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Ancestors of the Future
- Claire Scott
who are these strangers
walking with us, reaching a hand
touching a shoulder
here a woman with a bent back and
sorry feet, leaning on a crutch
tugging our sleeves
listen
there a man with leprous
skin, the O of his mouth
forming mute cries
listen
as we move doggedly along
dumping chemicals
drilling on native land
waifs of children stare
in disbelief as forests fall
coral reefs vanish
our ancestors of the future
walk with us and weep

White Noise
- Antoni Ooto
Puddles of galoshes,
boots hugging the door, and
murmurs from the next room,
in rising pitches
a chorus in Italian, English
humming with gossip.
A family seasoning the holiday
Thanksgiving, Christmas…
Voices at a table
arm-to-arm
a dozen conversations
knotted one-to-one
lulling the half-asleep child
on a daybed
heaped with coats.

Looking Back
- Victoria Melekian
I wish I’d thought to ask
for my mother’s sewing box,
the small tin one she was using
near the end, carrying it with her
to doctor appointments, chemo, the hospital,
always stitching while waiting,
pocket-sized creations she framed and gave away:
fancy knots, sweet black spiders dangling
from shiny silver webs, a ladybug perched
on an orange winking sun, Mom’s name
embroidered diagonally in the lower left corner ‒
remember me, remember me.

Azaleas
- Robert Perron
Downhill a few kilometers, at the edge of the village, Sang-min found a drinking house.
Outside leaned bicycles piled high with thatched baskets. Inside men sat on mats around low
tables, the room warm, twisting with tobacco smoke. Heads turned to take stock of the young
stranger: worn combat boots, faded field jacket, military knapsack.
A familiar voice said, “So I guess you’re discharged.”
Sang-min smiled. He had stopped to inquire but here sat Jae-wook, the object of his
inquiry. Jae-wook, businessman of necessity, poet and philosopher at heart, or so he proclaimed.
At the start of the war, Sang-min had been drafted into the infantry (despite two years of
university), wounded by shell fire, and transferred to a supply depot run by Jae-wook, older, a
civilian. The two men shared talk and books. They reviewed their woes, how the slaughter of his
platoon pounded Sang-min’s ears as medics evacuated him, how Jae-wook watched his father
and brother blindfolded and shot on charges of collaboration. Sang-min would recite: “’If man is
born to live, / what should I worry? / Man lives till he dies.’” Jae-wook’s eyes and lips would
glisten: “Ah, the poetry of Kim So-wol.”
Soju was poured and wine bowls lifted.
“My young friend, what are you doing up here?”
“You invited me.”
“Hah. But I never thought you’d take me up on it, come to such a godforsaken place.”
“There’s no work in Seoul. And Pusan?” Sang-min’s family had fled to the bottom of
Korea ahead of the first invasion and stayed. But Sang-min, the lesser son, rebellious, never
getting on with his father, jaded by the ways of war, had no desire to join them. He wanted to
make his own life.
“So I thought I’d walk north and look up my old counselor.”
“Well I’m glad you’re here.” Jae-wook tapped the side of his head. “I’ve had an idea
brewing.”
Sang-min laughed. Always a plan.
Jae-wook leaned forward. “But it may take some time. There are contingencies beyond
my control.”
Sang-min drank from his wine bowl then motioned south in the direction of the back road
he had descended. He described a small farm on a sharp corner in the hills with a woman and
two foreign-looking children. “They seem to be alone. Do you think she’d take on help?”
An old man coughed and spit on the floor. He wore the white flowing robe, white baggy
pants, and high black hat of a provincial elder. His goatee fluttered wispy white, and he smoked a
long, bamboo-stemmed pipe.
Jae-wook said, “Let’s take a walk.”
Outside, shops bent into the dust of the main road. Traffic moved by foot, bicycle, and ox
cart. Bouncing mini-buses converged at a plaza of packed dirt in the village center. Military
vehicles abounded, mostly American ‒ jeeps and diesel-spewing trucks. On the far side of town,
Sang-min made out the middle expanse of the Imajin River and its far bank where the no-man’s
land between the two Koreas began.
Jae-wook produced cigarettes and a narrative. The old man inside headed the Hwang
family and controlled what wealth remained along this section of the river. The war had cost him
both sons. His three daughters were married off, his wife dead. A mess for the future of the

