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In the News

VERMONT

Two Vermont women
shot; man surrenders

ASSOCTATED PRESE

BURLINGTON, Vt. — A mas-
seuse and her friend were robbed
and shot here Saturday by a man
claiming to have had a flashback to
Vietnam, police said. Both women
were seriously injured and still hos-
pitalized yesterday.

Alison Granueci, 32, of Charlotte,
the masseuse, was reported in seri-

ous condition at the Medical Center

Hospital in Bur lmg’ton She was shot
in the head. Granucei’s friend, Naney
Watkin, 41, of Williston, was shot in
the head and back., Watkin. manager
of Farnham Associates, a real estate
agency, was listed in fair condition
yesterday.

Police said the attack took place
at The Massage Center, a third-floor
business on Church Street, where
Granucei was giving Watkin a mas-
sage about 4:30 although the shop
was closed for the day.

Shortly after the shooting, 35-
year-old Keith Roland, whose last
address was in San Diego, rushed
into a convenience store on River-
side Avenue and asked the clerk to
call police because he had shot two
people. Roland will be charged today
with robbery and assault and two
counts of attempted murder.

Police said they believe Roland
arrived on a bus from Boston just an
hour before the attack.

Burlington Detective Bureau
Cmdr. John Sonnick alleged that
when Roland found the massage
center closed, he knocked on the
door and asked Granucei for a mas-
sage. When Granucci told him to
come back during business hours,
Roland insisted he needed to make
an appointment, Sonnick said.

“He was very persistent and
asked to have a card so he could
call,” he said. When Granucei opened
the door, Roland robbed the women,
shot them and fled, Sonnick said.

Witnesses said that Granucci, de-
spite her wound, somehow got dewn

" to the first floor to the Five Spice

Cafe for help. She said she and her
client had been shot.

Randy Dashnow, the clerk at the
Cumberland Farms store where Ro-
land turned himself in, said he
thought Roland was a customer in a
hurry to buy gas when he rushed in
about 5 p.m.

“He bucked his way up to the
front of the counter,” Dashnow said.
“He said, ‘I'd like to turn myself in.’

“1 asked, for what. He said, ‘I'm
the one who shot those two people.””
«  “He said, ‘I'm a Vietnam vet. I
had a flashback. 1 shot those two
people.” Then he said, ‘Would you
take my revolver? ”

Police arrived a short time later
He is being

and arrested Roland.
held at the Chittenden Community
Correctional Facility.

Gunman shoots 2 women

ADAM RIESMER, Froa Pross

Alison 5. Granucci of Charlotte is taken to an ambulance uﬂar-baing shot Saturday in Burlington.

Suspect surrenders in store,
asks employee to disarm him

By Robert Getz

Free Press Staff Writer
Ra hnow thought the custome

was fn @ buy gas ﬂ!tr!'rll: :

He pushed himself
to the front of the line
about 5 p.m. Saturday
at the Cumberland
Farms store at 454
Riverside Ave., past
10 customers holding
milk and bread and
other staples.

But the shaking
man told Dashnow,
32, that he was a for-

DASHNOW
mer Vietnam War veteran who'd suffered
a flashback, shot two women and wanted

to surrender, He ‘said Dashnow should
readlhﬂuﬂlfmtpocketpndukehil

mmmw
* “pe fooked X" who- e

made a mistake and he ditln't know how
to get out of it," Dashnow sid.

In the aftermath of the event, Dash-
now, a Colchester resident who paints
houses and has worked at the store for a
month and a half, recounted the story of a
night that brought him face-to-face with
the man whom police later identified as
Keith Roland, 35, address unknown.

“He came into the store,” Dashnow
said. “There was a line of about 10 people
in the store, He bucked his way up to the
front of the counter. He said, T'd like to
turn myself in.’

Fraa Prass

“I said, ‘For what?’ He said, T'm the

one who shot those two people.’ And I

said, ‘What two people?” And he said,

‘Haven't you been listening to the radio?
And I said no.”

Burlington police said Roland shot 32-
year-old Alison Garnueci of Charlotte, an
employee at The Massage Center, 175

Turn to SUSPECT, back page

Victims listed
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in cnitical condition
By Kathryn Haralambous

Free Press Staff Writer

A man who arrived Saturday in down-
town Burlington and went looking for
someone to rob shot a real estate office
manager and her masseuse then became
repentant and surrendered at a conve-
nience store about two miles away, au-
thorities said.

Keith Roland, 35, was arrested shortly
after 5 p.m. at the Cumberland Farms on
Riverside Avenue. Police charged him
with two counts of attemnpted murder and
one of assault and robbery.

He was to be held overnight at the
Chittenden Community Correctional Cen-

ter in South Burlington, with arraignment
expected Monday.

The women were

listed in critical con- (N
dition late Saturday
at the Medical Center
Hospital of Vermont.
They were shot at The
Massage Center, 175
Church St., upstairs
from the Five Spice
Cafe and the Profes-
sional Self Defense In-
stitute, a karate
studio,

Masseuse Alison 8, Granucci, 32, of
Charlotte, was shot in the head and her
client, Nancy L. Watkin, 41, of Williston,
manager of South Burlington real estate
agency Farnham Associates, was shot in
the head and back.

Watkin was the 1 director of
the defunct Main Street Dance Theater in
Burlington.

Shortly before 4:30 p.m., Granucci was
giving Watkin, a friend, a massage, Bur-
lington Detective Bureau Cmdr. John
Sonnick said. The center was closed.

Roland went upstairs, knocked on the
door and asked Granveci for a massage.
When Granucei told him to come back
during business hours, Roland became
insistant, Sonnick said. Granueci repeated
he should come back when the business
Wwas open.

“However he was t and
asked to have a {hwimw w:o he
could call” When Granucci opened the
door, Roland robbed the women at gun
pnint, then shol them and fled, Smnick

"He came to Bur today," Son-
nick said of Roland. “We're trying to
pinpoint how he arrrived.”

Turn to GUNMAN, back page
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Gunman shoots two women

From page 1A

Bea Bookchin, one of The Massage Cen-
ter’s founders, said the women gave Ro-
land $70. Sonnick would not confirm this.

Bookchin, who works at the center,
said she spoke with Granucci at the
Medical Center Hospital of Vermont.

Roland had just gotten off a bus,
Bookchin said.

“When he spoke to them (the two
women) he said he got out of prison and
said he wasn't afraid to use the gun. He
just wandered in off the street.”

Witnesses said that after the shootings
a bleeding Granucci went downstairs to
the Five Spice Cafe, said she and her
client had been shot and asked the staff to
call the police.

“We just heard some rumbling around
up there, like there was somebody wres-
tling around up there or maybe running
through the building,” said Steve Shover,
chief instructor at the self-defense school.

He soon saw police in front of the
building, across Main Street and a few
doors south of City Hall.

While bystanders milled around in the
cold, the women were taken downstairs
on stretchers and to the hospital. Roland
was taken into custody about a half-hour
later when he walked into the Cumber-
land Farms and surrendered to the store
clerk.

“Alison is a very highly respected
massage practitioner in the community,”
said Eva Simon, who has a downtown
Burlington massage practice. “It’s shock-
ing and very scary. Definitely scary.”

“She’s a pretty brilliant massage
worker. She teaches massage classes and
she has many students,” Bookchin said.

“Alison’s wonderful,” added Walter
Zeichner, a friend of Granucci’s and a
Burlington psychotherapist and masseur.

“She’s a dancer. She’s been very in-
volved in creative movement as a means
of healing. In the last six months or so she
began to teach different kinds of body
work through The Massage Center.”

The center was the first of its kind in
Vermont when Bookchin and two others
formed it in 1976.

“Their reputation is impeccable,” said
Zeichner, who refers his students there.
“I've sent clients there when I couldn’t
see them.”

Granucci has worked there a number
of years, Zeichner said. “We're friends.
We used to exchange massages every
week.”

“I can’t believe it. It's just amazing,”
Simon said.

Police were trying to confirm Satur-
day night whether Roland had a criminal

record and had served time. They also
will investigate how Roland got to the
convenience store.

The incident came during a winter
that has seen numerous acts of violence
against women in the area.

Jan. 29, Robert E. Mayo Jr. of Rut-
land, out on $1,000 bail on a rape charge,
forced his accuser into a car and rammed
it into a tree in Pittsford, in what police
called a murder-suicide. Cynthia Thow
had told police Mayo had beaten her for
months before the alleged rape and had a
relief-from-abuse order out on him.

Jan, 30, Darren Couture, 24, allegedly
shot Charles Ducharme, 23, in the Drew
Street home of Couture’s estranged wife.
The woman had obtained three court
orders to keep Couture away.

The following day, Arthur E. Passino,
24, of Enosburg was charged with first-
degree murder for the rape and strangu-

30.

Dozens of protesters marched in Bur-
lington Jan. 27 against a lack of response
to alleged violence against women at The
Outback — a bar two blocks from The
Massage Center. Two unidentified women
claimed they were thrown out of the bar

Nov. 22 when they rejected a male pa-

tron’s sexual overtures. Conflicting re-

ports were made but dozens of women.

claim the incident was violence against
women.

And Dec. 6, a Montreal gunman
walked into Canada’s largest engineering
school screaming he was looking for
women. His hunt-like spree left 14 female
students dead and the city of Montreal in
shock.

Saturday’s shootings “had the same
flavor” as the Montreal killings Zeichner
said.

But Bookchin said she thought other-
wise.

“He (Roland) was just interested in
getting money and in finding places that
he could get money. He asked if there
were other places in the building he could
get money. I don’t think it was necessari-
ly a crime against women.”

Whatever the motive, Saturday’s
shootings left Burlington’s massage com-
munity in shock.

“I feel like all the practitioners need
to get together,” Zeichner said. “Talk
about vulnerability. It makes me feel like
everybody has to have a security guard at
their office. My guess is it’s some nut.
(That) it has nothing to do with Alison and
the client.”

Robert Getz contributed to this re-
port.

lation of his neighbor, Shirley J. LeClerk,

Suspect surrenders in store

From page 1A

Church St. in Burlington, and her client,
Nancy L. Watkin, 41, of Williston. Both
were listed in critical condition at Medi-
cal Center Hospital of Vermont late Sat-
urday.

Dashnow described the man as about
5feet 10 inches tall, 200 pounds, bearded,
with shoulder-length brown hair and
wearing glasses and a jean jacket bearing
a Harley-Davidson logo.

At the man’s prompting, Dashnow
went to the store’s pay phone and dialed
911. A dispatcher answered. He told her
that a man who said he had shot two
people wanted to turn himself in.

“She said, ‘Is he carrying a firearm?’
And I said, ‘I don’t know.’ She said, ‘We're
on our way.’

“So I went back to him and said, ‘Are
you still carrying a firearm?’ He said yes.
I said, ‘Would everybody please leave the
store immediately?’ Everybody dropped
their packages and everything, and I
shuttled them out the door. And I went
out behind them.”

He went back in the store when the
man started to look “panicky,” he said.

“He said, ‘I'm a Vietnam vet. I had a
flashback. I shot those two people.” Then
he said, ‘Would you take my revolver?’ I
said, ‘I'd rather not.’

“He said, ‘I'm afraid for my safety. If

February 20, 1990
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the police come in here while I have the
gun on me they might shoot.’ He said,
‘Please take the gun.’

“T said, ‘I will take the gun, but I don’t
want you changing your mind halfway
through this.’ He turned his head, flipped-
open his coat.” '

Dashnow said he was scared, but
reached in. The revolver was in a pocket
sewn into the inside of the jacket. Dash- -
now grabbed the gun and set it on the
counter.

“I can’t remember exactly what hap-
pened from there, but after that the cops
started to pull in. He was getting a little
fidgety. I was between him and the re-
volver, so I took the revolver off the
counter and opened up the door and
yelled to one officer, ‘I've got the gun.
He’s unarmed.’ ”

A second officer pulled in and, un-
aware of what was under way, drew his
revolver, Dashnow said. “I said, ‘Whoa,
whoa, whoa — it’s not me.’ I put the
revolver on the ground.”

After police took the man away, Dash-
now found he had left $2 on the counter.
“I gave that to the police since he never
made his purchase.”

Cmdr. John Sonnick said, “He did an
admirable job under the circumstances in
dealing with the man, in being very
patient and very calm and subsequently
notifying us.”
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Suspect pleads innocent

From page 1A

stated that the .38-caliber hand-
gun police said Roland used was
an automatic.

Authorities don’t know who
Roland was referring to, Sonnick
said.

He bought the .38-caliber hand-
gun in Arizona, where there are no
gun laws, Yuma Police Depart-
ment officer Jan Schmidt said.

When Roland took a cab from
the Vermont Pub and Brewery at
4:51 p.m. Saturday, he was “very
calm and quiet when he walked
really normally out of the bar,”
cab driver Chris Rickert said. “I
knew he was from out of town
because he asked to go to the
Hilton,” Rickert said. Roland then
said he wanted to go to Montreal
“for a night out on the town.” But
when he found it would cost $132
he asked to be taken to St. Albans
and produced a $50 bill.

As Rickert drove to the River-
side Avenue Cumberland Farms
to make change, dispatcher Bob-
bie Merchant radioed a police
description of the assailant to the
taxi fleet.

. “I pulled myself up on the
wheel and looked in the mirror
and said, ‘Is that you?’” Rickert
said. “He said, ‘Yes ...’

Rickert, a South Burlington
native, said he stood in line wait-
ing to alert his friend, convenience
store clerk Randy Dashnow. But
Roland inched behind him and told
Dashnow he was a Vietnam veter-
an who had just shot two people
and wanted to surrender.

The experience left Rickert
shaking.

“It was a pretty hairy night,”
Merchant added. ‘“Police have
called us before, but it’s never
happened that we had who they
were looking for.”

Roland also told police he
served in Vietnam, but authorities
do not know why Roland made
that claim. He was discharged
from the U.S. Marine Corps in

1973 after being absent without
leave.

Roland, an
unemployed
mechanic on
Social Security
disability, left
San Diego, Cal-
if., where he
lived for the
past three
months, for
Burlington last
week. His el-
derly mother

GRANUCCI -

told police he would often go on;
trips but had never been to the
East Coast. He arrived in town oq-
a 3:35 p.m. bus Saturday.
Authorities were still trying to'
piece together Roland’s past and-

any criminal record 'I‘uesday-
Murnane said they’ve found war-
rants for his arrest in Tenn

and Kansas for the time he was,
AWOL as a Marine. 3

They have learned he was a;
native of Nebraska who lived in?
Yuma for four years, according to:
court records. Since January he
lived at the downtown San Diego!
Plaza Hotel on the nights he could:
afford the $16 to $28 rooms, clerk;
Chris Scatolini said. On other;
nights Roland slept on the street.,-
Scatolini said.

Roland checked out Tu&nday;..
the day he bought a bus ticket to %
Burlington, police said.

A dozen of Granucci’s and Wat-
kin’s friends attended Roland’s 10-
minute arraignment.

Friends also have set up a fund
to help with their hospital bills.
Donations may be sent to: Friends
of Alison and Nancy, care of P.O.
Box 923, Burlington 05402.

Watkin is the manager of
Farnham Associates, a real estate 1.
agency. She directed the now-de.i
funct Main Steet Dance Theater.
Watkin’s husband died in Septem-
ber. She has a 2-year-old son.

Granucci, a highly regarded
massage teacher, hopes to beX
home by the weekend, said her s
husband, Harry Grabenstein.

“Allson really believes the sup- 3
port out there has already helped
in the healing process,” he said.
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Suspect pleads innocent in 2 shootings

Women shot
while on floor,
police say

By Kathryn Haralambous
Free Press Staff Writer

Keith D. Roland made two
women lie face down on the
floor before shooting them
through a pillow to muffle the
noise, police said Tuesday.

Roland, 35, who pleaded inno-
cent Tuesday to attempted mur-
der and armed robbery charges
in District Court, also made
death threats against unspecified
people while in custody this
week, authorities said.

He remained in a state jail
for lack of $200,000 bail Bur-
lington police have accused Ro-
land of stealing $70 and shooting
Alison S. Granucci and Nancy L.

Watkin at 4:30 p.m. Saturday at
The Massage Center, 175 Church
St., where Granucci had been
giving her friend Watkin a mas-
sage.

If convicted, Roland faces a
maximum 80-year sentence,
Chittenden County State's Attor-
ney William H. Sorrell said.

Roland, who came to court in
a black Harley Davidson T-shirt,
sat quietly and spoke only brief-
ly with public defender Bradley
S. Stetler, who said his client had
nothing to say.

Police said Roland came to
The Massage Center on Saturday
and insisted that Granucci open
the door so he could make an
appointment.

When she opened the door,
Roland drew the gun and said “I
just got out of prison, and I'm
not afraid to use it,” police said.

After Granucci gave him the
money, police said Roland made
the women lie face down on the

floor and paced around them,
asked where their cars were and
told them he had to get “out of
this town,” Deteetive Michael
Verro said.

Roland then shot at the wom-
en five times, muffling the sound
with a pillow, police said. Wat-
kin was hit twice, Granucci once.

He then went across City
Hall Park to the Vermont Pub
and Brewery, where he called
Yellow Cab Co.

Watkin, 41, of Williston was
moved out of intensive care
Tuesday at the Medical Center
Hospital of Vermont and was
listed in fair condition. She had a
bullet removed from between
her skull and brain. The second
bullet entered her back and
exited her chest.

