and with wooden signs in their hands. The signs are about health care reform
.  Their large bangs of the drum disturb my dog
. He stops and backs off from their direction, and looks at
 me as if I can do anything about it. 

Here in Huntington park, where we are all standing, sitting and walking, stood one of the most elaborate mansions in San Francisco in the late 1800s. Arabella Huntingon lived in the house with her husband and her son from a previous marriage. Arabella’s husband died in 1900 and she married his nephew
. When the mansion burned down in the earthquake of 1906, Arabella donated the land to the city to be used as a park. We, as the recipients, watch and listen to the fountain that was later donated to the park by another wealthy family. We stand in the place that once was a home where people loved and laughed and talked. We make new friends, we keep to ourselves, we talk about dogs, we talk about other people, we think about religion
, we read our books, we march in bands, we walk back into our homes and our tour buses, and we carry on with our lives. 

�Interesting to start off with a quote. This piece is eliciting attention already.


�Her part? Makes me think twice about what “dog hour” means. A dog park? Or, the dog days of summer…


�I think of velour pantsuits here; any reason why the specific color is not mentioned? The specific brand, or type of pants? The devil is in the details. 


�This seems the antithesis of the opening sentence—the casual remark that so characterizes her. I imagine her in pink! Red! Something bold, or at least red lipstick. And what does expressionless mean? A slight frown? A blank look in the eyes?


�This is the first insertion of first person narrator—the conclusion narrator draws from the character’s statement.


�I feel like there might be a better verb… Although cathedrals certainly do seem like they stare, it doesn’t hit on the right note for me…


�Too many different kinds of adjectives


�Whose guilt?


�The insertion of numbers is a bit jarring. Might be better to use the words.


�I like this list, but I feel like there is a better way of presenting it, so that the reader has time to digest it. Already, I see that religion has been a huge influence in narrator’s life.


�I think you can find a better noun!


�Funny, but I there may be funnier if you use a word other than ‘collect’ (such as sniff)


�Not entirely necessary, but I would like to know who are the ones speaking here…


�Haha. How creative the dog owners are!


�Please describe… what does Italian looking constitute?


�Is there nothing to distinguish this man from the other?


�Still?


�A real band, or is this a turn of phrase?


�What do the signs SAY?


�Interesting; I would love to know what they are dressed like—like a marching band? Or in hippy clothes? Also, this is the first mention of narrator’s dog… Surprising, might mention this earlier? What kind of dog? How small or big?


�How does he look at you?


�Wow!


�This reveals more to me about the narrator than the collective “we”
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