Tongue Ring Protest Gone Awry

Joy Conrad-Rice

stopped near the USCanadian

border to get gas and refresh
ourselves. Wewere agroup o faur, my
husband, myself, and two teenage girls,
my step-daughters, ages 13 and 16. We
had spent aweek in Idahoat my family's
lake cabin and weare bound fa homein
interior British Columbia, Kamloops, to
be exact. The girls were looking
forward to seeng thar friends and
getting ready for school.

I thought things were fairly calm
when aut of the blue my husband
announced that we were going to gop in
Vernon, BC, a 1.5 hour drive from
Kaml oops, so ol der daughter coul d have
her tongue ring replaced.

"What?Her tongue ring? | thought
she had it taken out for good!"

"l guessnot. Her tongue's not
swollen now, and the guy who put it in
sayshe has a different mateial that
won't cause areadion.."

"Well, why does shehave to doit
today?'

"Shewantsto savehersdf an extra
trip toVernon. And she wants it done
before school starts.”

"Well, how do you fedl about it?"

"I'm not keen onit, but it's her
choice she's dd enough, aimost 17."

"How long will it take? I'm not
happy about this."

"Not long, if heisn't busy. He's
open lateon Friday nights."

Whilehusband was paying fa the
gas, | took a chance and tried to engage
older daughter in dialogueabout this
looming event.

I t was a hat afternoon and we had

Standing next to her by the car in
the hat sun, | said, "1 hear yau're going
to get anew tongue ring."

"Yeah."

"Um, you know why you want to do
this? What are your reasons?"'

"l just want to."
"But why? What benefitisit to
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you?'
"It's cool ."

"Have you talked with your Quaker
friends about this? Are they doing it?"

"No, | don't know if... They liveso
far away."

"Well, | have to tell you, | believe
what you're intending to do violates
several o our Tedimonies - the
Testimonies of Simplicity, Love, and
Peace. Mutilating the tongue that way is
not in accordance with our
Testimonies."

"I don't care. I'mgang to do it
anyway."
Slam went the car door. End of

conversation.

The reg of the trip wastension-
bound, of course. | informed the three
in the car that | didn't like being made to
partidpatein this event. Bang there
when she had her tongue pierced would
make me an unwilling cogperator.
Since | opposed the plan, and | felt
trapped, what was left to me was a
protest.

So began the tongue ring protest
that went awry.

When we reached Vernon and
evayone tumbed out of the car in front
of theplace that dd body piercing, |
headed north on foa with instructions to
my husband to pick me up asthey
headed home. Thinking the timespan
would be about 20 minutes, | set off into
the warm air along a street that wauld
eventually link upto themajar north-
south highway. They couldn't miss me,
| thought.

| was wearing a blue cotton summer
dresswith amatching shirt and carrying
my purse and a head scarf. On my feet
weresandals. | felt good, healthy, and
firm in my convictions. | would show
them. Protests were part of our religious
tradition.

Well, needless to say, the 20
minutes turned intolonga whenthe
girlsinsisted on stgpping off at their

cousin's home after the piercing event.
They ended up staying there for a couple
of days, so it was only my husband in
the car when he set off towvards home
and tolodk for the wayward wife dong
theway.

Of course he backtracked to the
piercing place, thinking | might have
returned therg then droveslowly along
streets in the area, even glancing into
coffeeshops where | might bewaiting
for him.

When hisinitial search failed, he
set aut north on thehighway, realizing
that if 1 had been stubborn enough to
conti nue walking, my feet would have
carried me quite adistance by now.

He must havedriven past me while
I wasmaking a quidk phonecall at the
O'Keeferanch and restaurant afew
kilometres north of town. Calling home
with my one and only Canadian quarter
just got methe answer phone. At least |
could tell it | was still walking. If my
husband got to Kamloops without me,
he coul d tur n around and come back for
me.

| headed aut onto the highway
again. Bythistimeit was dark. It was
still warm, though, and there was no
wind. The scarf around my head
protected my hair and face from the wild
air pushing at me after abig truck
passed. For safety | walked towards
oncoming traffic.