Granucei, 32, of Charlotte
talked with reporters and said
she was recuperating and in
good condition Tuesday af-
ternoon.

Granucci, who had surgery to
remove bullet fragments from
her skull, picked Roland's pic-
ture out of a photograph lineup,
Burlington Detective Bureau
Cmdr. John Sonnick said.

“It's a very strong case from
the state’s point,” Chief Deputy
State’s Attorney Janet C. Mur-
nane said. “He incriminated
himself several times."”

At Tuesday's arraignment be-
fore Judge Alan W. Cook, Mur-
nane sought a $300,000 bail
because Roland spent less than
an hour in town before the shoot-
ing and then tried to flee the
country.

Murnane said Roland told a
Chittenden Community Correc-
tional Center guard: “I'm going
to kill them all when I get out of
jail," after Roland read Tues-
day's edition of The Burlington
Free Press, which incorrectly

Tumn to SUSPECT, 3A
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Keith Roland stands after his
arraignment in Vermont Dis-
trict Court Burlington on Tues-
day on charges of attempted
murder and armed robbery.

Shooting victim left with hearing, vision damage

By Kathryn Van Sant

retuned to work

food to be sold at the benefit.

Free Press Staff Writer

One of the two women shot in Feb-
ruary at a downtown Burlington massage
center has permanent hearing and vision
loss.

Nancy Watkin, a 41-year-old real es-
tate agent from Williston, has permanent
30 percent hearing loss and partial vision
loss in both eyes, according to Mark
Koenigsberg, one of those now organizing
a benefit for Watkin and Alison Granucci.

“She can’t drive and cannot read any
more than a word at a time,” Koenigs-
berg said. “She’s making good progress in
other ways, and healing.”

Granucci, 32, of Charlotte, also was
wounded in the shooting. She has since

Police probe shooting suspect’s background

Street business where police said
the shootings and robbery occurred.

By Kathryn Haralambous
Free Press Staff Writer

part-time as a
massage therapist.

A benefit concert
is planned for June
1 to raise money
for the medical
bills of the two
women, who police
say were shot in
the head Feb. 17 by
an unemployed
drifter with a histo-

WATKIN

Benefit tickets

“Friends Celebrating Life,” a
night of dance and music to help
pay the medical bills of Alison
Granucci and Nancy Watkin, begins
at 8 p.m. June 1 at the Flynn
Theatre. Tickets are $10, $15 and
$20, available at the Flynn box
office, University of Vermont Cam-
pus Ticket Store, Pure Pop Records
and Montpelier’s Buch Spieler.

ry of psychiatric hospi

“Friends Celebrating Life” will begin
at 8 pm. at the Flynn Theatre. It will
feature raffle prizes and three bands,
including Kilimanjaro, traditional Japa-

West. Eventually, his mother said,
he would come back.

women in the back of the head at a
massage business a block from the

neze drumming and area jazz musicians
Dave Grippo and Joseph Sommerville.

Deja Vu Cafe, Champlain Chocolates

and other area businesses are donating

Donations to the “Friends of Alison
and Nancy” fund have reached $20,000.
The fund was formed, its organizers said
because Vermont is one of a handful of
states without a victims compensation
fund.

Contributions may be sent to “Friends
of Alison and Nancy,” P.O. Box 923,
Burlington, Vt. 05402,

Keith Roland, 35, has pleaded innocent
to two counts each of attempted murder
and armed robbery.

Police allege that he stepped off a bus
in Burlington and about an hour robbed
and shot the women at the Massage
Center, on lower Church Street. The busi-
ness has since moved.

Keith Roland could have gone
anywhere.

The 35-year-old unemployed me-
chanic often told his elderly mother
he was leaving San Diego for a trip,
police said.

He'd gone to many cities in the

A week ago today, police said,
Roland bought a bus ticket for Bur-
lington. Within an hour of getting
off the Vermont Transit bus from
Boston at 3:35 p.m. Saturday, au-
thorities said he drew a .38-caliber
automatic handgun and shot two

bus stop. He took $70, police said.

Alison S. Granucci, 32, walked a
bit Monday at the Medical Center
Hospital of Vermont after surgery
to remove bullet fragments from
her skull, said Bea Bookchin, owner
of The Massage Center, the Church

Gov. Madeleine Kunin visited Gran-
ucci to offer her moral support.

Granucci’s friend and client,
Nancy L. Watkin, 41, who had a
bullet removed from between her
skull and brain, sat up Monday,

Turn to POLICE, back page
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Police probe suspect’s background

From page 1A

Bookchin said. A second builet entered
her back and exited her chest. She was in
fair condition in intensive care Monday.

Roland is in the Chittenden Commu-
nity Correctional Center in lieu of $60,000
bail, awaiting arraignment this morning
in Vermont District
Court on two
counts each of at-
tempted murder
and armed robbery
with intent to cause
bodily harm.

Police Chief Ke-
vin Scully said he
thinks Roland went
for a drink at a
downtown bar af-
ter shooting Gran-
ucci and Watkin,
Roland called a Yellow Cab from the bar,
Scully said, but Scully would not say
where he asked to go.

While Roland was in the cab, a taxi
dispatcher radioed the driver about the
shootings and described the suspect.

“The driver took a look in the rear
view mirror. He asked (Roland) if he was
the person (police were looking for). He
simply responded, ‘Yes,” ” Scully said.

The driver pulled into the Riverside
Avenue Cumberland Farms to call police
but Roland beat him to it. Roland pushed
to the front of the checkout line and told
clerk Randy Dashnow to take his gun. He
wanted to surrender.

Although Roland told Dashnow that he
was a Vietnam veteran who had just shot
two people after having a flashback,
police said after talking to Roland they
don't think he served in Vietnam.

“We still have to confirm that with
military authorities,” Burlington Detec-
tive Bureau Cmdr. John Sonnick said.

Authorities do not know why Roland
made the claim, Scully said. What they do
know is that Roland was discharged from
the U.S. Marine Corps in 1973.

His mother, Virginia Roland of San
Diego, refused to speak with a reporter
Monday. “I'm not available because I
don’t know what it’s all about and I'm not
there to voice my opinion,” she said.

Monday, authorities said the pieces of
Roland’s background were coming togeth-

ROLAND

er slowly because federal offices were
closed for Presidents Day.

Mrs. Roland told Burlington authori-
ties her son would go on trips but had
never been to the East Coast. “He has
been to different states and different
cities and we are going to check on all of
them,” Scully said.

Authorities have yet to determine
whether Roland has been in jail or has a
record, Scully said, although Roland told
his victims he had been in jail and was
not afraid to use his gun.

There were no active warrants for
Roland’s arrest, Scully said.

The randomness of Saturday’s incident
has stunned the women’s friends and co-
workers as well as Vermont authorities.

“It’s not clear to us if he at any time
sat down and said, ‘I want to go to
Burlington, Vt.” and pinpointed Burling-
ton, Vt., on a map,” Scully said. “There is
a certain element of randomness in-
volved.”

The governor, after visiting Granucci
at MCHV, called the shootings “a sense-
less act of violence. This is the kind of
thing that shakes the community — the
fact that it was so random,” she said.

Kunin said Granucci told her she’d be
released from the hospital in about a
week. Kunin said she knew Granucci and
Watkin, who was not well enough to have
visitors, but they were not close friends.

Granucci lives in Charlotte with her
husband. Her clients and friends said she
is a highly respected massage profession-
al, healer and teacher. Like Watkin,
Granucci is active in local dance.

Watkin directed the now-defunct Main
Steet Dance Theater and is manager of
the South Burlington real estate agency
Farnham Associates. Watkin’s husband
died in September. She lives in Williston
with her 2-year-old son.

The women'’s friends, clients and busi-
ness associates are concerned about their
future finances, said real estate broker
Richard Feeley, Granucci’s client.

“Both of them have the kinds of jobs
that you can do only if you are healthy
and can make your appointments,” added
Mary Ann Ficociello, a friend and former
student of both women.

Friends have set up a fund for the
women. Donations may be sent to:
Friends of Alison and Nancy, c/o P.O.
Box 923, Burlington, Vt. 05402.



San Diego man
held on ball

By Kathryn Haralambous
Free Press Staff Writer

Authorities are piecing together
information on a former US. Ma-
rine who police say shot two women
at a massage business less than an
hour after he got off a 3:35 p.m.
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Vermont Transit bus from Boston
on Saturday.

“There’s a whole lot of leads we
have to put together,” Burlington
Detective Bureau Cmdr. John Son-
nick said. Police want to find out
what brought Keith Roland, 35, of
San Diego, Calif., to Burlington.

Masseuse Alison S. Granucci, 32,
of Charlotte was in serious condition
at Medical Center Hospital of Ver-

Victim advocates react, 16A

mont with a bullet wound to the
head. Her client, Nancy L. Watkin,
41, of Williston, manager of a South
Burlington real estate agency, was
in fair condition. Watkin also has a
head wound. Another bullet went
tl]llrough her back and exited her
chest.

Roland, 35, is being held at the

425 Vermonters attend
benefit for shooting victims

By Michael Alien
Free Press Staff Writer

Alison S. Granucci and Nancy L. Wat-
kin’s friendship, which started when they
were dancers 15 years ago, has been
strengthened by the near-fatal tragedy
they shared.

Friday night they stood side by side
and held hands as performers in the local
arts community entertained 425 people at

Fiynn Theatre in Burlington during a

benefit to help the two women cope with
the lost wages and medical bills they
bave faced since they were each shot in
the head £% months ago.

Shertly before 4:30 p.m. Feb. 17, a
man argued his way into the Massage

women of $70. Before he left, he shot
Granucei, a masseuse, and Watkin, a real
estate agent, in the back of the head.
Police have charged Keith Roland
with attempted murder in the case, They

6

Center on Church Street, then robbed the:

said he arrived in Burlington just before
the shootings via a bus from Boston. The
bus station is a block from where the
Massage Center was located at the time.
Granucci and Watkin are tallying up
the costs they have incurred from the

tincident and face the prospect of more

surgery later this year to pui plates in
their skulls to protect their brains, It is
unclear how much was raised from the
benefit Friday. Tickets sold for $10, $15
and $20.

Mark Koenigsberg, one of the coordi-
nators for the benefit and a member of
“Friends of Alison and Nancy,” formed in
the wake of the shooting, said the group’s
goal was to raise $50,000 through projects
and donations. He said $22,000 had been
raised.

Granucci, 32, said words were not
enough to express her feelings about the
turnout Friday and the outpouring of
support the women received from the

35 cents, three news sections

Victims recovering; describe shooting to friends

Chittenden Community Correctional
Center for lack of $50,000 bail on
two counts of attempted murder

and $10,000 on one count of assault |
and robbery. He is scheduled to be |
arraigned Tuesday. He allegedly
shot the two women at The Massage |!
Center, a business established in @

1976 at 175 Church St., where Gran-
ucci works.

Bone fragments were removed
from Granucci’s head, said Bea
Turn to VICTIMS, back page

Turn to VERMONTERS, 9B Friday night at Flynn Theatre in Burlington.

ROLAND

Nancy Watkin, right, and Alison Granucci attend a benefit

Victims recovering from shooting

From page 1A

Bookchin, who works at The Massage
Center and who visited Granucci at the
hospital. “She’s all right. Nancy’s surgery
was more complicated because the bullet
was lodged between her skull and her
brain.”

Chuck LaHaie, who has been friends
with both women for years, visited them
Sunday afternoon. “Nancy’s in a lot of
pain because they’re not allowing her to
have too much sedation since they want
to keep track of her neurological func-
tions,” he said.

“Nancy said something to the effect
that she couldn’t believe it when it was
happening since it was so horrible,” La-
Haie said.

Roland’s most recent address was 4th
Street and Broadway in San Diego, Calif.,
Sonnick said.

Shortly before 4:30 p.m. Saturday,
Roland knocked on the locked door at the
massage business and insisted that he get
a massage. Granucei repeatedly told him
the business was closed. Sonnick said
Roland robbed and shot the women after
Granucci opened the door to give him a
business card he demanded so he could
call during business hours.

He then ran out and called a taxi,
which took him to the Riverside Avenue
Cumberland Farms, Sonnick said.

Police are checking whether Roland

has a criminal record in California. Book-

chin said the victims told her that Roland
took $70 and told them that he had been
in prison and was not afraid to shoot.

Police would not say how much money
Roland allegedly took, what caliber hand-
gun he used or how many shots he fired.
Roland bought the gun “out West,” Son-
nick said, but would not elaborate.

Roland surrendered to a clerk at the
Cumberland Farms store at 454 Riverside
Ave. at 5:30 p.m, He told the clerk he was
a Vietnam veteran who had just had a
flashback and shot two people.

Sonnick said Roland served in the U.S.

Marines Corps but could not confirr
whether Roland had fought in Vietnam.

Although Saturday’s shooting thrus
the two women into the limelight, botl
were already widely known and respecte:
— Granucei within Burlington’s massag
community and Watkin in the dance anc
business world.

In a 1981 interview, Watkin told The
Burlington Free Press, “I'd rather be
happy than famous. I love Burlington and
the people here.”

Watkin, a choreographer, directed the
now-defunct Main Steet Dance Theater, a
Burlington dance company, for nearly all
its nine years. She has taught dance,
served on the board of directors of First
Night and worked for the Vermont Coun-
cil on the Arts.

Watkin has a 2-year-old son, Alexan-
der D. Brousseau. Her husband, Edward
S. Brousseau, a drug and alcohol abuse
counselor for Howard Mental Health, died
Sept. 21.

“It hasn't been easy for her for the
past six months,” LaHaie said.

First Night director Toni Lisman said
“Nancy’s absolutely amazing. There isn't
anything she hasn’t done.”

Farnham Associates broker Susan C
Fisher said “She has the absolute respect
of the real estate community.” Watkir
managed that office. Fisher called Wat
kin's home at 7:30 a.m. Sunday to confirn
a 9:15 appointment they had that morning
with clients. Instead she reached Watkin':
weeping mother, who told her of the
incident.

“I was showing property (Sunday) and
every agent and every broker asked me
how she was,” Fisher said. “They were
visibly shaken. People were crying.”

Granucei lives in Charlotte with her
hushand. Her colleagues and friends de-
scribe her as a highly motivated massage
teacher, healer and dancer.

“She’s been very involved in creative
movement as a means of healing,” Walter
Zeichner, a massage practitioner and
psychotherapist, said.



Vermont

Fund-raising drive for shooting victims ends

Project reaches
$15,000 goal

By Kathryn Van Sant
Free Press Staff Writer

A fund-raising drive to help
pay for the medical expenses of
two women shot last month in
Burlington was suspended Thurs-
day after ‘reaching its $15,000
goal, a friend of the women said,

About 300 people from Con-
necticut, Mpssachusetts and Ver-
mont helpel to raise the money

for Alison Granucci of Charlotte
and Nancy Watkin of Williston,
said Richard Feeley, one of the
“Friends of Alison and Nancy”
organizers.

Police said Watkin, a real es-
tate agent, was getting a massage
Feb. 17 at Granucci's Burlington
business when a drifter robbed
them of $70 and shot them in the
head. Both women were released
from Medical Center Hospital of
Vermont after surgery and are
recuperating.

“They both sound great,” Fee-
ley said. “They're hoth excited
about the future and astonished at

the amount of support the commu-
nity has given them.”

Donations, which began com-
ing in Feb. 20, ranged from $1 to
$500.

“Both of these women feel
strongly from an ethical stand-
point about raising money beyond
what their needs are,” Feele
said. But the fund might be re-
activated sometime because Wat-
kin is having vision and hearing
problems, he added.

Granucci and Watkin are
prime examples of why Vermont
needs a victims compensation
fund, a state worker who helps

crime victims said.

Vermont is one of four states
without such a fund, Addison
County Vietim Assistant Gale
Fenn said. And it is also a state
with an estimated 31,000 unin-
sured residents.

Op Monday in Middlebury,

Y Fenn will give Gov. Madeleine M.

Kunin a petition endorsing a pro-
posed law, H.202, signed by about
100 Addison and Rutland county
residents. The bill would establish
a victims compensation fund to
pay for medical bills not covered
by insurance, and for counseling

expenses.

That is what the $15,000 that
the “Friends of Alison and Nancy”
fund raised will go to, said Mary
Ann Ficociello, another friend
helping the two women.

“Very often victims of violent
crimes, like these women, have
real serious trauma that require
therapy,” Fenn said. “And if a
defendant is found guilty and is
going to jail, restitution is not
ordered. But in many cases the
assailant is never found.”

If the bill passes, a $5 fee paid
by convicted criminals and those
with traffic tickets would be in-
creased to $10 — $5 for a victims

compensation fund and the $5 that
now goes to the state’s General
Fund for the Victim Assistance
Program.

The original $5 was designed
to go directly to the assistance
program but instead goes into the
General Fund, where victim advo-
cates “fight for every penny,”
Fenn said.

The additional $5 surcharge
would produce about $450,000 a
year, and the federal government
would reimburse the state for 40
percent of the cost, Fenn said.

$6,000 raised for shooting victims

By Kathryn Van Sant
Free Press Staff Writer

Two women shot earlier this month are
healing as friends and strangers try to ease the
financial burden the two will face in a state
without a victim compensation fund.

About 130 people have donated $6,000 since
The Burlington Free Press wrote Feb. 20 about a
fund that a dozen friends and associates from
Burlington’s dance, massage, and real estate
communities put together to help Alison S. Gran-
ucci and Nancy L. Watkin recuperate, one of the
organizers said Tuesday.