family, Jae-wook explained, with nephews and sons-in-law vying for power as old Hwang,
indifferent, spent his time in drinking houses and brothels.
Jae-wook raised a finger. “But where there’s a mess, there’s opportunity.” He had a
cousin, daughter to his mother’s sister, close in age to Sang-min, named Hyo-chu. Jae-wook
suggested to Hyo-chu a match with old Hwang, was sure he could pull it off, that Hwang would
not be able to resist a last conquest, a young bride of allure and elegance. Hyo-chu reacted with
red-faced anger not about to waste her life on an old man. But that’s the point, Jae-wook told her,
he was old.
“I’m guessing you pulled it off,” said Sang-min.
“I slobbered in anticipation of the wedding night. The nephews and daughters expressed
dismay but had no sway over the old man. As for Hyo-chu, she came to appreciate the folly of
romance over security. After the wedding night and a few more nights, Hwang returned to the
brothels. While he drank and fornicated, Hyo-chu secured leadership of the household, by nature
gracious, not flouting her beauty. The daughters now adored her. Even the nephews had
mellowed.”
Jae-wook and Sang-min stripped their cigarettes military style, extinguishing flame with
thumb and forefinger, tearing the paper, letting the tobacco flutter to the ground. Sang-min
enjoyed Jae-wook’s story-telling, the subtle changes of tone and facial expression, the sweeping
gestures and intimations of confidence, but grew anxious as the talk drifted from his immediate
concerns of food and shelter. He asked again about the woman in the hills with the small farm.
“She’s Eun-mi,” said Jae-wook. “Her family stayed put ahead of the first invasion. Big
mistake. The northerners ripped them from their land. Eun-mi ended up in Tongduchon as a
prostitute.” Jae-wook paused. “But a savvy one.”
“How so?”
“She came back with enough money to reclaim the farm. Although. Why bring those
bastards? One looks half Chinese, the other American. Maybe not so savvy.”
“What of her family?”
“Dead. Or taken north. Who knows? So she has title to the land, even as a woman. Hmm.
Why not? Go see if she needs help while I sort things out here. Let me know if it doesn’t work
out.”
Sang-min retraced his steps on the primitive back road, steep and barren but for copses of
leafless saplings, and arrived at the sharp corner above the small farm, where level ground
formed a rough square a hundred meters to the side, sufficient for house, outbuilding, two small
rice paddies, and a vegetable plot. Sang-min saw no oxen or pigs, but hens pecked the ground
with alacrity, one strutting and squawking like a rooster. The narrow house had four raised
rooms in tandem and a sunken kitchen whose stove pipe ran under their floors. A slim portico,
no more than a shelf, fronted the house, with sliding doors giving entrance to the bantam rooms.
A thatched roof extended over the portico.
Sang-min squatted and observed, not to spy, but to gather wit and nerve. A boy, close to
four, with pronounced eye folds, on occasion glared at him. A round-eyed girl, two or three,
waved. The woman, Eun-mi, ignored him. Her age seemed mid-twenties like his. They might
have been siblings, both short with oval faces, flared nostrils, and wide mouths.
Sang-min squeezed the flame from his cigarette and sprinkled the remaining tobacco on
the ground. He dropped from the road and approached Eun-mi who was striking the early spring
earth with a hoe.

