

  

    

  




  What people are saying about
 THE FOURTH MOMENT




  “The Fourth Moment: Journeys From the Known to the Unknown, is in equal parts a woman’s travel adventure and a mother’s love letter to her children. With crisp prose and richly textured writing, Carole Garrison sheds light on Cambodia’s dark history, and also its beautiful culture, sharing stories of what it means to be a mother, a daughter, and a family in our increasingly global world.”




  ~ Loung Ung, author of First They Killed My Father:
 A Daughter of Cambodia Remembers (2006)




  “The Fourth Moment: Journeys From the Known to the Unknown is a collection of memoir-essays, snapshots of life’s big and small moments that lie just beyond the forgettable. These experiences bubble up unbidden into consciousness at the witching hour, or nudged into focus by something familiar, perhaps recorded in a locked diary, and if you’re very lucky, shared with someone you love and trust. Garrison’s stories are filled with sensory stimulation, colors, sounds, sights and aromas that sweeps across nations, through the sometimes tragic tales of friendships and romance, always infused with heartfelt warmth and longing. They lurk, then rear up demanding to be understood, processed and added to the body of knowledge that is both unique to you and part of the universal stream of life–fourth coming.”




  ~Deborah DeNicola, author of Future That Brought Her Here,
 The Memoir of a Call to Awaken (2009)




  “Garrison’s stories are compelling. For example, ‘Roaches’ in Garrison’s hands turns a base repugnancy into eloquent compassion. She somehow manages to weave a perfect description of their hardiness with today’s political climate, and it all results in a resounding ‘yeah!’ in our minds at the end. This is a rare and true voice of an outsider looking in, and becoming comfortable, yet never forgetting that in our world, we are all, somehow, strangers in a strange land.”




  ~Barbra Nightingale, poet, author and professor emeritus from
 Broward College, and Advisor Emeritus from Phi Theta Kappa




  ”Masterful! Garrison’s extraordinary ability to take every day experiences and make them life learning treasures for the ages is almost ingenious. Walking the reader so generously through her failures and triumphs without pretense, with a lens of transparency she aims to redeem and transform the human spirit.




  ~Councilwoman Veronica Sims, Akron City, OH




  “I know the author as ‘Mamma.’ She’s been Mamma to us since moving to our small village in the summer of 1992, when I was eleven years old. Her stories are Cambodia’s stories, and we lived them with her. Like her, these stories resonate with our challenges, passions and accomplishments. Be inspired.”




  ~Sok, Keang, UNICEF, Phnom Penh, Cambodia




  “Garrison cultivated her relations with Russian and Chinese members of the UN on a personal mission as an American to improve relations with them. She also was untiring in engaging with her many friends in the military from all countries to lobby for the acceptance of women fighters. It was a pleasure watching and learning from her can-do spirit.”




  ~Kathleen Graff, International Red Cross (ICRC)




  “As a political philosopher, I have long struggled with the question of how to live justly in a society comprised of people of different genders, races, religions, classes, ethnicities, and geographical locations. In her memoir, Carole J. Garrison provides the missing pieces to the puzzle. She makes the struggle for a just society personal. Whether it’s growing up Jewish in 1950s America, or a 13 year old girl’s first encounter with racial segregation in the U.S. South, or a female police officer’s orientation to the profession, Garrison articulates the effects of social disparities on the human heart with razor-like precision.”




  ~Laura Newhart, professor of philosophy, Eastern Kentucky University
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  INTRODUCTION




  CAROLE GARRISON has always kept journals; notes to help her better understand the deeper meaning of her life and those she loves. She has been a daughter, a sister, a mother, a wife (and an ex-wife), a cop, a professor, an activist, a UN volunteer in Cambodia, a feminist, an observer and a participant, and much, much more. Here, in The Fourth Movement, Carole has culled and refined her collection of essays which explore, with humor and pathos, what it’s like to be a woman in a vast, complicated world.