Most of the money is from Chittenden County,

Funds collected by friends of Burlington shooting victims

From page 1B

the reality of collecting is a night-
mare,” said ‘Doris Clayton-Viens,
the Chittenden County victim ad-
-vocate. She added that she would
help the women draft Victim Im-
pact Statements — listing lost
wages, property damage and med-
ical expenses.

Although judges take the docu-
ment into consideration at sen-
tencing, they can only order

Richard Feeley said. “There’s the occasional
South Hero, Island Pond, Morrisville and one
from Deerfield, Mass. The donations have been
anywhere from a dollar to $500.”

Because Vermont is one of a handful of states
without a victim compensation program, the
women’s friends said they were worried.

“If it wasn’t for the fact that these women
have given so much to the community when they
were healthy ... I don’t know what would hap-
pen,” Mary Ann Ficociello said.

“Here you have people with a lot of friends
and reasonably good health insurance, but be-
cause of this random act of violence, it’s still

going to cost them a lot of money,” Feeley said.
“What happens to some person who doesn’t know
a lot of people and doesn’t have good coverage?”
The women’s friends hope to raise $15,000 to
pay for the 20 percent of medical expenses that
insurance won’t cover and to replace lost income.
“Alison has absolutely no disability policy and
thinks she may be out of work for four to six
weeks,” Ficociello said. “Nancy has a disabilty
policy fortunately, but she has to be out of work
for 90 days” before it takes effect.
Victim advocates “always ask for restitution,
and it's usually ordered by the court but
Turn to FUNDS, 3B

WATKIN

Injured women face anxiety,
fear, victims advocate says

By Kathryn Haralambous
Free Press Staff Writer

Alison Granucci and Nancy Watkin
face a difficult healing process when they
are released from Medical Center Hospi-
tal of Vermont, a state official who works
with crime vicitims said.

The two women were shot during a
robbery at Granucci’s downtown Burling-
ton massage practice Saturday afternoon.

Because they were the victims of a
violent crime they will have a slow ad-
justment to normal life, Doris Clayton-
Viens, Chittenden County victim advo-
cate, said.

“These women will fear being alone,
fear for their safety, have flashbacks of
the incident, have trouble eating, trouble
sleeping and intense anxiety,” Clayton-
Viens said.

But because Veimont is one of about
five states without a victim compensation
program, Granucci and Watkin may also
face an additional uphill battie, Clayton-
Viens said.

“Both of these women are going to
have high hospital bills,” she said. “This is
the exact situation that victim compensa-
tion could be used for. We've been trying
to push a bill for years.”

Although advocates help them tally
financial loss caused by the crimes
against them, victims are rarely re-
imbursed because assailants usually don’t
have the money, Clayton-Viens said.

Another problem is that the Vermont
Vietim Assistance Program — funded
through $5 surcharges tacked onto crimi-
nal convictions and traffic tickets — does
not give any money to victims.

Under a 1986 proposal, the money —
$430,000 per year — would go directly
toward salaries, administrative costs and
police training programs. Instead the
money goes in the state General Fund
“where we have to fight for every penny
we get,” Gail Fenn, Addison County vic-
tim assistant, said.

To help ease victims’ financial crunch,
Clayton-Viens formed Chittenden County
Crime Victims Assistance Fund in 1986, :
non-profit corporation, to meet short
term needs — such as helping an elderly
man buy the glasses his assailant coul
not replace and giving a few night’s fre
lodging to the displaced family of .
batterer.

The group raises about $1,000 a yea:
To make a donation, call Clayton-Viens 2
863-2865.

restitution if the defendant is able
to pay — and defendants heading
to jail are not required to do so.

To help ease victims’ financial
crunch, Clayton-Viens formed the
Chittenden County Crime Victims
Assistance Fund. To donate people
may call her at 863-2865.

Donations may also be sent to
Friends of Alison and Nancy, P.O.
Box 923, Burlington 05402.

Granucci, 32, of Charlotte, said

she left Medical Center Hospital
of Vermont on Friday and is doing
well. Watkin, 41, of Williston was
in good condition Tuesday.

Police said Keith Roland, 35,
got off the bus in Burlington at
3:35 p.m. Feb. 17 and within an
hour had robbed and shot the
women in the head at The Mas-
sage Center at 175 Church St.,
where Granucci was giving Wat-
kin, a real estate agent and danc-

er, a massage. He allegedly took
$70, made the women lie face-
down on the floor and shot at
them five times through a pillow.

Roland pleaded innocent to
two counts each of attempted
murder and armed robbery with
bodily injury resulting and was
held for lack of $200,000 bail.

Roland, who faces 80 years in
jail, is at the Vermont State Hos-
pital in Waterbury for a 60-day

psychiatric evaluation to deter-
mine his mental state at the time
of the shootings. A March 20 hear-
ing is scheduled to determine his
competency to stand trial.

Chittenden County State’s At-
torney Williamm Sorrell said the
“investigation into his background
was largely put on hold because of
dealing with (abortion protesters)
last week. It’s an unfortunate
fact.”
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The Lang Gang

Wishing You a
Speedy Recovery
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I gave blood today because I was thinking of you.
Your blood needs were met by another caring donor.
I, inrturn, am offering my blood donation o re-
plenish the supply for other patients whomay need i,
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4-1 eaf Clover

American Red Cross Blood Services
Vermant-New Hampshire Region

+ American Red Cross

May the “Luck of the Clover” bring
you health, wealth and happiness
all the days of the year!
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Cending many wishes
to make sure it won't be long
untild you re up and well
peeling fine and strong!
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“They that walt upen the Lord
shall venew their strangth.”
—IBAIAH 40:31
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May healing thoughts and love
hasten your recovery.

Can't wait till you're up
and hopping around again.
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... and rainbows follow rain.

get well soon
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/his cheery greefing
Is simply repearing
The wish thar so many
are making for you-
Thar ir won'r be much longer
Till you'll be much sfronger,
Fully recovered
and feeling like new.
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May your faith

in God give you
peace until He reaches
down in love to restore

you to perfect health.
Get Well Soon!
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/his cheery greefing
s simply repearing
The wish rhafr so many
are making for you-
Thar it won'r be much longer
Till you'll be much srronger,
Fully recovered
and feeling like new.
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With gentle thoughts of you,

| celebrate this day...
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~A warm and special greeting
that is sent to say "Hello”
And let you know
you're thought about
more often than you know,
And naturally included
are many wishes, too,
That better health
and happiness
are on their way to you!
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© DIRECTIONS:
To speed your recovery,
place card next to bed.
Throughout the day,
millions of tiny
get-well wishes
will rush
into your system,
spreading cheer
and well-being.

ACTIVE INGREDIENTS:
Concern, friendship,
goodwill, empathy,

and tender loving care.

DOSAGE:
Repeat every {4 hours
as needed.
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“They that walt upen the Lord
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- ISAIAH 40:5]
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YOU'RE THE ONLY ONE
Lie YOu we've GOor!

HOT TUB ETIQUETTE

1. It's not lady-like to straddle a water jet, moan in ecstasy,
then scream at the top of your lungs, “Oh YES, babyl!”

2. Washing your partner’s back is sexy. Washing your panty
hose is not.

3. Group nude bathing with strangers can be a pleasant
experience, but don’t spoil things by making snide remarks
like, “I've seen bigger wangs on hamsters!"

4. It's O.K. to pass a joint while tubbing. It's not O.K. to pass
gas.

5. Don't think you're fooling anybody by trying to pass off
your vibrator as a toy submarine.

1w Yauwrt T gounf lelieve thiy buf
whu T puked upthiv avd T hewd o
ety vo e cay " Send me Yo Mo ... fend me

Yo Damb".
J Lot pur,
&

33



Tfarey,

Fpe you ne feeling better
neal soon

-

Ubs'ce Hapy for &SP
Lwomy' oo K e cdace 7o

e ,:y ,_/;g,:_ 7 & ) K.S‘Ma/ayf

74; goce batioorn . .
\j//r')e.au_//{,ﬁ

/f.ﬂ_ég,@f ¥ Joﬂﬂ# \;‘éa"‘?‘“—
Let!s Fhe

CUDith warm, and. cheergul wishes
and, with sunshine thoughts of you,
“This comes especially to say
that, semeone cares ——cf do!

W
L — g .!f‘r ”
Mtes A Qereos

l:_;_T’-I{.c‘ .pf':".!..{..--?.f{;-/. J(_; ;/-_-/
Ll S

;o f/‘ ".{J

Lhm'f ?"'7”’ /i-&:_w_ L4

—

oy
% P £ S 5
R T I e \._,'J/?" D F

i - - {
o = i = B
e R, LR i & ,-'____-,f_g '_,:-’Irl'
u‘r #

34

Veer l\fm\.e7, <%

| want b sy g muck
frR U iy %wjm,w hawo mzﬁt
| fee ove? what “has hagppened. And
[ ‘m % () g 3 n&* J'u.ﬂ! ﬁﬂ&t'ﬁB a.bl\'.f'
—Ku‘s u.rf-beci 'MW Fea.ﬂﬁj ‘S_-ipok.._ u‘e
whom 24 died, but | wardk 1o oo,
| tare about ~ a Lot %ﬂLe_
K wasn'F 5o easy b ke aronmd oo
G.QJQ ‘Kﬂ. ‘J’l‘MS-""' b&‘nj ) .' R '
Fond Gl Sy Paths. -. (e a Sty
persen omd a lovely Gng. Im s'u:?
we weven'd al@a B find same ki
belter balamee “thanm we 1
Please Hake care o)

Hope it will make
the day brighten
FJET‘I‘IGPS‘ a bit cheerien too,
To lﬁ.rujw that Di:J'-erg
are Ll'unlimg
$O DFten. 5O wa'ﬂm|q of you.

e e

"

i 4
B A QM

StHueA]a e

This brings the best of wishes
That it won't be very ﬁmﬁ
Mfﬂ:‘f’ﬁ‘lﬂ mffmﬁ,&frmﬂ.
But in the meantime, aﬁm’f{tﬁ#
That in a special Wy
The WM&W&(M&W

7—/0505 yowrie
@%?@mum@r
ond thot ?om'féy be

complotely
well ogodn 400




NANC Y -
NIGHT™ AND DAY

Youw ARE /N MYy
THOWEHTS AN D
PRAYERS ANL 7HE
THAHOUEHITST AND
PRAYERS oF MANY
MANY © THERS.

TAKE CARE, LoVEL)Y
LADY AND LE7mME
KNOW I1F THERE /s
EVER ANY THING

I cAar Do For You
O PZEAS.E: I.T

HELPS ws So 70 B&
OF ANY HELP 7O
You

GoD BLESS You, @

@w
'\)aj'l)(j_.. Lie

J‘?‘f?;‘?&oidmi ~HL) ""“’{J‘“‘"g’“"‘f ﬂ?ath)

l M%M{%

CH appened. to- yow,
didn t it

CH wih v (J‘HJ and ('*}:gsf J-l'f(-'ﬂ}

WITH MucH LoVE
AND LIGHT -

Sve AHox/E
92~ 9/ 83

Mawch. 17,/770 .

Dean ’)’&w%p

Hoping you'll be up
and around soon!
He , How axe ¢ e hesd abc)‘zc—t'
Ho Rordihle Hmg +had fo i sl
Aldo (rere %Mwbv of e often

angl Ol Warn

ioughts. & He postf pEHM N0
Such a S‘mf)g
L 610-— W 1c.é_~;f2ac.r’um

il

J
Q\\,\}ajc To “L'./Lﬁual ﬁt‘*)—*.ﬂ»—#

\&bn_m)

o

—T -L\%S JC_)\-\..Q;—«.»... {_\,_Sa‘\,_k <3

AR \,k_.x;\d\j\_/?\.._; i\?—’\\_J SO AA

B ~w,‘=~d gg LM D AR E’ ‘_5

’ \&1“&%&3 JC&\O\_&‘ A S ’\C\' L DO \d-*()
S

SN Q0

QQ—A._/ B e TS TN
L/\DCLJ\_,_‘Q: i \"‘%_.5_. — ey k.&_‘- M_E (_\-t,(}-,y\

\:9~_ U\,,._/-_xQQ, =R e i - S

3-% ibw

i S RO A m—/\-/\f‘\ . Q_MQ'X‘_/,—F

< )
TR e “‘i-—-—-\{h._}i_/\‘._/ &:— NS 5 ?_/Q/\—'\ﬁ___r{_«

call oy - PR3 -FSL

Hart
DS, g 4 ”/ didf/M
¥ K Co/&/{/ @W ”
p/@CLS’O" Ve é/ L M

J\..\__,c:"'_ O e o U SN @sﬁd-
N N

...and sent this friendly .greeting

Just to tell you so today!
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Sending many wishes
to make sute it won't be long

until you'te up and well
feeling fine and strong!
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and Hoping You're Feeling
Much Better Today
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Georgia O Kecffe. American, 1887- 1986
POPPY. 1927

oil on canvas
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Letters

GOVERNOR MADELEINE M. KUNIN
P. O. BOX 1386
MONTPELIER, VERMONT 05602
(802) 223-3333

%}f/ﬂ/“-mﬂmt%

. Hghlo ape o)A
e N
Wt fint foguad,
T Mteden

PATRICHK J. LEAHY
VERMONT

UNITED STATES SENATE
WASHINGTON, D. C. 20510

February 21, 1990

Dear Ms. Watkin,

Please accept the condolences of the Leahy
family after the senseless attack you endured
on Saturday.

Marcelle and I admire your display of
courage throughout this awful experience.

We pray for.your rapid return to the
community and resumption of day to day activities
by you and members of your family with this in-
cident put far behind vyou.

rely,

PATRICK LEAHY
United States Senator

Ms. Nancy L. Watkin
Burlington, VT
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STATE'S ATTOR W il F.O. BOX 27
[frings; 3% PEARL STREET
etz - JANETC. MURNANE K "_1 BURLINGTON, VT 05402
M.FWUR S OTHCE CHIEF DEPUTY 5 ATE;‘E ATTORMEY i ko
4 B = - PHONE: (802) 863-2865
CITY HALL LAUREN BOWERMAN S e FAX: (B0Z]863-2500
JOHN R. CHURCHILL i i
BURL”“GTDN.VT 05401 PHILIP R. DAMIELSON - e DORIS CLAYTON-VIENS
JOSEPH A. FARNHAM VICTIM ADVGCATE
SCOT L. KLINE
CINDY J. MAGUIRE STATE OF VERMONT ROBERT E. MCGRAW
ELIZABETH F. NOVOTNY OFFICE OF THE CHITTENDEMN COUNTY STATE'S ATTORMNEY INVESTIGATOR

ADELE V. PASTOR
EDWARD D. SUTTON

7&#«7 = T February 20,1990

Mr. and Mrs. Finnegan
P line. 632 c/o Watkin

38 Read Road
Williston,VT 05495

RE: State of Vermont vs. Keith Roland
Attempted homicide/assault and robbery

Dear Mr. and Mrs. Finnegan:

Enclosed is the normal packet we send ocut to crime victims.
As I indicated on the telephone today, I have done "release
notification" paperwork, which means if this defendant is bailed
out or if he escapes from custody, I will be notified immediately.
I will then notify you.

Today, Mr. Roland pled not guilty and was held for lack

of $50,000 on four felony counts, totalling $200,000 bail. If he
is bailed out, he has been ordered to adhere to the following
conditions of release: report to Burlington Police Department
each day, reside in Chittenden County, may not purchase/possess/
consume drugs, may not have any weapons in his possession, to
have no contact whatscever, nor cause to be harassed Ms. Watkin.
He may not be released on bail if he does not have a local address.

I will inform you each time there is a hearing scheduled in
this matter and explain what is happening with the cases. If you
have any gquestions, or there is anything that I can do to assist
you, please don't hesitate to call me at the above number. My
home telephone number is 863-3803 (unlisted). Please feel free to
call me in the evening or on weekends, if you need to.

Sincerely,

. ; I
Dm Vrens
Doris Clayton<Viens

Victim Advocate for
Chittenden County




WILLIAM H, SORRELL e

STATE'S ATTORNEY AN P.O. BOX 27

1irdm gy 39 PEARL STREET
BURLINGTOMN, VT 05402

JANET C. MURNANE ‘] K
CHIEF DEPUTY STATE'S ATTORNEY e -hi_-}-l
L L
-

LAUREN BOWERMAN -
JOHMN R. CHURCHILL ol
PHILIP R. DANIELSON e -
JOSEPH A. FARNHAM

SCOT L. KLINE
CINDY J. MAGUIRE STATE OF VERMONT

ADELE V. PASTOR

EDWARD D, SUTTON February 20, 1990

Nancy Watkin
38 Read FRoad
Williston,VT 05495

Re: State of Vermont vs. Keith Roland
Offense: Attempted homicide/assault and robbery

Dear Ms. Watkin:

A Victim/Witness Assistance Program exists in each of the
State's Attorney's offices throughout Vermont, to meet the needs
of victims and witnesses. I am the victim/witness advocate for
Chittenden County. The purpose of the program is to provide
advocacy, counseling referrals, emotional support services, and
information and notification for victims and witnesses of crime.

You will be notified by our office of any action which may
take place relating to this case. Many defendants plead to the
charges before a case reaches the trial stage and therefore, it is
important to contact us if you have concerns about restitution.

I have enclosed information about what services are available
through the Program, and a victim-impact statement. Information
about this defendant appears at the bottom of this letter. If you
need any assistance or have any questions, please don't hesitate
to contact us at the above number.