“It looks like you have a lot to do, what with the planting season upon us.”
Eun-mi continued striking the ground. Sang-min saw that the round-eyed girl stood next
to him and bent over extending his right forefinger.
“What’s your name, little one?”
The child wrapped her hand around Sang-min’s finger. “Hana.”
“Hana, a beautiful name. My favorite.”
Eun-mi stopped swinging the hoe and turned to Sang-min. “I see you’re a great charmer.”
“Look,” he said, “I need employment. You need help.”
Sang-min stood arms at his side as Eun-mi made several more swipes at the earth before
responding. “First, I can’t pay much more than room and food.”
Sang-min remained silent.
“Second. How do I know you’re not a freeloader, or worse? Okay, we’ll try it, but on
probation.”
A week later, Sang-min stood across the road by a stream, the water source for the farm.
For washing, Eun-mi brought over clothes, soaking and pounding them on rocks. For other use,
the water needed to be carried. Sang-min sank two buckets and pulled them out full. He ran a
bamboo carrying pole under the handles, hefted, and balanced the buckets on his right shoulder.
Crossing the road with the slopping water, he shook his head. Soon the paddies and field would
require many such buckets.
Eun-mi looked up from the kitchen. “I have good news. Your behavior being exemplary,
your probation is lifted.” That evening Sang-min sat for the first time on the floor of the first
room with Eun-mi and her children, Kyung-wan, the wary master, and Hana, as yet ebullient,
holding bowls to their mouths, pushing in rice, kimchi, and boiled eggs.
“Is your room okay?” said Eun-mi.
“A bit cold at night.”
“Yes, too far from the kitchen. Move next to us, to the second room.”
Next day Sang-min dragged from the outbuilding a back carrier and addressed Kyungwan who followed his movements. “Hey, little warrior. Do you want to help me today? Ask your
mom if you can go into the hills.” Sang-min hoisted the wooden frame to his back, crossed the
road with Kyung-wan, and climbed for half an hour, until the farm appeared toy-like. “A little
higher. On the top of this hill I’m sure we’ll find many dead branches.”
Sometimes the boy helped and sometimes he grew restless or tired. If restless, he ran
across the hilltop with a stick fighting an imaginary foe. If tired, he lay on his back with arms
askew. The warmer days made lying on the ground in the sun a comfort. Sang-min worked a
steady pace, gathering thin, dead branches broken by winter’s harshness. He cut or snapped them
into meter lengths and laid them on the arms of the back carrier until they rose to its height.
One morning, Eun-mi placed in Sang-min’s hand a crumpled thousand-hwan note. They
needed seeds and seedlings for planting as well as rice and vegetables to hold them over. Some
dried fish if there was enough money.
“Cigarettes for yourself.”
“Maybe some meat,” said Sang-min.
“Too costly. We have kimchi and eggs.”
In response, Sang-min addressed a delicate matter. The hen that strutted like a rooster
was not laying eggs. She seemed to have the status of pet but these days pets were luxuries. And

yes she would be a bit tough; sufficient boiling would take care of that.
Eun-mi interrupted. “You want to kill Hye-su?”
Sang-min closed his mouth, retreated to the second room, retrieved his knapsack, and set
off for the village. He stopped at the drinking house and found old Hwang but not Jae-wook.
Hwang’s face was gaunt and his eyes red; he coughed and spit. Several men called out hello.
Sang-min found a grocery where he obtained everything, even dried fish. As the
transaction concluded, Jae-wook appeared. “It’s about time you came down, Sang-min. We need
to talk.”
The two men ambled to the edge of town, arms behind their backs, chatting and nodding,
down a path to the bank of the river. They peered across at American GI’s in combat gear. They
ambled back.
The Hwang family again. Jae-wook reviewed its current state, no sons, contentious
nephews, sons-in-law who wanted a share of the wealth, Hyo-chu more and more the backbone
of the household. Sang-min nodded, yes, he understood, had heard it before. Jae-wook previewed
the state of the family once Hwang died. As his widow, Hyo-chu would be secure, in fact, rise to
a position of semi-dominance. But Hyo-chu and the Hwang family would find the lack of a
central male figure difficult. A marriage would be desirable but not a traditional one requiring
Hyo-chu to leave the Hwang household with a dowry.
“Why are you telling me all this?” said Sang-min.
The men had stopped walking and were looking into each other’s faces. Jae-wook
laughed.
“Sang-min, we’re looking for an upside-down marriage. Where the husband becomes
part of the wife’s household. We need a young man of small means but good ancestry, hardworking, amiable. It would help if he were handsome and literate, had some university. Knew
some poetry.”
Sang-min felt his face flush but regained composure and decided to join his friend’s
game. With flourishes of hand and voice, he told Jae-wook of a dream. Of the one dream that
came every night to his cramped room on the impoverished farm. To some day take the hand of
beautiful Hyo-chu and assume the role of patriarch of the mighty Hwang dynasty.
“I’m glad you’re in good humor about this,” said Jae-wook.
Upon his return, Sang-min found Eun-mi in the kitchen. On the stove churned the stock
pot letting off steam and a fragrance of knobby meat. A glance inside revealed Hye-su bereft of
feathers and entrails. Eun-mi said, “I thought about it, and you’re right. That old hen was not
pulling her weight.”
At evening meal, Eun-mi asked about Sang-min’s friend, the poet and philosopher Jaewook, what plots was he hatching these days? How he had a toehold in the great Hwang family
having arranged a match between its head and his cousin Hyo-chu. Had Sang-min heard the
story?
With chopsticks halfway to her mouth, Hana said, “Mama, where did Hye-su go?”
Kyung-wan chortled. Eun-mi raised a brow and bore its eye into Kyung-wan until he withdrew
his smirk.
“Hye-su,” Eun-mi said after a few seconds of thought, “has gone to the village to live
with the great Hwang family.”
Following supper, Sang-min crossed the road to the stream, removed his clothes, and
washed everywhere despite the cold. The army had taught him hygiene. He could hear his squad