So | kept on walking. And walking.
Where was he? Thestars lit the way
and a partial moon provided some light,
asthee weefewv clouds It ga vey
quiet. Except for the occasional truck
and the sound of my awn feet crunching
into the gravel on the highway's
shou der, the only soundswerenight
birds and barking dogs. Theonly
sounds | could hear, that is.

It occur red to me there might be
wild animals in the woods on either side
of this highway. Surdy there were deer,
bear, coyaes, and little critters like
skunks, qual, raccoons, and mice To
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alert them to my presence, | began to
sing.

| madeup alittle melody and
continuedto sing it in different forms
My feda were holding up pretty well, but
| guessed they would be the first part of
me to feel the effects of this trek.

Thi s protest was getting out of
hand. It was supposed to have stopped
hours ago. Where was he?

By now it was midnight.
Wildenessclosedin on me The
moonlight disappeared. | began to get
thirgty. | wasgill walking grongly,
however, at a swift pace, and convinced
myself that | could walk al the way to
Kaml oopsif | had to.

| kept lodking for that familiar car,
however. Why hadn't he found me?
Didn't he know | ddn't have any
Canadian money on me? And no credit
card?

The highway led up and down hills
along meandering creeks, through First
Nations reserveland. My spirit kept me
buoyant. | was determined not to give
in. Also, | began torealize that if | sat
downtored, | would want to stay down
along time. The bottoms of my feet
began to kurn.

There was no town in sight. No rest
area. No public tdephone. (I had
remembered that | could call collect
from a pay phone.) Here and therel saw
ayad light nestled among tall dark
trees. Wad king down a road to one of
those isolated homes and the inevitable
dog at thishour wasout of the quegion.
| had to continue walking.

So | walked and walked. The soles
of my feet felt likeraw dough.

| continued to 9ng to myself and the
animals and thetrees. | wondered if a
curiousbear was walkingalong an
animal trail parallel to meand the
hi ghway.

| fdt strangely uplifted and very
safe. | felt protected. What wasthat
walking beside me?

Finally | saw a sign that said
Falkland, 7 km. Relief swept me, | was
amost to atown. Surely there woul d be
apublic phone or even an al-ni ght cafe.
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The next few kilometers seemed
longer than the others. | continued to
sing and walk, walk and 9ng. | wasn't
cold and | wasn't realy tired. It wasjust
that my feet hurt. Anditwaslate. Two
in the morning!

Finaly, | saw amotel and a
telephone booth. A quick phone call,
collect, revealed that my husband was
home- asleep - but he would come and
get me.

While | waited, | experienced a
friendly inquiry from two dogsroaming
around the motel. One was a Rottweiler
and more interestedin sniffing out
garbage food than me The other animal
reminded meof a Mdamute Husky.
Beautiful dark coat, svelte hape, and a
head - what was strange about it? Too
narrow? | did not know for ure, but |
welcomed its attentions  Gracefully he
began nuzzling up to me, sniffing, even
jumping up to chedk out my face. His
paws were soft against my collarbone. |
petted him and cooed at him. Soon he
wandered away with his pal.

Not long after, someone gaying at
the motel engaged mein conversation.
When | mentioned the beautiful dog that
seemed o friendly, she said, "Tha's no
dog, that'sawoalf. A tamewolf. Not
supposed to ke out o hisyard."

"Gulp. A wolf," | thought. No
matter. Hehad capped off my trek.
Was he areward to me for finishing my
protest? For staying strong and knowing
| was protected? For walking about 25
kilometersin seven hours?

Now things have quieted dowvn at
our house. My feet recovered with only
afew minor blisters. Older teenager
started school and showed off her new
tongue ring to her friends Oddly, she
never stuck out her tongue to me.

Whether | made my point of protest
| will never know for sure. My best
hope i s that someday, when thi nki ng of
doing a controversiad action, she and her
sister will pause, reflect on their Quaker
step-mom's protest, and think, "Ahah!
That's what she meant!"

Joy Conrad-Rice is a member of Vernon
Monthly Meeting.
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