Sincerely,

Hu Vs

Doris Clayton*Viens
Victim/Witness Advocate
for Chittenden County

DCV:ts
Encl.
The defendant was lodged in jail for lack of $200,000.00 bail.

STATE OFFICE BUILDING

FPHOME: (B02) 863.2865
0 FAX: (B02) B63-3509

DORISCLAYTON-VIENS
VICTIM ADVOCATE

ROBERT E. MCGRAW
ELIZABETH F. NOVOTNY OFFICE OF THE CHITTENDEMN COUNTY STATE'S ATTORNEY INVESTIGATOR

WILLIAM H, SORRELL e

SR

JANETC. MURNANE H-f-.
CHIEF DEPUTY STATE'S ATTORNEY gL '5!
Els '

LAUREN BOWERMAN e FAL IS0Riechsils
JOHN R. CHURCHILL L ':".-;;"'..':-' DORISCLAY TOMN-VIENS
PHILIP R. DANIELSOM T y
JOSEPH A. FARNHAM

SCOT L. KLINE STATE OF VERMONT

CINDY J. MAGUIRE

ADELE V. PASTOR
EDWARD D.SUTTON

March 5,1990

Nancy Watkin
38 Read Road
Williston,VT 05495

Dear Ms. Watkin:

I have been conversing with your parents about this
pending case. I plan to meet with Alison soon at her house
to discuss what's happening and answer any guestions she has.
If you are feeling up to meeting with me, I would be glad
to come to your house and discuss this with you.

I don't want to hurry you along, so if you aren't
prepared to meet with me yet, just let me know and I'll
certainly understand. Perhaps your parents could get in touch
with me regarding this letter. Thank you.

Sincerely,

b R
Doris Claytof-Viens
Victim Advocate for

Chittenden County

DCV/1s

STATE OFFICE BUILDING

STATE'S ATTORMNEY _— P.O. BOX 27
PLRe 3% PEARL STREET
BURLINGTON, VT 05402

FHONE: (802) 863-2865

VICTIM ADVOCATE

ROBERT E. MCGRAW
ELIZABETH F. NOVOTNY OFFICE OF THE CHITTENDEN COUNTY STATE'S ATTORNEY INVESTIGATOR
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WILLIAM H. SORRELL
STATES ATTOEMI Y

JAMETC MURMNANE

CHIEF DEPUTY STATLE'S ATTORMIEY

LAUREN BOWERMAMN
JOHMN R, CHURCHILL
PHILIFR. DANIELSON
JOSEPH A, FARMHAM
S5COT L. KLINE
CINDY J. MAGUIRE

STATE OF VERMORNT

STATE OFFICE BUILDING
PO BOX 27
39 PEARL STREET
BURLINGTOMN, VT 05402

PHOMNE  [B02) B61-2865
FAX [802) B61-9509

DORISCLAY TOMN-VIENS
VICTIM ADVOCATE

ROBERT E McGRAW
INVESTIGATOR

'y - ',

i
..".“'#f%.:_

State of Vermont
Agency of Human Services

ELIZABETH F. NOVOTNY OFFICE OF THE CHITTENDEN COUNTY STATE'S ATTORMNEY

ADELE V. PASTOR
EDWARD D.SUTTORN

March 5,1990

Mr. Richard Feeley
Friends of Aliscon & Nancy
P.O.Box 923

Burlington,VT 05402

Dear Mr. Feeley:

As per our telephone conversation today, I have enclosed
a couple pamphlets. One details the services offered by the
Vermont Victim Assistance Program and the other details the
services offered by the non-profit organization I started in
1986 to meet the short-term, emergency needs of crime victims
in Chittenden County.

The pamphlet on the Victim Assistance Program does not
include all the protocols we have set up with other agencies

within the County, nor does it address the several victim groups
I facilitate at night. If you would like more information about

these other services, please call me.

The Fund has made disbursements of money to victims to pay

for such things as glasses, funerals, clean-up of homicide scenes,
clothing, etc. We also have contracted with several area motels

to provide up to 10 days of free lodging for victims who are in
need of a place to stay.

Karen Bradley, who is working on the victim compensation blll

with me, is going to send you information on that bill and ig!
status. If you have any guestions at all, please contact me.

Sincerely,

}':[-‘.'4 (’{1‘"‘:/;1;1' R

Doris Clayton-Viens
Victim Advocate for
Chittenden County

CENTER FOR THE PREVENTION
AND TREATMENT OF SEXUAL ABUSE

12 South Main Street
Waterbury, Vermont 05676
{BOZ) 244-6902

March 8, 1990

Nancy Watkin

¢/o Mr. and Mrs. Finnegan
38 Read Road

Williston, VT (05495

Dear Nancy,

Doris Clayton-Viens, the Victim Advocate from Chittenden
County, requested that I send you information on H202, a bill to
authorize Crime Victim's Compensation in Vermont.

Please feel free to call me if I can answer any questions you
may have concerning this legislation. I have been working on this
bill for four vyears. This will be the most difficult year for
passage given the budget deficit.

I thank you for yvour interest and wish you a speedy recovery.
Slncerely

AT -

Ka:eﬁ/Bradley
ogram Coordinator
Victim Services



READING By Fra Biovanni (1513)

There is nothing I can give you which you do not have
But there is much thaty while I cannot give it,
You can take.

No heaven can come to us
Unless our hearts find rest in today.
Take heaven, .

No peace lies in the future
- Which is not hidden in this present instant.
Take peace. |

The gloom of tne world is but a shadow; behind it
Yet within reach is joy; there is radiance and glory
In the darkness could we but see, and to see

‘We have only to look. I beseech you to look.

Life is so generous z giver, but we, judging its gifts

By their covering, cast them away as ugly or heavy

Or hard. Remove the covering, and you will find beneath

it a living splendor, woven of love, by wisdom, with power.

Welcome it, grasp it, and you touch the angel’s hand

That brings it to you. Everything we call a trial,

& sorrow or a cuty: the angel’s hand is there; the gift is
There, and the wonder of an overchadowing presence.

Qur joys too, be not content with them as joys.

They too conceal diviner gifts.

tnd so at this time I greet you: not quite as the world
Sends greatings, but with profound estees ‘

And the prayer that for you, now and forever,

The day breaks and the shadows flee away.

[A Christmas Greeting’

3/16/90
Dearest Ones,

You have bonded your sisterhood in a violent and terrifying way. The
presence of the other (physically, mentally, and spiritually) and your
recall will keep you ever mindful of your gift of life. Even in your pain, as
your body mends, you can rejoice in this gift of life. As you feel thankful
for your body and the ability to feel the pain--you will rise above it. You
are Blessed. This experience helps you know it. You are infinitely
supported and loved on all levels. Call on God and his human
manifestations, draw in the healing light, and rejoice.

You were the Chosen Ones. Support the ones who face you with their
own fear, pain, and anger. They serve you by their feelings. What they
carry is partly yours. As you see how deeply those around you are\
effected--you will experience more deeply the effect already within you.
Know that as others serve you, they are nourishing themselves and you
help them by accepting and requesting. Cherrish it.

Wear your covered badges of courage proudly and find comfort in
them. They are wounds soon to be scars and they mark your initiation and
your Bond.

You have been Graced with experiencing how Loved you are while
still in human form. You have been Graced with very intimate knowledge
of how precious and vulnerable human existence is. You have been Graced
and ha»;ing been Touched are now Touching many others...only to expand the
Grace.

God bless you, you cherrished ones
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41 Dundonald Street, Apt. 1104, Toronto Canada M4Y 1K6
April 8, 1990

Nancy Watkin

38 Read Road

Williston, Vermont 05495
USA

Dear Nancy,

Please forgive the formality —— and the typing. It's a habit I got
into when I was an editor, and one that's reinforced by sitting at the
screen of a word-processor. Besides, my handwriting long-since went out
the window.

I should apologize for not being in touch before this, but T
assume you had enough on your plate without having to take care of
other people's concern, even concern about you. I have a friend in
hospital now whom I keep trying to visit, but every time I arrive he
just wants to sleep. I can imagine how he feels.

Still, it was awful to hear what happenned —-- though good to hear
that you've come through it as well as you have. I've coped with people
being sick here and people dying, but in every case T had at least some
time to get ready for the idea. I live and work in a world where we're
all ready for the idea, so there's sadness and pain but there's rarely
shock. What you have been through is, I'm sure, much harder.

Debi said you've asked how I am and I hope she's told you I'm
well. T am —— but T know she can be a worrier and she's been worried
about me. (She does seem in much better shape herself now than she has
for years, which makes me less worried about her.) I do have HIV, as
you probably know, but I haven't had anything more than minor symptoms
—- and those a long time ago. I've been on AZT since August of 1988,
and everything since then has been completely stable. I feel so good
that only the pills remind me I have a virus.

Tt also helps that I work for the country's biggest AIDS organi-
zation. That, friends I've known for years, and the community work I've
done with them for years, have kept me from ever feeling isolated in
this. All around me there are people dealing with exactly what I'm
dealing with, personally and otherwise. And mostly what I see when I
look around is immense courage and strength and a lot of plain good
sense. Life feels very good. And even after 20 years here, I still know
T picked the right place to live!

Anyway -—- don't feel you have to answer this. It's just to let you
know I'm thinking of you, and to send you a little strength From what
I hear, though, you've got plenty of your own and you're using it well.
So don't stop, eh? I'm not about to.

All the best, Nancy.

A\\y
WAGNER-WEBER

ASSOCTATES

June 5, 1990
Dear Nancy -

I want to tell you how moved I was by your words that Mark read at the
Celebration of Life. Most people would have died within if they had had even
half of the burdens that have been laid at your door. Your strength and
courage and acceptance have not only made you a survivor, but you are
capable of helping to heal others. I think you were right in saying that you
have had many weeks to work on your own healing and the Celebration of
Life was a form of healing for the community. The violence done to you two
has definitely increased the sense of vulnerability that most women already felt
in our state. Of course, it could have been a man just as easily, or even a child.
As a father, I fear for my child from such senseless brutality.

What made the evening so profound for me was your comment: "When you
stumble, make it a part of your dance". I cry even now as I write those words.
Thank you for being such a moedel of courage and wisdom in the face of true
hardship and adversity. As my family and friends and I stumble through our
chosen paths, I will always think of those words to help me and give us
perspective.

Much love always -

B\

286 COLLEGE STREET = BURLINGTON « VERMONT 05401 = (802) 864-6805




THE FRIENDS OF ALISON & NANCY

P.0. Box 923
Burlington, VT 05402
March 21, 1990

Dear Friend of Alison & Nancy

The purpose of this letter is to thank you and the 300+ contributors who
were so generous in supporting the fund which was set up for Alison
Granucci and Nancy Watkin.

Uur Tund raising was insvitutad to heip defray the wedical expenscs znd
loss of income that Alison & Nancy will experience 3s a result of the
injuries they suffered from a shooting incident in downtown Burlington
last month. We are pleased to announce that we have reached our §$15,000
goal, and expect to actually exceed it by a few thousand dollars.

Both Alison & Nancy have been released from the hospital and are
recovering at home. Alison expects to return to work in approximately a
month, but Nancy's injuries may delay her re-entry to the workplace for
some time. She is still experiencing some difficulties with her vision
and hearing, but it is hopeful that those problems will subside over the
next few weeks.

All of us involved in this fund raising effort are overwhelmed by the
tremendous emoticnal and financial support that you have shown. For the
time being we have decided to suspend our fund raising efforts and hope
that they will not have to be started up again. However, that is somewhat
dependent upon how both women respond to treatment during their recoverv.
If and when it is necessary to ask for additional help, we are sure that
this wonderful community that we live in will be there.

Many thanks to vou and all of Alison's & Nancv's ‘friends', and please be
assured that either through the media or by direct letter to you we will
Yaeen vou informed as to how things are comingy with aliisgon £ Mangw.

Sincerely,

RICHARD T. FEELEY >
MARYANN FICOCTELLO "7,
MARK KOENIGSBERG

FRIENDS OF ALISON & NANCY

% P.0. BOX 923 PH. 658-6666
BURLINGTON, VT 05401
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henri de marne & associates, consultants

residential energy conservation, insulation & building systems
house condition inspections & appraisals

re 1 box 309 waitsfield, vt. 05673

(802) 496-3910
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If You Stumble, Make it Part of the Dance -
A massage therapist and her client

recover from a violent attack

Healing.

In a word, that’s what a good mas-
sage is all about. In the sanctuary of the
studio, practitioner and client come
together, with trust, to reinvigorate the
regenerative powers within. Soothing
recorded music and four walls insulate
this sacred space from the pressures and
uncertainties of the outside world.

Massage is like an improvisational
dance, during which the energy of the
client, the practitioner’s intuition and the
mood of the music braid together to
inspire the creative act of releasing the
client from pain, tension, anxiety, rage,
trauma or whatever else has brought
him /her to the session.

F It is different every time. Massage,
then, can be a place where the healing
and performing arts overlap.

Enter two dancers who are friends,
also massage therapist and client —
Alison Granucci and Nancy Watkin.
Alison studied dance with Nancy and
performed at the dance theater Nancy
managed. Nancy provided Alison with
her first massage space within the theater
building.

Alison shares a studio called The
Massage Center these days. She is also
one of the leading teachers of massage in
the area. She has her own method, Body
Systems Integration, which is adapted
from Bonnie Bainbridge Cohen’s move-
ment work.

Nancy now manages a real estate
brokerage firm, while staying active in
the performing arts. She is working with
a playwright on a dramatization of her
life. She is the mother of a little boy
named Alexander.

On Feb. 17, 1990, a drifter named
Keith Roland invaded the sacred space of
the studio and attacked Alison and
Nancy. Roland arrived in Burlington,
Vermont via Greyhound bus from San
Diego at about 3:30 p.m. In his wallet
were the business cards of several mas-
sage parlors from around the U.S.
Walking down a Burlington street, Keith
saw a business sign which read “The
Massage Center.” He went inside at
about 4 o’clock.

Alison Granucci (pronounced gra-
noosee) heard someone in the stairwell
near the end of the session with Nancy.
“That’s happened hundreds of times
since I'd worked there, but for some rea-
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son something about this one scared me.
I remember hearing the creaking of the
stairs and there was danger in the air. I
really felt something was not right.”

Alison had given Nancy gift certifi-
cates for massage following the sudden
and somewhat mysterious death of
Nancy’s husband, Ed Brousseau, in
September 1989. The massage which
Alison performed on Nancy starting at 3
p-m. on Saturday, Feb. 17, had been orig-
inally scheduled for that time, but had
been rescheduled several times before
they finally agreed to do it as first
planned. “Afterwards, it was funny that
we had tried to change it so many times.
It was like we were supposed to be

there,” Alison says now. She does not
usually work Saturdays.

She considered sharing her con-
cern with Nancy, but decided that “she
had enough on her mind already,” and
continued working for another 15 or 20
minutes, “hoping this person would go
away. He didn’t. I kept hearing the
creaking, like he was standing there just
rocking back and forth.”

A closet in the studio had a cur-
tained window to the hallway. After the-
session, “I told Nancy I had to get some-
thing from the closet and I went in and
looked behind the curtain....He was pret-
ty grungy and just swaying on the stairs

Continued on page 36>
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and I thought, ‘Looks like a homeless person and he looks kind
of weird, but he’s probably harmless enough.””

Walking out to The Massage Center’s lobby, Alison told
herself td “be brave, which was weird, because I'd been there
alone a lot and had never felt that before.”

Alison and Keith talked through a picture window next to
the door. She told him to go away, he refused, then she unwise-
ly opened the door to give him a business card. When she
turned her back for a moment, he drew a gun. Alison screamed
at him to leave and pushed at his much larger body, but when
he said he was ready to use the gun and wanted money, she led
him into the studio.

The memory of Nancy'’s face as they entered is still heart-
breaking to Alison. She tried to tell her with a facial expression,
“I had no choice.”

In contrast to Alison, Nancy was completely cooperative.
Keith, however, was starting to panic. He worried aloud about
his escape and ordered Alison and Nancy to lie on the floor with
hands behind their heads. For a moment it looked as if he
would try to escape in one of their cars, but suddenly he took a
foot pillow, placed it in front of the gun and fired into Nancy's
back.

Alison says that seeing Nancy's back arch and hearing her
scream made her realize they were being shot. She describes
what she did next only slowly, aware of skeptics: “I put a shield
of gold light around us.”

Nancy, meanwhile, was having a vision of her late hus-
band, Ed, sitting on her shoulder, blocking the bullets.

Of five shots Keith fired, three hit Nancy. One passed
through the back and out the chest, while two lodged in the
head. Alison was hit twice. One bullet grazed the left forefinger
which was on the back of the head, the other passed twice
through the parietal bone of the skull without hitting the brain.

After Keith left, Alison was conscious and Nancy was not.
It was only after feeling blood that Alison knew she had been hit.
“1 screamed, ‘Are you alive?’ at Nancy, but she was out.” Alison
ran downstairs, managed to open the door of the restaurant
below her studio with a numb right hand, and had a man there
call 911. Then she went back upstairs, lay down next to Nancy,
and waited for the rescue squad. She was still conscious when
they arrived, and gave a description which led to Keith Roland’s
arrest less than an hour later.