  Over the years Carole’s writing has taken me to so many fascinating places. Through her stories, I have learned what it was like to be a female cop in Atlanta in the 1970s. I have felt her struggle to find her voice and the inner strength to move forward amidst tremendous physical and metal challenges. I have learned about Cambodia and all the hard work it took to initiate their democratic election process. And through her stories I have met the people that she formed lasting friendships with, fascinating and diverse people of all nationalities and walks of life.




  These stories in The Fourth Movement weave in and out of time, like pieces of a puzzle, building a larger picture of the whole — a life lived to its fullest. In this book, Carole touches on small telling moments, such as giving a young Cambodian girl a bottle of perfume, or simply riding a city bus and observing fellow passengers. She also writes to the momentous: a first visit to the Cambodian Killing Fields, the death of her father, even descriptions of sexual abuse. She takes us places we have never been, yet feel that we understand exactly what she has experienced, because she writes to the universal through the particular.




  The opening chapters describe her year in Cambodia, when she volunteered with the UN to help organize Cambodia’s first democratic election. But as Carole worked to change Cambodia’s elections, Cambodia and its people helped to shape who Carole was to become: an activist and a mother of an adopted daughter from Cambodia.




  Indeed, family and motherhood are a constant theme. At the center of this book is Carole’s mother and her mother’s failing health. We watch as Carole takes her mother to the doctors, or reads her father’s love letters as her mother tells the story about how they met. Their relationship is sometimes thorny, sometimes sweet, and sometimes heartbreaking. I think we have all had this kind of relationship with someone we love. She takes us to all these emotional spaces we have ourselves occupied.




  Carole is at heart a traveler who has seen amazing places and met amazing people, and she has the gift to write about what she has seen and felt. As she writes in the preface to one of the chapters: “I am most happy when I am wandering around, usually lost, in some foreign country where my travels reveal secrets not only about new and interesting places and people, but the ones that lead to new discoveries about myself.”




  By writing her memories, Carole tries to discover what is dishonest, and honest, and then where we go from there: our lessons learned.




  But there is no beginning or ending to these stories. Each one is a nugget of its own, an “aha” moment, “those which stop you in your tracks, gut punch you, and force you to reconsider what you know and don’t know. These moments are life’s epiphanies when you become the student, rather than the teacher.”




  Stories like these are meant to be shared because they teach us that we each have our own questions, passions, insecurities and tribulations, and that we can prevail with our love intact if we keep our eyes open as well as our hearts. Along with an energy and passion to do everything she can for justice, she is open to connecting with humanity in every way possible. This is the stuff of these stories. I can’t summarize them. You have to just read them, and see how they might connect with your own life; how they speak to you in particular about the bigger picture of being human.




  Here’s to the power of the written word to bring us all closer, to understand each other and the world beyond our own.■




  — Sarah Willis, novelist and short story writer
 The Sound of Us (Berkley 2005)




  CAMBODIAN JOURNAL: PART ONE




  




  Preface




  Although I was passionate about going abroad, I despised uncertainty. I knew that my movie star handsome bartender boyfriend would not hang around waiting for me to return after his graduation from the University of Miami. A late bloomer to sex, I was absorbed in my first ever serious sexual relationship and was more randy than a dog in heat. Compounded with my insecurity, immaturity and self-doubt, I was in total despair over my fate. My choice was to catch a chronic disease in Afghanistan or convince my boyfriend to marry me so that I could live happily ever after and never worry about finding a job. Deciding on the latter option, I resigned my Peace Corps appointment.




