By Paul Azevedo

In the old west, a ranch-giant tires, the kind used on

er's enemies would poison his
wells. We have enemies, too,
They live among us—mindless'
destructive vandals who pofs-
on our wellsprings of gener-
-ous thoughts and kind im-
pulses.

A local couple has a tal-
ent. They grow wonderful
fuchsias. When they bought
a small business in one of
Pacifica’s
they beautified their store
&xd  shared their fuchsias
with all of us who passed by.
Thelr fuchsias added a touch
of color and were just nice
& Tz zrourd. The mindless

cres destroyed them — not/:

just once, but repeatedly,
" WHFN PACIFICA built a
fishing pier, less -than two
years ago,_the men’s room
was made almost indestruct-
ible. Not quite, though. The
mindless ones must have tak-
en it as a personal challenge.
I'd swear they used a sledge.

Even the thought of van-
dals withers generous impul-
ses. How many times have
you thought to yourself,
“Why doesn’t the (fill in
“city,” or “school district” or
“local service club” or “pub-
le spirited citizen”) do (fill
in a good public service or
project). :

If it's really a good idea,
more.than likely “they” have
already thought of “4t”. Very
likely, too, they would have
been glad to do it, “once.”
But thinking of the mindless
ones, .they realized that they
couldn't afford to do it time
and again, or they couldn’t
afford the extra cost to make
it indestructible, so the idea
- was dropped.

WE ALL lose when that
happens.

My “Why don’t they” hap-
pened a few years back, when
my family stopped in Ukiah's
city park. We saw a pair of

off-road

earth moving ve-

shopping centers,;

hicles. Ukiah uses them as
playground equipment.

They are simple, yet imag-
inative. My kids loved them.

" Not long after, ‘1 spotted a

pair of similar tires where
Challenge Constructlon Com-
pany had discarded them, in
Park Pacifica. 1,

My kids were then in the
co-op nursery school in Pomo
Park. I made the suggestion,
the city and Challenge agreed
and Challenge even transport:
ed them. Everyone felt good.

.1 drove by Pomo park a cou--

ple of days after, and the
tires were swarming with
kids having a ball.

End of story? Sorry, folks,
this is real life. Within a
short time the smell of urine
was so strong, it covered up
the marijuana odor. And
shortly after the fall term of
nursery school started, the
tires were set. afire. They
were made unusable. They
had to be hauled away.

WITH THE tires -went a

pleasant dream of -ehildren
playing.

With them, too, went some
idealism and naivete. In their
place, some bitterness and
disillusionment. I felt a little
richer when I had seen the
kids swarming over the tires. |
I feel poorer when I realize
how shortlived was’ the chil-
dren’s fun. I feel sorry, too,
for those whose only pleas-
ure is destroying the pleasure
of others. What a shame . ..

for all of us.
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