Burlington'’s arts and real estate communities rallied
around Alison and Nancy immediately. The Burlington Free
Press reported the crime and some followup stories under ban-
ner, front-page headlines with news and file photos. The paper
also featured appeals for the Friends of Alison and Nancy Fund,
which was formed to help pay their extraordinary expenses.
Through the newspaper drive, the volunteer efforts of many
people, and a benefit concert at Burlington’s Flynn Theatre, the
Friends of Alison and Nancy raised over $30,000. That's nearly a
dollar for every person in Burlington, Vermont's largest city.
The director of the Flynn, Philip Bither, said it was the first time
in his tenure that staff support and use of the theater were pro-
vided free. “They’re both such amazing people. We didn’t want
to take away anything that might help them,” Bither said.

Notwithstanding all the love and support (even then-Gov.
Madeline Kunin made a publicized visit to the hospital), recov-
ery was a long, painful process for both of them.

Now, however, on meeting Alison or Nancy, no one
would ever guess what they had been through. “I always
planned to live to 100, so I certainly wasn’t going to give it up at
33!"” Alison jokes.

Continued on page 38>
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Continued from page 36

Nancy’s recovery has far exceeded
doctors’ expectations. A portion of her
brain, “about the size of a lemon, looks
real fuzzy on the x-ray. It doesn’t look
good.” She recounts the prognosis
she was given for the level of brain
damage she suffered: “Memory loss,
vision problems, hearing'loss, coordi-
nation problems and personality dis-
orders, plus an inability to control my
bladder and — oh yeah! involuntary
vomiting. Also pseudo tumors,
which have all the symptoms of
tumors without anything actually
growing there.” In fact, she has had
only some vision problems and hear-
ing loss. “They can'’t figure it out.
They really can't,” she says about
both her recovery and the fact that the
two slugs in her brain stopped far
short of where the experts say they
should have gone.

Nancy attributes her relative
lack of permanent damage to Alison’s
massage. “I had just received about
an 80-minute massage. I was com-
pletely dressed (when Keith entered),
which I think was key. If I had been
nude, I would have been much more
uncomfortable...I was sitting in a
chair, feeling totally euphoric, with
my entire body feeling as relaxed as
it's ever going to get. So even though
he entered the room and there was
clearly some adrenaline rush, my the-
ory — and it’s only a theory — is that
I was muscularly so relaxed that the
bullets didn’t do more damage than
they did.”

Alison, like Nancy, has an
acrylic plate in her skull to cover for
bone loss. Alison’s only other physi-
cal reminder of the shooting is about
80 percent numbness in the last three
fingers of the right hand. “If I'm
working under someone and can’t see
those fingers, I don’t know where
they are,” she explains, “so I work
around that.”

Also with her, however, is fear.
“I wasn't afraid during the attack.

The fear — lots of it — came later, but
that’s getting better. Just last week, after
teaching a class at night, I sat in the office
thinking, ‘I'm here alone and I'm not
afraid!"”

“For the first three months, any-
thing I tried felt like too much,” she says
about healing techniques she used on
herself. “I slept most of the time. Then I
started strengthening my energy field
again.

“The attack was in February and I
guess it was in May that I was in a class
on energy work. I went out into my
energy field, and it was shattered. It felt
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like nothing at all that had been there
before was left. Some of the patterns
were ones | wanted to remake, but I just
felt I didn’t know how, so I broke down.
I wailed and screamed and cried for an
hour.

“Soon afterward I went to the
Omega Institute to do Zero Balancing,
which deals with the energy in the body.

FLYNM THEATER
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Reprinted with permission from poster designers
Anthony Sini and Michael Jager.

The second day there I felt my innermost
core release the energy I had been hold-
ing.” She smiles almost triumphantly as
she describes the power of what would
be inside after such an attack: “There
were torrents pouring out of my hands
and feet. I saw my core as a glass tube
which, once emptied, could be refilled. It
was a totally transformative week. Then
I started dancing again, which I didn‘t
think I’d be ready to do for a long time!”
Alison consciously tries to reach
and massage all of the body’s layers and
systems. Talking to Alison about the

body is a multi-media experience. She
speaks, gestures, demonstrates and gets
up and dances to convey her points.
“You have to feel each of these systems
in your own body. Once you can res-
onate on each of these levels, you can
have a dialogue with these same systems
in your client. I like the word specificity.
In my first class I differentiate the layers
of skin, fascia, muscle and bone. You
can get to all of the different layers
both by changing your pressure and
also by changing your intention, by
changing your mind.

“Then there are the systems.
The skeletal system is a place of clari-
ty and ease. Ligaments are very pre-
cise. Muscles are about effort, power,
dynamic qualities. Working with the
organs, people are less in tune with
them, so I try to move them in rela-
tion to the skeletal system, so people
can feel their relationship to their con-
tainer. The nervous system basically
organizes the rest of the body. One
thing I've really discovered in my
own body as a result of the shooting,
and which Bonnie teaches, is that
what is often considered muscular
tension can actually be nerve tension,
because the nerves control the mus-
cles.”

Bonnie Bainbridge Cohen, the
creator of Body-Mind Centering,
teaches movement-based work in
Ambherst, Massachusetts. Her own
work is now with brain-damaged
infants, helping them to initiate
movement through non-traditional
paths, when the “normal” one isn’t
operative. Alison credits Bonnie with
the inspiration for her massage tech-
nique, Body Systems Integration, and
with identifying how her own trauma
manifested itself.

“What I've come to feel is that
the nerve tissue held the trauma more
than any other. My posture changed
after the shooting, sort of a caved-in
look. I thought, ‘Oh, it's obvious, I'm
protecting myself.” But doing some
work with Bonnie, she said, “Your
nerves are in this position,” and as
soon as she put her hands on, I could
feel my arms just wanting to rotate,
which changed my posture. I eventu-
ally realized that they were twisting

in the direction they had been in when
they were behind my head, during the
shooting, and that the nerves had some-
how imprinted that trauma. So I started
working on unwinding from my hands,
through my arms, and that has brought
my spine and sternum back into align-
ment.

“So now I've started working on
that with other people, especially with
survivors of sexual or physical abuse.
It’s the nerves that are actually torqued
in some way and that dictate where the
muscles are going, rather than the mus-
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cles actually holding it.” Alison has
brought the work of the healer full circle.

Nancy's recovery has been differ-
ent, but no less remarkable. The attack
seems to have evoked an expansion of
her psychic abilities. A vision about
Sedona, Arizona led her out there recent-
ly to perform rituals of healing not only
for herself, but for the earth.

A professional psychic told her
that she, Alison, Keith and Ed were con-
tinuing a karmic drama which went back
through other lifetimes. When asked if
she now saw her husband’s death as
somehow necessary, Nancy replied,
“Absolutely,” because she needed him
there in spirit to protect her.

Alison is planning to write about
her experiences. Nancy is working with
Taylor Barton, a playwright affiliated
with the Manhattan Theatre Club, to
develop a play about her life. Roseanne
Cash is expected to contribute a song.
Alison and Nancy have resumed their
massages now, after the forced hiatus.

Last year, when Keith Roland was
sentenced to 35-80 years in prison, the
two friends were shown in a photograph
under a banner headline of the
Burlington Free Press for one last time.
This time, they were hugging.

Nancy quoted a teacher who used
to say, “If you stumble, turn it into part
of the dance.” Nancy and Alison have
both lived that proverb.

Alison Granucci with her husband, Harry
Grabenstein (Photo © 1991 D. Steinhardt)

S

David L. Steinhardt maintains a small
massage practice within the Quarry Hill
community in Rochester, Vermont. He is a
member of the National Writers Union.
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Rage and guns

STRAIGHT TO THE HEAD

A shooting survivor speaks on vage, detachment, and the power of the gun

by Alison S. Granucci

That weapon will veplace your tongue. You will learn to speak

through it. And your poetry will now be written in blood.

—Indian in Dead Man

It was more than three years since my friend Nancy
and I had been shot in the head during a robbery at :
my office in downtown Burlington, Vermont. After
three years, I was still struggling to comprehend the

violence that had been committed against us.

Not knowing why it would help, but feeling that it !
would, I decided to make a trip to the local firing
range and learn how to shoot a gun. I felt compelled
to do this by some force larger than my own reasoning,
for the thought of actually touching a gun repulsed

pois

me. Yet I knew myself well enough to

I was also hoping for some sort of resolution. A clo-
sure. What better way to put the shooting behind me
once and for all than to face the very instrument of
destruction that had been used against me? If I could
master my fear of the weapon used in the attempt
against my life, then I would truly and finally be healed.
Or so I thought.

My first of two visits to the firing range left me
stunned. Shooting a firearm shook up my insides. I felt a
pounding in my belly for several hours afterward,
accompanied by an urgency to write the experience
down in order to simply get it out of my body. I had
been nervous to go to the firing range, and incredulous
at my own audacity: What was I thinking, anyway? Once
there I still did not understand what I was doing with a
.22 in hand, aiming at a target and pulling the trigger.

I went with Corporal Robert

know I would not be able to get the =
idea out of my head until I followed
my mind’s impudent urging. I simply
wanted to understand the power of
the gun from the other side of the
barrel. I wondered: Could I grasp the
mystique of the gun? Could I under-
stand why so many people are attract-
ed—even addicted—to guns, and
fight so fervently for the righttoown = = . .
one? Could I confront my fear of and disdain for guns?
Could my fear be lessened?

And could I feel, while aiming at a paper target, what

it might be like to shoot at another person’s head?

My outlook on guns is biased because I am a survivor
of a shooting crime, an attempted homicide in which a
.38 snub-nosed pistol was the weapon of choice. The
perpetrator, Keith Roland stopped in Arizona on his way
east from San Diego specifically to buy a gun in a state !
with no gun-control laws. As I had been a vehement
opponent of guns my entire life, I had never even seena
real gun untl I found myself looking down the barrel of
the one Keith Roland, was pointing at my face; and even '
then I assumed it was not real. (Tke gun is so small. It

must be a toy, was my immediate thought.)

Yet I had to look at my negative attitude toward |
guns because—as odd as this may sound—I wanted to
be as free from any predisposition as humanly possible
when I got to the firing range. Even though I had
always favored nonviolence, I wanted to be open to
any and all reactions and emotions that surfaced in the
moment of shooting the gun. I did not want to assume

that I would hate it. I wanted to come fresh to the
experience and possibly be surprised. ’

Booher, the police officer who had
been the first person at the scene of
the crime, and who stood beside me,
smiling kindly through his big han-
dlebar mustache, in the emergency
room. We had recently had a two-
hour conversation over coffee and
muffins to tell each other our (very
different) responses to the day of the

- shooting. That conversation had
ended with Robert’s offer to teach me to shoot (he
thought I should learn for self-defense) and my saying
no. Before long the idea took hold, however, and I was
on the phone asking if he really meant it.

It was a crisp October day. Robert and I met at the
commuter lot between our towns; the short ride from
there to the range was not long enough to calm the
apprehension in my stomach. I spoke, simply so I would
not feel. At the range, Robert taught me firearm safety
and showed me the basic mechanics of how a gun works.
When I was ready to shoot he instructed me: “Stand with
your legs apart. Hold the gun in front at shoulder height,
elbows locked.” What a bizarre experience, to stand in
combat position, my gun at the ready...

I shot several guns. A .22 automatic, a .357 mag-
num revolver, and a .45 automatic. It was not until the
second visit that I shot a .38 and a .38 snub-nosed
gun, the kind Keith Roland used against Nancy and
me. In fact, I went back the second time specifically to
experience the weapon he had used. I wanted to sense
what Keith Roland had experienced as much as possi-
ble; then perhaps I could also, in some visceral way,
feel what he felt, and maybe even begin to comprehend
what went on inside his head when he fired the first
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bullet into Nancy’s back and the next four bullets into

our heads.

On this first visit I began with the .22 and stayed with

it until—and I could not believe this—I was quite enjoy-

ing myself! I found an unexpected satisfaction in the i
concentration required to aim at the target and shoot. I
was even good at it, and I took pride in my unexpected
abilities. Yes, I thought, I could understand why people
would want to shoot for recreation, and I almost let
myself think I would like to also. In an odd way, engag-
ing with this weapon became a practice in meditation, :
for it demanded such single-minded focus. To hit the :
target close to the bull’s-eye meant I had to be fully pre- :
sent and aware in each moment, maintaining a distlled
attention, the kind of attention I invoke in my massage :

practice. The irony of this did not escape me.

Then Robert pulled out a .357 and fired it. The loud-
er noise, the smell of gunpowder, the bigger recoil all :
upset me terribly. After I fired one shot I screamed and

nearly threw the gun down, as if it had stung my hand. I

persevered through a few more shots, then I was done,
disappointed that I did not have the fortitude to stay with
the larger caliber pistols. When a little flame came out of

the barrel I lost my nerve altogether. But by the time I
got home I knew I would go back and try them again.

There was still something I had to face in the shooting of
a gun—and in myself—and I was determined to know
what that something was. For the time being, though, I :

had to respect the fact that my body and mind had quit.
After the last few rounds my hand vibrated for a long
tume. And my heart ached. I was overwhelmed by the
power of these weapons and by the fact that, as Robert so
bluntly put it, “They are designed to kill people.”

Later that evening I wrorte:

I am sure this experience today made an energetic
change in my body and psyche. It will take time for that to
sort itself out and make itself known. There is a post-perfor-
mance letdown settling in now that is making me want to
cry. But the tears are not near the surface. They are deep in
my belly. They are buried behind a wall of protection and
they are nameless. Are they tears for me or tears for the state
of the world? It is a grief that comes with wounding and I
do not believe it matters to these tears who they cry for.

Robert says he hopes I find what I'm searching for,
because I seem to be searching for something. What am I
searching for, I wonder? It seemed clear until he asked. T
would have to say it is still about resolution and healing,
but what beyond that? Am I looking for a universal expe-
rience, or one so completely personal that only I can hold
and understand it? This is part of my learning. It is part
of my autobiography, my spivitual practice. I long for
understanding; that is my nature. I no longer mind
searching for it in places I am afraid to look.

1t is seven hours later. My arms and hands arve still
vibrating. The gunshots reverberate in my chest.

Slowly, my other responses began to sift out. I was
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most struck by the feeling of detachment that shooting a

gun sent through my entire system. I had put myself on
the aggressor’s side of the barrel and experienced first-
hand the disconnection the gun allows the one who
shoots it. While holding the gun I felt I could say to
anyone, “I am over here, I am the one with the power.
You are over there. There is no connection between us.
I can shoot this gun and not be involved.” Robert sug-
gested that if all guns were taken away and people had to
fight with their bodies again, using hand-held weapons
such as knives, the number of murders would drop dra-
matically. After experiencing the emotional distance
allowed—or required—by the gun, I believe he is right.

If the gun could speak, I am sure it would go further
and say, “I am also not connected to you, the one who

holds me.” I felt so clearly that the shooter must disen-
gage from himself or herself as well as from whatever he
or she is shooting at—a target, a deer, or a human head.
It was suddenly obvious to me why, in a time of such
acute cultural separation and divorce from a spiritual
base, from a perspective that would understand the con-
nection of all humanity—no, all life,
the gun would be the weapon most
prevalent and most sought after: the
gun can only reinforce detachment
from spirit. The gun then becomes
the ultimate weapon of separation.
Through learning to shoot I
have come to feel how severe the
fracturing of self from spirit truly is
in this society. We fracture every
time we give someone or something
outside of ourselves more of our-
selves than we keep. In a fracrured
environment the gun as the instru-

ment of detachment becomes the false hope for

reclaimed power. Give a gun to a lost and angry ado-
lescent and the sense of power it gives him is over-
whelmingly seductive. My friend Shawn, who worked

with inner city gangs, saw this repeatedly in the way

these teenagers would come to life even when they just
talked about their guns. “The seduction was obvious in

their faces as they recounted how their victims would

deflate in the presence of their gun,” Shawn told me.
The gun holds a counterfeit power, however, one we
cling to in an increasingly violent world; mistaking it
for true power, we use it thinking it to be the only sane
or practical means of protection.

The gun also becomes the carrier of a deep cry for

help from those so far removed from the power of
soulful living that they turn instead to this idol of :

power, thinking it will give them what they lack. There
is a strange irony when I consider that those who feel
this existential hole inside use the gun to blast a literal
hole in someone else.

I believe this is uncannily true in the case of Keith

Alison Granucci on the firing range

Roland. Once enough years had passed and I was over
the most acute anguish of having been shot, the cry I
camé-te hear in his violent action was, “I am so
detached, I do not exist. I am in such pain I must sepa-
rate myself from all life, my own included.”

I have no desire to absolve Keith Roland of his mon-
strous deed; I hold him fully accountable for his radical
violation against Nancy and me. The intention to extin-
guish the life spark in another—whether or not the
intention is fulfilled—is the greatest sacrilege. And yet,
from the part of me that holds human compassion, I
also see this shooting as the way he exposed his plea for
recognition. It is through the gun that he voiced his
plea; I can never say this for sure but I now sense that his
act of trying to destroy our lives was a first desperate step
toward trying to find his own.

I do not believe Keith Roland has ever acknowl-
edged his own inner torment—certainly not before he
shot us, and from what I hear from his prison case-
workers, not much since then, either. I do not know if
he has ever felt remorse for shooting us, but if he does
not feel connected to his own
life, he will most likely not feel
connected to his actions, even
one that exploded from him in
the ultimate violence.

These realizations caused me
to wonder what underlies such
detachment, and how it can go
unchecked for so long. I began
to study myself, to pay attention
to the times I felt detached from
my own heart, my own inner life,
my own sense of belonging to
community. I watched a relation-
ship emerge between fear, grief, shame, and rage, in
which detachment is the end of the line—a kind of
emotional domino effect.