  Nearly thirty years later in 1992, I tried again to engage in international relations at the age of forty-nine. It might have been easier when I was twenty.■




  CHAPTER 1




  Journal Entry: Through the Looking Glass




  UN Peacekeeping Mission
 Phnom Penh, Cambodia 1992




  STEPPING OUT INTO THE NARROW DIRT LANE, I leaned my back against the cement block wall of the UN’s guesthouse B in Phnom Penh, lit a cigarette and inhaled a puff of smoke along with the scents of sour fish soup, rice, and pork, greasy fried dough and savory noodles. I faced a bombed-out office-sized building, three stories high, with many of the walls missing or partially destroyed. The structure was home to at least one hundred people. They had no privacy. They lived inside and out-side, in the yard and on the roof, eating, sleeping, playing cards, cooking over charcoal braziers and tending to dozens of children under the age of six. It had taken me a couple of days to figure out why all the children were so young: Cambodia had just emerged from two decades of death and more death. People were just starting to rebuild their lives, which were just like this wreckage of a building. Sometimes when the mothers saw me watching, they waved at me using their baby’s hand. Other times, they ignored me.




  But the sun — a fiery hot ball in the sky — was blinding, so I slipped beneath a sliver of shade from a wind-bent palm tree. I found myself looking directly into the face of a young woman. She wore a faded batik sarong skirt and a dirt-stained, white T-shirt. A pair of flimsy flip-flops was all that protected her feet from the thick layer of rubble and refuse that surrounded us. Her head was wrapped in a dusty red-and-white checkered kramaa that held her thick silky-black hair off her face, without keeping it under control. Her smooth bare café au lait skin glistened with sweat in the already too-hot morning sun. However, unlike many of the other girls her age, she was not pregnant — and no child held her hand.




  There were only a few yards of the dirt-packed lane between us. Our eyes met and caught for the briefest of seconds, and then she looked down and nodded politely. Embarrassed to be caught staring, I did an awkward half-wave semi-bow thing while flicking my cigarette and crushing it into the dirt. Unable to speak, having no language training beyond my fifteen important and must-know Khmae phrases for tourists in Cambodia, I was alarmed when she walked toward me. Still, I felt utterly compelled to grab the moment, to connect to this life and to begin living it. Hoping to communicate with her through hand gestures, I set my coffee cup down and returned my lighter to my pocket.




  The lighter clinked against a small vial of perfume I had brought from the States. The girl continued to approach, and impetuously I shoved the tiny bottle into her hand. She was confused. So was I. Yet I couldn’t just walk away. Taking the perfume back, I dabbed it on her neck, then mine. As if playing charades, I inhaled the perfume, closed my eyes and tried to convey my best impression of bliss.




  Her dark eyes grew wide as I gave her back the vial. She put the bottle to her nose and sniffed. Her nose wrinkled, and then grinning, she dabbed the perfume on her neck. I nodded my approval, but then she put some on her hair and teeth and poured the rest on her clothes. I was helpless to intervene. And what could I say, even if I spoke her language? Could I tell her that she was going to smell like an escapee from a cheap whorehouse? Her family would probably make her sleep out in the street for a week.




  I was in some Asian version of Through the Looking Glass where things looked familiar but were anything but. This was the place I chose to find salvation from my stale life at home? This was where I hoped to become a hero? Maybe, I thought, I’d better start rethinking my plan.■
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  Typical Khmer woman living in the bombed out building across the road from the UN guesthouse B, 1992. The Carole J. Garrison Family Archive.
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  Carole being interviewed in her Women’s Studies office for a news story before leaving for the UN’s Cambodian peacekeeping mission, 1992. The Carole J. Garrison Family Archive.




  CHAPTER 2




  Journal Entry: Giving up the Bones




  UN Peacekeeping Mission
 Phnom Penh, Cambodia 1992




  COME ON, COME,” the teachers shouted and waved to us as my roommate Beatrice and I ambled lazily into the classroom. Mr. Tong, director of the United Nations’ cultural training for its volunteers in Cambodia, was looking quite out of character as he checked his wristwatch and tapped his foot on the scarred, stained tile floor.




  “We are going in the vans to the national Killing Fields monument this morning. The drive will take about forty-five minutes to an hour,” he informed us in his formal, quiet voice. Like others in the room, I made an involuntary sucking sound. We had all read about the Killing Fields. They dotted the landscape across the country, but few were marked. Most were located on mountainsides, their horror reclaimed by the jungle. But the terror was palpable in the ruins of Phnom Penh and in the stories of the locals, who gave muted explanations of missing parents or siblings.