For myself and for those who live relatively stable lives,
detachment can manifest as depression, anxiety, or simply
a feeling that something is not quite right. It can also
translate as a general antagonism toward the world, one
in which we become bitter, feel like a victim, and blame
others for our misfortunes and miseries. But in some peo-
ple this rage and blame is directed inward, toward the
self. This leads to a life so out of control there seems to
be no way out of the internal chaos it causes. Then the
rage escalates further, traveling beyond the bounds of
safe containment, motivating violent actions such as
Keith Roland’s and those of countless thousands of oth-
ers like him. James Gilligan, in his book Vielence: Our
Deadly Epidemic, gives his definition of violence as “an
intolerable condition of human shame and rage, a blind-
ing rage that speaks through the body.” He speaks of the
hundreds of violent inmates he has worked with through
the years: “I have seen it many times—men who have
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brought the roof down on their own heads as the only
means of expressing their boundless rage, when the
whole world appeared to them as their enemy.”

Could I feel this unbounded rage in myself?, I won-
dered. Could I feel such uncontained hostility that I
could imagine it bursting out of me in a brutal act
against another? I did not know, but I thought I
would try. Then, I thought, perhaps I could under-
stand what went on inside Keith Roland’s head. Then,
perhaps, I could understand the unbearable pain, con-
fusion, and fury he must have felt to make Nancy and
me the outer objects of his inner turmoil. It was in
search of my own undiscovered rage that I went back
to the firing range a second time.

ek k ok dok ok ok hok

It was a month later, a sunny but frigid morning in
November, and I was scared. Did I really want to do
this again? Robert had brought the .38 pistols, and just
seeing them put me into a state of remembered panic.
How could I dare touch them? But as I did on the day
I was shot, I breathed through the fear and rose to
meet the challenge, relying on some inner strength—or
foolhardiness—that seems held in reserve exclusively
for moments like this.

I returned to the firing range with great resolve and
even greater doubt. After having felt the detachment
that a gun allows the shooter, I wondered if I could
map that separation in my body and find how it related
to my own rage and grief. I also wondered if I could
shoot the gun while staying connected to my body, my
emotions, and my spirit, like the samurai who practices
violence with detachment as a form of spiritual purity.

Again, Robert started me with the .22 for a warm-
up. We moved quickly to the larger caliber guns, as I
was anxious to do what I had come to do. I dredged
up courage from somewhere to begin each shot, cut-
ting through the wave of grief I felt from just holding
the pistol. Then I felt my body shut down in slow
motion as I fired. My breath stopped, my chest and
belly tightened, and my back went rigid. I pulled the
trigger so slowly that sometimes I would lose the
strength in my finger and have to start over. Tension
took over my face, squeezing my eyes and mouth. As
the bullet exploded out of the gun, my eyes shut tight
and some expletive exploded out of me as the recoil
traveled down my arm and jolted my shoulder.
Opening my eyes again, I released my breath in one
tremendous sigh. I wondered, How could anyone get
used to this? Why would they want to?

These larger guns, as it turned out, were not so
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daunting as the first time I tried them. Still, to meet
them required my full attention, every ounce of con-
centration I had. It exhausted me. Shooting a .45 was
not meditative in the way shooting the .22 had been.
Physically, it was a tough contest as to who was
stronger. After an hour I could hardly hold my arms up
in front of me, even empty-handed. When I went
home it was with a painful spasm in my left shoulder,
and a bruised right thumb, tender to the touch, that
persisted well into the next week.

At the second meeting, Robert also brought a target :

that outlined a human head and torso. In the center
was a large Q, more or less where the heart would be. I
found this target disturbing, but I did not say so. “Aim

at the Q,” Robert instructed me. I wanted to aim at

the head, but I kept that to myself. I did as I was told.
I aimed at the Q, the heart of the matter, and fired.
Again, my aim was good, and I found that satisfying.
I liked shooting with precision. After several shots, how-
ever, one bullet hit the outlined head. On the left, close
to the spot where I had been shot. I stopped abruptly. I
had to catch my breath. I had to keep looking at it, feel-
ing it, remembering it, quietly wondering to myself,

Did I just shoot someone in the head? How did that

happen? A very sad and sobering feeling swept through
me. Robert called me out of my reverie. “That one was
in the head. Lower your sights. Look at the Q over the

top of the gun.” He thought I had done something

wrong! There was no way to explain to him how right it
had been. That one shot ripped through my entire
body. My head resonated with this paper head.

What must Keith Roland have felt when he shot me in
the head? Search as I might, I could find no answer to
this question. But fearing he felt nothing sparked my :

anger. Good! Now I could let my rage surface. Now I
could use the gun and match the force it was designed
for. Now I could see how the power of the gun match-

es the power of rage, and how man has cleverly found a

way to harness that out-of-control feeling in this super-
concentrated form.

I wondered now: If I experienced remorse over :

shooting the outline of a paper head, how could Keith
Roland shoot the real thing and walk away?

My blood boiled at the thought of Keith Roland. I
envisioned him as the target and pulled the trigger.

Shot in the heart! And again! And again! Then I let

loose—shooting several bullets in a row with no hesita-

tion. Bam! Bam! Bam! I met the intensity instead of :

fighting it. The surge of power was exbilarating. 1 was

almost high from it! Again, the gun felt powerful and 7

felt powerful. Oh ves, this coxld be fun. Robert smiled
like a proud father and said, “Looks like you’re getting
pretty comfortable with that.” But with each additional
shot I felt progressively less invigorated by my anger.
Personalizing it only defeated me. Instead of my rage
prevailing, I was again overcome by a deep grief.

At first I thought I had failed in my mission because
I could not sustain my own fury and direct it against
another person; it took me a long time to see that, in
fact, I had accomplished my goal. I went to the firing
range. I stood strong in my fear. I picked up and shot
the .357, the .45, the .38. I let myself detach, I felt my
anger, and I became the wounder. Then I came back. I
rejoined my center. From there my grief at the state of
the world spilled forth, but in that grief also came a
glimmer of awareness that the world’s unrestrained
rage is merely an attenuation of the soul’s vital force.
And I saw that we have the ability—every one of us—to
extend ourselves in alliance with that vitality.

The evening after my second visit to the firing
range, I wrote these words:

I have so much energy since shooting the guns today. A
huge force is welling up inside my belly. I’ve tapped into
something that is bigger than me—dave I call it the energy
of creation? It is cevtainly the energy of desive and the moti-
vation to go forward, as I moved headlong into my new life.

I am vibrating this time with some knowledge of the
nature of duality. I allowed wmyself to experience both
extremes—the force of creation and the icon of destruc-
tion—so I now find the power of myself as I stand in the
middle, newly strong, aware of my rvelationship to both sides.

My desire to learn to shoot was based on my need to
return myself into the world as ¢z is with all its imperfec-
tions, contradictions, and flaws. I had to finally see the
violence a large part of the population lives with on a
daily basis. I have always experienced the spiritual aspect
of life easily—almost greedily—for I thoughrt it meant I
did not have to partake in the mundane, sometimes
horrific way in which much of the world lives. Now 1
used the gun to stabilize my effervescent spirit and put
it back into the context of the physical world—the
world that I live in, the one that houses weapons and
murderers, hatred and bitterness, as well as saints and
sweet love and the simple pleasures of being alive.

I will never own a gun or use one for self-defense,
but I am grateful for what guns have taught me. They
have helped me to live more fully, for they have given
me a more accurate perception of both sides of human
nature. I now know the dance between light and shad-
ow. I have been to the edge and back. And I am glad I
know the edge—not because it is a place to like; it
isn’t—but because it anchors me in my humanity and
helps keep me alive.

I never thought I would be grateful to guns, especially
since I was almost murdered by one, and I am still as
opposed to them as ever. Yet I am left with this gratitude.
And what do I do with it? As hard as it is, I accept it; and
I quietly remind myself that I asked to be surprised. %

A massage therapist, writer, dancer, and mandala artist,
Alison Granucci’s spiritual practice is rooted in the creative
process. She works at the Omega Institute for Holistic Studies in
Rhbinebeck, NY, and lives part time in northern Vermont,
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Responding to Violence

Shot into Life

ALISON GRANUCCI

It was the first step to liberation, that
bullet, though I wouldn't have said so at
the time.

—Dick Francis (1965, 1)

was shot in the head, execution

style, during an armed robbery

and attempted homicide in 1990.

My good fortune is that I lived,

suffering no lasting physical dam-
age. The injuries sustained, however,
went much deeper than the bullets,
causing a crisis of spiritual faith. I was
forced to reevaluate my comfortable,
naive notion that nothing violent would
ever happen to me because I live in Ver-
mont, considered one of the safest states
in the country; because I am a white,
attractive, financially secure woman,
well known in my community; and—
my gravest misconception—because |
considered myself too “spiritually
evolved” to be put to such a morbid test.
To heal from the shooting, I have had to
recommit to my innate faith in human-
kind. I have had to broaden my under-
standing of the world to include the
notion that violence such as I lived
through could have a larger meaning,
could be given a spiritual framework,
without condoning the act or the person
who committed it. The story I tell
here—my story—is a story of the soul,
a story that chronicles both the power of

the wound, and the prayerful calling
forth of a new life.

The crime I lived through is one that
millions in this country live in fear of
and go to great lengths to protect them-
selves from. According to 1993 reports,
an average of over three thousand peo-
ple a day suffer some form of violent
assault, nearly one thousand of those
involving guns. In addition to my expe-
rience, two other especially vicious
crimes have been experienced in the last
six years in my own extended family.
My uncle, a prominent lawyer in Char-
lotte, North Carolina, had his skull
cracked open with an iron pipe by three
inner-city teenagers as he walked to a
restaurant for dinner; they stole his
watch. And my cousin’s wife, a visiting
nurse in New Jersey, was murdered in a
patient’s home by the fifty-four-year-
old son who felt threatened by her inter-
vention. He shot his parents first, then
Marcia, then himself.

The ramifications affecting family
and community members from shoot-
ings and other brutal crimes exceed
one’s imagination. Here in Burlington,
Vermont, I have been called upon many
times to talk and share my writing with
family members who have had relatives
shot, stabbed, or raped in different parts
of the country. In each of these situa-
tions I have seen how shock and post-
traumatic _symptoms affect the larger

community as well as the individual.
These reverberations erode the integrity
of the social fabric as fear overrides
one’s ordinary sense of security.

The Shooting

It is 17 February 1990. On this sharp
and clear winter afternoon, 1 am giving
a massage as a gift to my dear friend
Nancy Watkin, who is grieving the
recent death of her husband. While I am
working on Nancy, Keith Roland arrives
in Burlington, by bus, from San Diego.
Within fifteen minutes of stepping off
the bus he finds his way to my office—
presumably he is in search of the home-
less shelter. Seeing the sign to my busi-
ness at street level, he walks up the
stairs and stands in the stairwell outside
the locked door to the lobby of my
office. He stands there waiting while I
massage Nancy, my hands gently easing
tension and tears from her body. Rock-
ing back and forth so that the stairs
creak, he stands there. Waiting.

I t is March 1993. In a beautiful eight-
sided building in central Vermont,
and as part of a professional training, I
am beginning my first and only session
of therapeutic breathwork. With two
helpers next to me, I focus my concen-
tration, slow my mind, and hold the
intention for healing. I purposely do not
specify a desire to heal from any one
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thing in particular, believing instead that
what needs to occur will come forth on
its own. Trying to clear my thoughts, I
begin to breathe. Deeply. Inhale. . .
exhale. . . inhale. . . exhale. . . fully,
without rest. Within moments I begin to
gag. I feel nauseous, about to throw up,
my stomach tightening. I am catapulted
back through time, to February 1990.

Images come to me all at once: I am
in the Massage Center. I am massaging
Nancy. It is 17 February 1990. There is
a strange man in the hallway; I can feel
his energy. It scares me. It is unstable.
Bad. Dangerous. I feel danger in the air
and I don’t know what to do. 1 try to
assess it. I look at him through a closet
window. He is standing in the stairwell.
He is rocking back and forth, back and
forth. The stairs creak. It is the creak-
ing of the stairs that scares me. There is
something ominous in the way they
creak. They have never creaked like
this before.

I look at him. He is big. Dishevelled.
Dirty. Homeless, I think. Just looks bad.
Probably harmless. I'll go out there.
Fear, go away! Be brave, I tell myself.
Be brave. Ignore the fear. You’re making
it all up, Alison. There’s nothing to
worry about. It’s just the scary movie
you saw last night. Anyway, the door is
locked. Go into the lobby and be brave.
Okay. I breathe. I'm brave.

I go out to confront him, “Go away,”
I tell him through the picture window.
“Go away. We're closed.” He says he
wants an appointment. Can I schedule
an appointment? I say, *“Come back
Monday.” He won’t go away. He stays.
“Go away.” I say again. “We're closed.”
He doesn’t go away. He says he doesn’t
have a phone. He can’t call. He stands
there. He looks hopeless. I don’t want to
talk to him. What will make him go
away? He just keeps standing there. “Go
away.” I say. He keeps giving me excus-
es. I keep talking to him. I think I'1l give
him my business card—then he’ll go
away. I unlock the door.

I UNLOCK THE DOOR! I cannot
believe it, but 1 unlock the door. (I feel
now in 1993 the judgment that I placed
upon myself by taking this action.) I
think I am an idiot and I unlock the door
anyway. What else could I do? I didn’t
dare leave him standing there while I
went away. I'm unlocking the door and
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I cannot believe it. I open the door. It
opens out into the stairwell and he steps
between the door and the door frame.
He is still in the hallway and I have
opened the door. There is no barrier. [
have invited him into my space by open-
ing the door. I know it is wrong even as
I do it. But I do not let myself feel that
knowledge. I give him a card. I do not
take my eyes off him. He is sleazy. He is
fat. He is shaking scared. I do not take
my eyes off him until he asks me to
write down his name. He wants to give
me his name. I look away. This is my
mistake. I look away. For an instant, one
instant. When I look back he is holding
a gun. He is pointing it at me. Oh, shit!
A hot flash rushes through my body.
This can’t be happening. This is not
happening. That can’t really be a gun.
No one would really point a gun at me.
ME? No way.

The gun is so small. It must be a toy.
This is a joke. My body is hot from fear
as I try to make sense of this scenario.
Adrenaline floods my system. The fear
passes. My brain works furiously to find
reality. And to find a way out. But it is
not real. How could this be real? I have
nothing to learn by going through this.
My brain overloads—it needs meaning.
It can find no meaning. I need meaning.
I do not ask, Why me? But instead, Why
this? Why must T go through this? All in
an instant. Less than an instant: a flash.
All systems on alert. I think—I actually
think a thought—I think about stories I
have heard of women who survive these
situations by getting angry. I get angry.
I WILL NOT LET THIS HAPPEN TO
ME! He waves the gun at me. The toy
gun. He tells me to get back. I yell at
him: “NO! I will not get back. YOU
GET OUT OF HERE!” I push him as
hard as I can, my 95 pounds against his
220. He is a rock. How did the door get
behind him? I push him again, my
whole body against his. “GET OUT OF
HERE!” Suddenly, my brain finds real-
ity. But it’s not the reality I want. The
gun becomes real. Yes, this is a gun. Ali-
son, this man has a gun. It could hurt
you. Oh my God, why is this happen-
ing? What is the lesson here? Still, 1
search for meaning. It is the only way I
can even think there is sense to this sit-
uation. It is the only way to keep from
leaving my.body completely.

I am still breathing, in 1993, in present
time. I am being held by two women
helpers, and now I find the words: “Go
away. Go away. Go away. I don’t want
to go through this one. Anything but
this.” I whimper. “Please, 1 don’t want
to do this one. Really, I don’t” I feel
defeated, beaten. I have lost control.

h, but I'm strong, and I meet the
O challenge. T will not let him win.
He tells me he wants money. He is not
afraid to use the gun. Do what he wants.
He is just out of prison, he says. Later 1
find out this is a lie, but it works now.
He is not afraid to use the gun, he says,
but I do not believe he will use it. I hear
him say it and it’s not even that I don’t
believe him, I just don’t believe it is
possible. It never enters my mind. There
is no possible way that he would shoot
the gun. It is not even a thought. I can-
not conceive of it. I do not consider it
because my brain has no concept for
that possibility. It is beyond me. There is
no way I could ever get shot.

I’'m in my massage room now. He has
followed me in with the gun. Nancy is
dressed by now, sitting on a chair,
putting on her shoes. Oh, Nancy, I'm
sorry! I'm sorry, I'm sorry. I'm sorry, 1
say with my eyes. I did what I could. I
tried to get rid of him. I tried to get him
out. He wouldn’t go. I tried to stop this.
Her face is frozen in my mind. She
stares in disbelief. I'm sorry, I say again
with my eyes. Nancy cooperates imme-
diately. “What do you want?” she asks.
“We’ll give you anything you want.”
She turns her purse over so it empties on
the floor. I think maybe I should have
been nice to him. Maybe Nancy has the
right approach. I'll be nice now. I'll
cooperate. I'll do whatever he wants.
I’'m at the closet to get my purse. “No!”
he yells at me. “Lie on the floor and put
your hands behind your head.” He is
still shaking. Even worse. “You,” he
says to Nancy, “get her wallet.” I'm on
the floor. My face is in the rug. My
hands are behind my head. I cannot
believe I am in this position on the floor
of my massage room. my sacred space,
on the floor on my belly with my hands
behind my head with this man behind
me with a gun. This position is not
good. There is no control here. I have
lost control.

All I can think of is to keep my energy
flowing. That is all I can do and I do it
consciously, fully, forcefully. Nancy is
busy, helping him. I’m staring into the
carpet. Breathing. Searching frantically
for meaning. What is this event about?
Why have I brought this to myself? I
don’t ask this in self-blame, just in the
search for context and understanding.
Nancy gives me my wallet and I give him
seventy dollars. Now Nancy is on the
floor next to me. On my right. Her hands
are behind her head. I look at her with
my peripheral vision. I can’t take it all in.
I can’t look at her on the floor like that.
I'm disengaging. I close my eyes. [ don’t
want to see this anymore. I tell him we’ll
cooperate. “Just leave and we won’t call
the police,” I promise. “Just go. Just
leave us alone. We won’t tell a soul.” I
think he laughs. “Do we have any rope,”
he asks. “No.” “Any tape?” “No.” “I have
to figure out how to get out of this town,”
he says. “Where are your cars? Your
keys?” Yes! I think. Take my keys, take
my car. Steal my car, I could care less.
“Take my car and get out of here. Just
leave us alone.” Suddenly, 1 realize he
could rape us now. We’re lying on the
floor on our bellies and he has a gun and
he could rape us. Banish that thought!, 1
command my mind. That thought brings
the fear in. I cannot lie here and be afraid.
Fear makes it worse. What can I do then?
I can shield us with golden light. That’s
what I can do. From my training in body
work, I know how to do that. T expand
my energy field to create a dome, a shield
around Nancy and me. 1 increase the
vibration until it is at the frequency of
gold. This is working. This is putting me
back in charge. 1 find some control. I can
help. I can do something.

The room is suddenly unbearably
quiet. Oh my God—what was that noise?
Does he have a ruler? Did he just hit the
table with a ruler? Is he going to beat us
now? No, he’s just trying to scare us. He
scared Nancy. She screamed. I opened
my eyes at the sound of her scream and
saw her arch her back. Another noise.
No, stupid, that’s not a ruler! He’s shoot-
ing blanks at us to scare us. It’s just a big
cap gun. He's just trying to scare us.
Another noise. These are so loud! This is
the loudest noise I've ever heard. Oh
God, he’s shooting at us! He is fucking
shooting at us! He is shooting us! 1 can’t

believe it. My mind can’t absorb this at
all. This man is standing behind us and
shooting at us. Shooting real bullets. HE
IS TRYING TO KILL US!

I hear four noises that I can remem-
ber. Later I find out it was five. I only
understand what is happening at the
third noise. The third shot. The third
bullet. These noises are gunshots. Gun-
shots. Gunshots! This is totally unbe-
lievable to me. My mind is racing. Fast.
Looking for something, anything, to
hold on to. I think: I know I'm going to
live to be at least one hundred so I know

Can you hear me? NANCY!! Are you
alive? NANCY??’ She does not
answer. I cannot tell if she is alive or
dead, but I do not think she is dead. I
realize now that I am sitting up, bleed-
ing from my head, and could probably
pass out. I stand up to get help. It does-
n’t occur to me to use the phone in the
lobby. I need to see a person. 1 need to
have a person see me. Go downstairs to
the Five Spice Cafe, I think.

I go to the door. My arm is numb. I
can’t feel the doorknob. I can’t make my
hand work. I can’t open the door. My

escending into the void was—and is—all-

consuming, for it wreaks havoc with any
assumptions we may have of the innate coherence
of the world and our place of belonging in it.

I'm not going to die now. . . . Suddenly,
instantly, the room is silent. Absolutely
silent. I have never experienced such
silence. He is gone. 1 know that even
though I don’t hear him leave. I hear no
footsteps, no door opening or closing,
no creaking stairs. I hear silence and 1
know he is gone. [ open my eyes. I can
see the desk in the lobby so I know I am
not dead. I wiggle my fingers and toes
so I know I am not paralyzed. My left
hand is suddenly hot. Burning hot. 1
look at it. It is covered with blood. Oh
my God, I've been shot! For the first
time, I realize I've been shot. I never felt
getting hit. I never felt a thing. He left
because he thinks we are both dead! I
have been shot. In the head! I HAVE
BEEN SHOT IN THE HEAD! I am
bleeding all over the rug, all over my
hand, all from my head. I never knew
blood was so hot. It is steaming hot.
And it is incredibly red. Brilliant, scar-
let red. Hot, red blood is streaming out
of my head.

How is Nancy? The room is too
quiet. I sit up (I can move okay) and I
see a hole through Nancy’s back. Right
in the middle. Oh God! That could be
through her spinal cord. It could have
gone right through her heart. “Nancy!?

hand slides off each time. I can’t hold
on. My mind takes over. It makes the
muscles remember what to do even
though they can’t feel anything. Mirac-
ulously the door opens and 1 run down-
stairs, my left hand over the bloody
wound. Into the Five Spice. I see Gin-
ger, the owner. “Call an ambulance,” I
say. “We've been shot”” “Who?7" she
asks, incredulously. *Me and my
client.” I turn upstairs and lie down next
to Nancy and put my hands back behind
my head. 1 do this to keep myself con-
tained. To keep myself together. To keep
myself connected to her.

his scenario plays through my

head as I continue to inhale,
exhale, inhale, now, in March 1993.
Only this time it plays with emotion.
With emotions | have never felt. Not
then and not anytime in between. Now
I allow myself the terror. Big terror. 1
am totally terrified as I realize we're
being shot at. As I breathe now I find
myself on my belly with my hands
behind my head, in the very same posi-
tion as | was that day. I cannot hold it in
anymore. [ never screamed then and I
must scream now. I scream as loud as [
can. Louder than Nancy did. She
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screamed then and I never did. Now 1
scream. Again and again. And I tell him
to leave. “DON'T DO THIS TO US.
Don’t shoot us. I don’t want to be shot.
Get out of here! GET THE FUCK OUT
OF HERE!” I can scream this at him
now. Over and over again. “Get out of
here! Get away from us! Leave us
alone. LEAVE US ALONE!”

S uddenly the room is filled with res-
cue workers and police. FILLED.
How did that happen? Just a second ago
I told the bartender, who followed me
upstairs, to call my husband. I tell him
my phone number and dictate a mes-
sage. My mind is functioning and
hyperalert, my perceptions extremely
acute, and now the room is filled with
people. They are asking me questions.
What happened? Can 1 give them a
description? How am I? They are cut-
ting my hair. Ripping my clothes. They
are cutting my hair! I want to tell them
to stop but I don’t. How could I be vain
at a moment like this? I am hyperalert,
hypersensitive, hyperperceptive. I am
completely in shock.

ow, in 1993, in present time, I cry.

I cry and sob and scream. 1 whim-
per and babble. I am so tired. I am tired
from holding this for so long. I cry in
relief and defeat. I cry in terror and fear.
I cry in exhaustion and sadness. I cry for
having gone through this and for surviv-
ing. My tears cover it all. 1 cry for my
rage and I cry for myself. Through my
tears, my emotions, and my breath I
begin to find resolution. I begin to find
integration. I begin to find a place for
this in the story of my life.

From Grief to Meaning

It took about two years after 1 was
shot for me to even begin to feel safe in
the world—or in my body—again. Dur-
ing those many long months I wrestled
with fear and nightmares, was despon-
dent with isolation, and lived in a state
of hypervigilance and frozen shock, all
typical symptoms of post-traumatic
stress disorder (PTSD). I was often
beaten down with grief and terror and
the panic of the void. Annihilation was
the word that haunted me. My grief
came before my rage, and it started
almost as soon as I woke from the
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surgery where they washed bullet frag-
ments from the inside of my skull.
(Although the bullet pierced my skull, it
did not enter my brain.) I remember it
like this:

It is three o’clock in the morning. I
am alone in my hospital room and a
deep upwelling of terror overtakes me. I
am alone and I am uncertain of every-
thing. I don’t understand how a strange
man could have wanted to, could have
tried to, kill me. Not even knowing how
to begin to understand, I cry. That, at
least, lets me do something. Why would
someone want to kill me? This question
runs through my mind, a silent, cease-
less mantra. I chant it to myself relent-
lessly as I lie awake, disbelieving my
fate. Through the tears I slowly begin to
realize that surrendering to my sorrow
helps release some of my panic. My
breath ends in a groan. The tears stream,
untended, down my face.

There is no longer anything to sup-
port me—no other person, no inner
resource, no energetic frame. This is my
biggest fear. It is as though my entire
energetic field was shattered. along with
my skull, by the violence of the explod-
ing bullet. Without this energetic scaf-
fold, my physical body collapses in on
itself. I curl up into a ball. It seems
impossible to reach out, and even if I
could, at three a.m. there is no one near
to touch. Curled tight, 1 wail at the
injustice that has been done. I gulp air as
if trying to speak in a language not
known even to myself.

The pain is unfathomable. 1 am
falling . . . falling . . . falling. . . I am
falling and there is no ground beneath
me, no net to catch me, no arms to hold
me. [ am a lone star in an empty sky; I
cry for connection, only to feel even
more alone. I do not know how to go on
from here. 1 wonder if it is possible to
cry forever. Then, perhaps, I won’t have
to move: not now, not in a few minutes,
not ever again.

Eventually, one thing enters the dark
of my consciousness. When the tears
wane and | can open my eyes again, I
see flowers, a room full of flowers. A
room so full of flowers the collective
scent wafts through the long hallway
and beyond the exit doors. Something
calls me to unfurl my body. Now I am
standing, walking. I start to count the

bouquets, each one becoming a measure
of connection to the world I used to
know: thirty, forty, fifty . . . ninety bou-
quets in all, Awareness breaks through
as 1 methodically count: each blossom
becomes the tangible evidence of a per-
son’s hope and concern for me. These
roses from my old roommate, Tina—
our first contact since a bad falling out
many years ago. This orange bouquet by
my bed from Governor Kunin, who vis-
ited me personally, even after I insisted
that no TV cameras come with her.
(*“This is not a media event,” I told her.)
These daisies with a little tennis racquet
made of pipe cleaners from my tennis
group. Single flowers and lavish bou-
quets from friends, clients, family, and
people 1 have never met. Melanie,
knowing me too well. sends chocolates
with hers, which I hoard, even though I
will have no appetite for them for
months. Suddenly I feel the net that can
catch me, the web that can hold me; that
net is love and the prayers of others.

I recall some friends saying earlier in
the day that they wished people would
not send flowers but would send dona-
tions to our recovery fund instead. At
the time [ agreed, but now 1 think no, no
. .. these flowers are the visible support
of my community, and they are guiding
me through this abyss of aloneness and
annihilation. For tonight anyway. For
tonight. . . . Tomorrow night I will
undoubtedly fall again. . . .

F alling and rebounding, falling and
rebounding: This is how I lived my
life for more than a year, close to two.
Over time the peaks and valleys of tum-
bling into my terror and climbing back
out again spread out far enough that the
vacillations were less frequent, though
they were no less potent when they
occurred. Descending into the void
was—and is—all-consuming, for it
wreaks havoc with any assumptions we
may have of the innate coherence of the
world and our place of belonging in it.
As the years have passed, more than
seven now, the situations that can cata-
pult me back into fright and trepidation
are not necessarily directly related to the
shooting, but my response can always
be traced back to the trauma lingering in
my system as a result of the attack. To
this day, any situation that triggers my

fear of annihilation. even a perceived
attack on my character from a good
friend, will set me back into the heart-
pounding and emotionally disorganiz-
ing symptoms of PTSD.

The first, and most disturbingly pro-
found, confrontation I had with this
inner fear of annihilation, separate from
yet intimately connected to the shooting
and the very real near-annihilation it
caused, was when my marriage began to
fall apart. My husband had been an
absolute godsend through the early days
of recovery. His emotional support gave
me the place of nurture and comfort that
I needed to rest in, and his practical help,
whether calling insurance companies or
making me vanilla amaretto pudding
every day from scratch, seemed limit-
less. Then after a year and a half of my
post-traumatic, emotional falling and
rebounding, an abrupt and unexpected
change happened. 1 fell in love with
another man. [ tried to stop it. I tried to
keep my feelings at bay, but eventually I
lost my resolve. I slipped, somehow
seamlessly, into an affair. The disintegra-
tion of my marriage from there was slow
and painful. So slow at first I refused to
see it, and amazingly, I insisted nothing
was at all wrong between us. But when
my secret life was discovered, the end of
the marriage came quickly. Even though
the end through divorce came as a result
of my actions and (finally, 1 admitted)
from my desire, 1 was devastated, I was
terrified, and I was in a deeper grief than
I had ever known.

Grief overwhelmed me. The sorrow
seemed so much bigger—and much
older—than the shooting, or my divorce.
For months. wave after wave of body-
shaking sobs would overtake me. These
made me feel weak, out of control, frus-
tratingly unable to determine the course
of my own life. But grieving is what
allowed me to sink deep into my old
pain, the pain I had been holding tight
inside, the pain I had been denying and
avoiding. The pain that, so denied, had
become my vast and seemingly impene-
trable void. Grief would simply spill over
me with no obvious cause. I wept daily,
sometimes hourly. And sometimes I sat
and stared, emptied out and numb when
no tears would come.

The unraveling of my marriage evi-
dently caused the unresolved emotions

from the shooting to surge up within
me. This occurred as I was just being
able to take small and tentative steps out
of the first stage of recovery (Herman
1992)—reestablishing a sense of safe-
ty—and walk toward the second—being
able to tell the story without starting to
shiver uncontrollably with fear. During
one of my afternoon cries on the sofa, I
opened my copy of Judith Herman'’s
Trauma and Recovery: The Aftermath of
Violence and read these opening two
sentences: “The ordinary response to
atrocities is to banish them from con-

head—moving into womanhood, becom-
ing an adult and discovering her voice. It
was the grief of the initiate passing
through the hellish and demonic under-
world not yet knowing she will return
transformed. It was the grief of a broken
heart and confused mind. The grief
extended to this generation raised to be
silent, to conform to an authority either
unnamed or named endlessly, but an
authority always posited outside of the
self. My grief went to all of the women
and men who have survived oppression,
violence, attack of spirit, body, mind.

felt as though I had failed myself the day of the
shooting by not listening to the voice inside
that told me I was walking into danger.

sciousness. Certain violations of the
social compact are too terrible to utter
aloud: this is the meaning of the word
‘unspeakable’” (Herman 1992, 1).

Suddenly I was blasted deeper into
my pain than ever before. Something
about the word unspeakable reached
into the core of my being. It grabbed my
heart and ripped it open, spilling out a
grief so profound I was amazed 1 had
been able to carry it unnoticed for so
long, let alone at all. It had to do with
silence. It was the silence I lived in
because no one could ever enter the ter-
ritory—or the terror—of being shot
with me. It was the pain of isolation and
the silence of secrecy in my marriage.
And it was the growing recognition that
this “secret silence” was a place I had
inhabited all too often in my life.

In the anguish that came from feeling
the impact of the word unspeakable, 1
suddenly knew that this was a grief of a
lifetime, perhaps of many lifetimes, or
perhaps of many generations, a grief
passed on like a half whispered lament
from mother to daughter through a kind
of emotional inheritance. It was certainly
the grief of my child self—having just
violently lost her naiveté at the age of
thirty-two from a gunshot wound to the

emotion, and voice, and who now move
through survival into life.

It took three years following being
shot but finally the pain-with-no-name
(from the shooting) that lay beneath the
grief-with-no-words (from my history),
did surface. I felt it when, at that time, I
dared for the very first time to write in
my journal after the shooting. It took
tremendous courage to buy and then
open a new blank book, so I waited until
I was in a safe haven, the French village
of Grande Case on the Caribbean island
of St. Martin. There I reopened my heart
in the company of the ocean, the one
place I knew my tears and my pain
could be met, held, absorbed. and
washed away. I looked to the ocean to
be my match in intensity.

Before I even finished writing the
first paragraph, the pinpoint of my
despair articulated itself before my
eyes. | wrote:

Below the issue of feeling safe in the
world again, and inexorably entwined in
it, is the issue of trust. I have kept this
feeling hidden because it is not trust of
others that is at stake here, but trust of
myself. It’s not about what others can
do to me, but whether 1 can trust myself
to keep myself safe. That is the crux. . .
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With these words tears once again
filled my eyes. I felt as though I had
failed myself the day of the shooting by
not listening to the voice inside that told
me I was walking into danger. But did 1
fail myself? 1 did not die. Was life the
greater force? Or was I the weak link in
the chain of events, even though I also
got help and pulled us through? How
could I ever trust myself again? That
was the deep hurt, the raw pain, the
place of resistance to all feeling, Walk-
ing the beach, swimming, watching the
moon set over the water, 1 would try out
the words, “I trust myself,” and my
body emphatically rejected them. Trust
in myself—the one thing I had never,
ever questioned before. What a terrible
thing to have lost. The recognition made
me feel like my insides had been carved
away. It suddenly seemed impossible to
respect the grieving process because it
felt only like exploding pain with no
conclusion in sight and no hope for
reclamation of self.

While on St. Martin, and within days
of having started writing again, 1 read a
passage in Women Who Run with the
Wolves (Estes 1992) that gave me sweet
validation to stay with my tears. Claris-
sa Pinkola Estes writes:

There are times in a woman’s life when

she cries and cries and cries and even

though she has the succor and support of

her loved ones, still and yet she cries. . . .