  I thought about Hun, the young, multilingual money changer I’d befriended, who had hidden in the jungle at night to escape Pol Pot’s guards. After her relatives were murdered in their bed for speaking French, and her parents arrested, Khmer Rouge soldiers had sent her to a children’s work camp, saying, “Intellectuals don’t make good rice farmers.” She had showed me her missing toe — a punishment for disobedience. As a middle-aged American in the 1990s, I had no personal experience with that kind of pain or fear — except for what I’d imagined from reading books, seeing movies and hearing the stories of the few family members who had survived the Holocaust or the Russian pogroms.




  Turning my attention to the van, I took a seat by the window, hoping to open it and catch a breeze. As I struggled to open the window, we drove past the Royal Palace and turned down an unfamiliar, narrow alleyway. Beatrice, sitting in the row ahead, pointed out the sign above a sleazy bar around the corner from the palace: “Welcome to the Heart of Darkness.” I reached over the seat and put a clammy hand on her shoulder. It seemed ominously prescient of our destination.




  We continued out of the city on a dirt road lined with makeshift stands selling fruit, cigarettes and bottles of petrol for motorbikes. A thick layer of red parched dirt covered everything, cloaking the countryside in what looked like a film of blood. Coughing, I pulled the window closed.




  About fifteen kilometers outside of Phnom Penh in the village of Choeung Ek, we arrived at the monument to the infamous Killing Fields of Pol Pot, which memorialized the genocide that had claimed nearly three million victims — one-third of the country’s population. As the vans of UN volunteers pulled into a parking area, I could see only a chalky white field with a tall pagoda in the center. We tumbled out of the cramped vans, hot from the dusty ride, and collected rather haphazardly around the stone entrance. A slim young Cambodian man named Kosal greeted us. Putting our hands together, as if we were going to pray, we chanted in unison, “Sue-saw-day Kosal,” wishing him good day.




  Kosal began his standard orientation to the site in heavily accented but reasonably good English. “Cambodians,” he said stiffly, “do not liken this genocide to Hitler’s.”




  Cambodians claimed the slaughter to be more terrible, because it was brother killing brother. The tortuous ways that people were killed, often by having their heads bashed in or suffocated with plastic grocery bags and drowned, were equally as terrible. Despite Kosal’s denial of a Holocaust comparison, images of skeletal figures piled fourteen deep in a forty-foot-long ditch flashed before me. My eyes squinted in the bright sun as I stood immobilized and stared.




  I moved closer to the stupah, the monument erected in memory of the victims. It was not a Western museum paying homage to the dead. Glass cabinets held neither grainy photos of those who had died nor yellowed pages of recovered diaries. The mementos were the dead themselves, who had been excavated from the hundreds of mass graves that surrounded the area. Behind clear exterior glass windows, shelves upon shelves of skulls — many with large holes from being bludgeoned — lay in silent testimony. Mothers, daughters, fathers and sons had been buried unceremoniously en masse, then exhumed and displayed — unmarked, unidentifiable and unclaimed. The Killing Fields were a never-ending national funeral that did little to celebrate life. Instead, the skulls told the story of incomprehensible death.




  Kosal, who had lost many relatives, took us to some of the excavated sites. As I walked, something crunched beneath my feet. I looked more closely. I found teeth and bits of bone everywhere. My stomach turned over as the quiet chalky earth gave up its secret. A sort of fear struck me and prickled my skin as I walked. This horror touched me as I touched it. I walked in the graves; I walked among the dead.




  When the tour was over, I took Kosal’s hand and said, “Goodbye. This was too terrible. I won’t forget what happened here.”




  From my seat in the van on our way back to the city, I saw plastic bags fluttering from tree limbs and bushes, reminding me of their past use as instruments of suffocation. With every patch of white gravel we passed, I imagined a pile of human bones crushed and forgotten.
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