Tears are part of the mending of rips in

the psyche where energy has leaked and

leaked away. The matter is serious, but
the worst does not occur—our light is not
stolen—for tears make us conscious.

There is no chance to go back to sleep
when one is weeping.

Sometimes a woman says, “I am sick of
crying, I am tired of it, I want to stop.”
But it is her soul that is making tears, and
they are her protection. So she must keep
on till the time of need is over. Some
women marvel at all the water their bod-
ies can produce when they weep. It will
not last forever, only till the soul is done
with its wise expression. (404)

Estes then goes on to say, *“To be a flow-
ering tree and to be moist is essential,
otherwise, you will break. Crying is
good, it is right. It does not cure the
dilemma, but it enables the process to
continue instead of collapsing™ (409).
Tears make us conscious. This simple
statement gave me a focus of purpose
and hope, and that was all the support 1
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needed to continue in my cascading sor-
row. By staying with my grief for the
next number of months—because there
was nothing else to do—trust began to
seep in again. It was as if grief had
alchemically dissolved the hard nugget
of resistance inside me. Eventually I
discovered that what had felr like total
disintegration was, in actuality, move-
ment toward reconnection.

Through this surrender to my tears and
to an unutterable sense of loss emerged a
stronger faith, one based on the willing-
ness to lose everything and survive. I see
grieving now not only as an expression
of deep sadness but as a necessary and
powerful tool for transforming pain. We
feel better after we cry because we have
released a caged sadness, but the act of
grieving our deepest soul sorrows, our
most painful inner wounds, goes beyond
simply releasing emotion. It tfransforms
the energy of pain, pain that is etched in
our bodies and psyches the way a rupture
is etched in the ground after an earth-
quake. Grieving heals the rent, closes it,
so that we literally—physically and psy-
chically—become more coalesced, more
whole. At times it may seem that griev-
ing holds us in our pain, but truly it
allows us to move through our pain to a
place of greater fortitude and calm.
When I was my most torn open, I could
almost feel my tears joining together to
form a stitch that would close the rip.

During this time I would study, with
intense fascination, the middle panel of
the triptych *“Journey of the Wounded
Healer” by visionary artist (and later
teacher and friend) Alex Grey (1990).
This panel depicts a person torn apart by
tremendous force, body parts exploding
through space in every direction. I
would look at it again and again,
amazed, and think, “How could he
know so perfectly well exactly how I
feel?”” Both the shooting and my divorce
caused this kind of psychic tearing apart
within me, but with the aid of that paint-
ing, even in my most despairing mo-
ments, the choice seemed clear: I could
go into the dismembering vortex of the
underworld and try with all my might to
put myself back together. Or I could let
it destroy me. In my case, I grieved my
way out of the blackness of nearly being
murdered and the void of discovering
my deepest terror of aloneness.

When I came back to the daylight, I
discovered quite by accident that the
creative process is a good mirror of the
process of birthing ourselves out of the
void. Intuitively, and organically, [
began drawing mandalas, in an uncon-
scious attempt to recreate the center
when the center had been shattered.
After a year or two of drawing these
mandalas, the process of recreating the
center became more and more con-
scious. Then I saw we could begin to
use and embody creativity as a trans-
muting force in our lives. Suffering
turned into art (in the broadest sense of
the word) is what allows us to merge
with the power of the new self we are
birthing. As my friend Diana said, “We
are all artists because we all have the
ability to transform reality.” The void
itself does not give us the creative jolt,
and it is not the fall and the rise back
again, in and of itself, that opens our
creativity. It is the fall into the void and
the willingness to stay present there—
with all the accompanying emotions—
that opens the channels for more vital
rivers to flow through. Creativity has
currents deeper than despair. I once
heard Malidoma Somé say, making an
astute association, “When a person has
grieved, the door to creativity opens.”

have worked with integrating the

trauma of the shooting through the
traditional arts of writing and drawing,
but one of the most creative approaches
I have taken in my healing is to look at
ways I could place the shooting into a
larger context, to give it meaning in the
framework of my life and soul, even to
view it as a kind of initiatory experi-
ence. The search for meaning has been
the one constant through all other
things. It began the moment Keith
Roland stepped inside my door with
gun in hand: My brain overloads—it
needs meaning. It can find no meaning.
I need meaning. I do not ask, Why me?
But instead, Why this? Why must I go
through this?

The creation of a life demands that
we constantly reimagine the future and
reinterpret the past so as to give mean-
ing to the present. We do this whether
we know we are doing it or not, but it
becomes richer when we know it, and so
can direct it. James Hillman (1996) says

that “we dull our lives by the way we
conceive them™ (5). Conversely, we also
enrich our lives by the way we conceive
them. Joseph Campbell has spoken
about following your bliss, he also has
spoken about how your life opens up if
you have the guts to follow your own
myth. Following your myth, however,
also means you first have to create—or
allow—a mythic life. And to create a
mythic life you first have to decide that
such a life interests you.

In creating a mythic life you must ask,
“Who are my gods and heroes, my
demons and daimons? What is the Big
Theme running through my own arche-
typal crisis? And through what little
twists of magic or enchantment can the
demons transform into helpers, the crises
into resolution?”’ Myth is not just story,
but the intersection of pattern, meaning,
and symbol that exists out of time.

In The Sibling Society Robert Bly
(1996) writes an entire book about
what happens to a nation that loses its
ability to see mythologically, as we
have. He writes,

The sibling society has lost so much abil-
ity to see mythologically that both sons
and daughters wander in a flat landscape.
... They do not become mature because
they do not become lined up with their
ancestors. They can’t figure out how to
look downward to depth or upward to the
divine. (88)

A de-mythologized life moves in
straight lines only, in cause and effect,
one step after another. No moving in cir-
cles or spirals, no soaring on the cosmic
winds, no leaping from the bounds of
what is known into that which is not.

This is really a matter of the imagina-
tion, which is, of course, the point of
origin for all change. We are already—
always have been and always will be—
the storytellers of our own lives. Ulti-
mately there is nothing to stop us from
becoming myth-makers as well, from
enriching what might otherwise be an
indifferent, callous, or perhaps a con-
fused telling of our own story with the
weightedness of looking deep, and the
vastness of looking up. This is not about
lying or exaggerating or making up fan-
tastical tales, but about opening to those
timeless dimensions that already reside
within and without and calling them
forth in a magnificent way.

fter 1 was shot the first advice
almost everyone rushed to give me
was, “Alison, don’t try to find meaning in
what happened. It will only make you
crazy!” Person after person assured me,
“This was a random act and it doesn’t
mean anything.” Polite Libran that T am,
I nodded my head in agreement, but I
knew from the moment I was lying on
the floor in my office that to not find
meaning in the shooting is what would
make me crazy. And it has been exactly
through the meaning I have found—even
if that meaning makes sense 1o no one
else—that my psyche has been able to
integrate the magnitude of such violence.
Meaning gives us a wider lens through
which to view our lives. “Meaningless
pain cannot be tolerated, much less inte-
grated,” insists Gary Sparks (1994, 10).
With meaning,

The pain of traumatic events can be inte-
grated—accepted without bitterness and
used to help us grow—because their pur-
pose is known. They are agents of a new
future . . . . [This] wider context trans-
forms the painful experience by enlarging
the conscious attitudes to receive meaning
of what is felt only through horror.” (14)

Such is the basis of my approach to life:
I will always want to find and assign
meaning, understanding, and purpose to
the things that happen to me, even
something so seemingly random and
meaningless as being shot in the head
by a drifter on a Saturday afternoon.
The framework of meaning has support-
ed the many life changes I've gone
through as I have worked to integrate
the experience of violence in a way that
is ultimately life-affirming, not life-
diminishing. '

ne autumn day about four years

after the shooting, 1 walked up the
hill to visit with my next door neighbor,
Anne, a delightfully wild, wise, and
eccentric woman. We talked about the
shooting for the first time; we were just
becoming friends after twelve years of
my living on her property. In little bird-
like movements, with otherworldly blue
eyes bouncing around and white hair
flying every which way, she nearly leapt
out of her chair as she exclaimed, “Ali-
son, you are so lucky this happened to
you! This event pierced through to the
essence of something—the essence of

something that released the blood of life
and creation! In my eighty years I have
never had anything pierce through like
that!”” At first I thought “Lucky?!?” I'm
not sure “lucky” is the word I'd use to
describe what happened—Ilucky to have
lived, yes, but not lucky to have been
shot in the first place. But I have come
to appreciate her point, and I think she
may be right. My life, my soul, my
entire being was cracked open as a
result of that bullet to the head, and
from the blood that flowed.

At first, however, getting shot seemed
to be a decidedly “‘unspiritual” event.
The moment the bullet pierced my skull
my spirit separated from my body, for at
that exact moment I also judged myself
as being somehow spiritually unworthy
to have “allowed™ myself to be assault-
ed. I was sure that I must have done
something seriously wrong to have been
one out of two of Burlington’s popula-
tion of forty thousand that was “ran-
domly™ shot on that wintery day. What
kind of “‘evolved soul” could I be after
all? Obviously not a very good one.

The shooting, not very eloquently,
but quite emphatically, thrust me into
the realm of the shadow—mine, Keith
Roland’s, and the world’s, not necessar-
ily in that order. Suddenly up against
the dark side of humanity, I was rudely
awakened to the reality of the physical.
With my head stapled closed and (for
once) not “in the clouds,” I was flooded
with the realization that spiritual evolu-
tion does not come only by striving for
the light. In the months and years after
the shooting, | have by necessity ex-
plored and come to accept the idea that
we can only evolve when we have
entered and wrestled with the blackest,
stickiest, most self-defeating facets of
our innermost selves. For we are both
light nature and dark, and we cannot
know one without the other. We need
both sides to be able to live in the com-
plexities and disparities of this world.
Trying to understand the motivation of
hatred that came from the absolute bot-
tom of another’s soul made me feel sick
at the state of humankind. Antempted
homicide: could that really have hap-
pened to me? To have experienced the
most debased act one person could do
to another meant I could no longer turn
a blind eye from the daily headlines and
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“Target Series I" (1997). Alison began drawing mandalas in 1993 as a way (unconsciously at
first) of healing the center that had been shattered by the shooting. Her latest piece, above, is
the first in a series of three that approach the shooting directly and show the transformative

journey through visual representation.

news of shootings and murders around
the world and still hold to my sweet,
innocuous, and naive conception of
“the light.”

The hungering desire to rise up out of
darkness, to ascend to the light without
the rooted aspect of the shadow as a
necessary component to living, is all too
prevalent in many current spiritual
philosophies. Yet we sabotage ourselves
by oversimplifying the role and the lan-
guage of spirit. We need to revivify the
richness of spirit by weaving our imper-
fections, our injuries, and our injustices
into the tapestry of our world. Such a
tapestry is woven with the rough warp
of war and destruction interlacing with
the silky weft of phenomenal beauty
and the generous extending of love from
one to another: We cannot know one
without the other. If we can live in the
center of the duality, in the tension of
opposites, then in that tension is where
our life will be the freshest. My healing
has come from how I have chosen to
work with myself in relationship to
Keith Roland and his “evil” act, not by
condemning him as evil and leaving it at
that. Or not by saying that what he did
had “nothing” to do with me. It had
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everything to do with me. It was my life
he toyed with and it is my life that I
have reclaimed, by virtue of being will-
ing to look at who I am in the face of the
violence, the one thing in the world 1
have hated most of all.

In my oscillating and often chaotic
journey of recovery I have become rec-
onciled with the truth that healing
involves pain. We have to stay present
with the wound as we heal it. We cannot
heal if we bypass the wound with spiri-
tual notions. After all these years, peo-
ple ask me, “How are you? Have you
fully recovered?” There was a time ear-
lier on when I said, “Yes, I am fine. I
have recovered.” But now I am not so
completely certain. While T almost
always feel good and strong, 1 also
know that no matter how healed I con-
sider myself I may be surprised at any
moment by an issue related to the shoot-
ing I thought was put to rest, or by a
fright I did not think I should feel.

One such fright happened more than
six years after the shooting. I was in
New York City to do bodywork for
monologue artist Spalding Gray while
he was performing at Lincoln Center.
Partway through our session his door

buzzer started ringing. We ignored it.
Twenty minutes later there was a knock
on the door and Spalding asked me to
see who it was. I went to the door,
wondering out loud how someone
could have gotten up if we had not
buzzed the person in. Spalding guessed
that it was the workman from upstairs.
I asked through the closed door who
was there. No one answered. So that, |
thought, was that. A moment later his
agent telephoned, urgently speaking
into the answering machine that ABC
had been standing in the street, in the
rain, for the last thirty minutes, buzzing
constantly for their scheduled TV
interview with Spalding, which he had
completely forgotten.

The next time I saw Spalding was at a
party and, with anticipation, he told me
he had figured out why I had spoken so
softly at the door that rainy afternoon.
The whole experience, he explained,
was a reenactment of the shooting: In
the middle of a massage someone
knocked on a locked door, trying to get
in. At that moment, the post-traumatic
floodgates opened. Amazingly, [ had not
made that connection myself. All at
once I felt how tightly I had held myself
during that exchange, and now, for the
first time since then, I let the air out of
my lungs. I had no sense, until that
moment, that my breath was imprisoned
within me, inside, and I had had no idea
that 1 had spoken so softly at the door,
but now I could remember having had
almost no voice at all.

While we can and do find resolution
for our losses, we nonetheless live with
them forever; they become part of our
new makeup. As such they are reference
points around which we gauge our pre-
sent experiences. It has been liberating
finally to realize that healing from the
shooting does not mean forever putting
it behind me but means instead always
carrying it with me—not in the sense of
never moving on from it, but in the
sense of holding it as an integrated part
of my psyche and my life, ready at any
moment to integrate it further, if the
need should arise. In this way I have
fluid movement between the past hurt
and the present life. As such, the shoot-
ing has molded the rest of my life into a
new form. I am proud of the person it
has helped me become, and I carry it

with me now as part of the ever-shifting
dialogue of change.

Mystery

What propels me on this search for
meaning, for the wider context, is my
curiosity. Some questions that my
curiosity has prompted me to ask are,
What is it like to shoot a gun? How can
it be that I do not feel like a victim?
(Examining the idea of being a victim
has been paramount in my recovery. |
devote a chapter to the subject in my
larger book-in-progress, from which
this essay is excerpted.) What goes on
in the mind of a violent person when he
or she is in the midst of committing a
violent act? What happens if [ use this
trauma as the inspiration for making
art? I asked these questions with the
belief that information is power. The
more I know, the more resources I have
for understanding, for reasoning, for
shifting, for healing. I still ask a lot of
questions of myself but not to find the
answers (or “The Answer’”) anymore so
much as to be led rthrough the answers
to new questions. This is how I follow
the unfolding of my life and recovery.
My experience so far is that each time
I take a step toward resolution, I find
both closure, on the one hand, and the
opening to whole new worlds on the
other. At first I thought that if I got the
answer to “this one question” (whatev-
er the question of the moment was)

then I would be able to close the book
on the shooting once and for all. Now
closing the book is no longer a goal,
for life keeps getting too interesting as
I follow my questions into new and
varied places. And I am’starting to like
what I learn from going to places I
never thought 1 would go—like the fir-
ing range and the prison. I am, if noth-
ing else, getting a more complete pic-
ture of the world, allowing myself to
see the full spectrum of people who
inhabit it, from the beautiful and the
strange to the violent and extraordi-
nary, as I find my place among them.

With all this search for meaning,
however, 1 also have no desire to
demystify the things that cannot be
known. Indeed, if a thing is already
known there is nothing left in it to dis-
cover, and that is the very antithesis of
life. Mystery, then, must be at the heart
of everything we do. No matter how
much I learn, or how much I discover,
or how much I realize and understand,
it is the mystery itself that sustains me,
and carries me further on my search.
Annie Dillard (1974) expresses this
perfectly for me, giving strong and
beautiful voice to the way I view the
shooting, the most cataclysmic event of
my life so far. She writes:

But knowledge does not vanquish mys-
tery, or obscure its distant lights. 1 still
now and will tomorrow steer by what hap-
pened that day, when some undeniably

new spirit roared down the air, bowled me
over, and turned on the lights. (241)

NOTE

Nancy recovered fully within a year, except
for slight visual impairments. Keith Roland
was arrested within a half-hour of the shoot-
ing. He was sentenced to thirty-five to eighty
years and is incarcerated in Vermont. My
only remaining physical effect from the
shooting is numbness in three fingers of my
right hand.
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Before My Name
by Alisornn Grarnucci (20217)

The abyss ——

these are two words
to start a poem

I mean, why not
start there

I mean. why not start
with the hole
that the bullet —

But no., let®s not start there
let’s start before the bullet
when the air was still pure

Before the spinning twirling pointed cylinder of lead
exploded on its trajectory to my ——

but no. let’ s not start

there

there was a time when I was a child
and played with childish things

IL.et’s start with the gun.

I_.ook into 7z42z2ar black hole

let it draw the bullet back

let its mouth inhale the thing whole

there was a time when I was

Before the gun

let”s start with the door

who opened the door

there was a knock on the door

But before the door

let’s start with my name

or., wait, was it his name

let’s start with “What’s yvour ——

there was when I was

before my name.

Poems & Thoughts

A BOND CRIEATED FROM VIOLENCE,
HAS BECOME A BOND SUSTAINED BY LOVE.

[T & LIKE NO OTHER.
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WHEN YOU STUMBLE MAKE IT PART OF THE DANCE.
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