leader exhorting him to cleanse all body parts including the covert. Sang-min thought back to the
day he was wounded by mortar shrapnel and placed on a stretcher as Chinese bugles blared their
advance. His squad leader squatted next to him and said, “Good luck, Sang-min. Maybe we’ll get
together in Seoul in better times.” Two years later, discharged in Seoul, Sang-min found the
residence of his former squad leader. His mother said he was still missing in action. Sang-min
wanted to stay a while but the family didn’t have enough to feed itself. That’s when he decided
to walk north and look up Jae-wook.
Sang-min recrossed the road and sat in the middle of the second room as the last daylight
filtered through the small rear window. In front, the door slid open and Eun-mi entered carrying
mat and blanket. She had decided to give over the first room to the children.
“The other rooms are cold. Do you mind if we sleep together?” Sang-min watched as
Eun-mi squared her mat against his. He could smell the vigor of her body ‒ she had given herself
a good scrubbing too.
“This can’t be permanent,” said Sang-min.
“Nothing is permanent.”
Several nights later they lay under blankets side by side, bare shoulder to bare shoulder.
“The children like you,” said Eun-mi.
Sang-min was silent.
Eun-mi said, “Go ahead, say what you’re thinking.”
“I just wonder why you didn’t give them over to one of the orphanages supported by the
Americans?”
“Ha! You think I’m mushy-headed, don’t you?”
“A bit. The children are a burden.”
“They’re not a burden. They’re easy to care for. A bowl of rice, a pat on the head, a pat
on the behind. As they grow, they’ll help me on the farm. In my old age, they’ll take care of me.”
“So. You have it all worked out. And here I thought you were mushy-headed.”
“Far from it.” Eun-mi rolled toward Sang-min. She put a hand on his chest and her head
on his shoulder. “I’m a practical woman.”
Sang-min planted radishes, leeks and turnips, cabbages and sweet potatoes, cucumbers
and beans. Rice seedlings filled the paddies. Soon Eun-mi made summer kimchi, salty and sour
with pungency to bring a tear. Sang-min sold Eun-mi’s kimchi at market. He sold eggs and
bought chicks.
The hot months of summer passed.
Following the rainy season, the rice, cabbages, and turnips moved to maturity. Sang-min
and Eun-mi spent their days bent over in the field and paddies. They stored cabbages and turnips
for winter kimchi, keeping enough vegetables to cook fresh. The green rice stalks they cut by
hand standing past their calves in the water of the paddies; by hand, they threshed and dried the
stalks.
No news from the village.
One night during rainy season, Sang-min and Eun-mi joined in intimacy and afterward
lay talking as monsoon waters pummeled the roof.
“I must tell you something,” said Sang-min. “Jae-wook thinks he can make a match
between me and Hyo-chu when Hwang is gone.”
Eun-mi said, “That’s Jae-wook, forever looking to the main chance.”
Sang-min sat up and scooted to the door. He slid it open, lit a cigarette and, sitting cross-

legged, blew blue smoke toward the sheets of water. Eun-mi came up behind and laid an arm
over his shoulder. A surge of fondness enveloped Sang-min for this wartime prostitute.
“A dilemma,” he said.
“No, it’s not complicated at all.” Eun-mi kissed the back of Sang-min’s neck. “You’d be
a fool to pass up such good fortune.”
Before the time to start making winter kimchi, Jae-wook appeared on the path above the
farm. He dropped from the road to where Sang-min and Eun-mi had unbent themselves in the
field.
“Old Hwang has died.”
Jae-wook wanted Sang-min to accompany him for a change of clothes then to pay
respects. Sang-min countered that his attendance would be inappropriate.
“To the contrary, it’s imperative.”
Sang-min turned to Eun-mi, but she was gone, her hoe upon the ground.
The Hwang compound lacked the size and elegance of many Sang-min had seen in his
travels, but north of Seoul appeared as Shangri-La. The rooms formed three sides of a large
square with kitchens at both ends and a gated wall to the front, the courtyard clean and well
packed, the covered portico that ran in front of the rooms wide.
“The Hwang family enjoys a first-rate homestead don’t you think?” said Jae-wook.
“They work all those paddies out back and have their hands in half the shops in town. See those
two men in western suits?”
Jae-wook pointed to two men in the middle of the courtyard smoking cigarettes.
“Nephews. One owns a grocery and is always traveling to Seoul. The other is in the local
government.”
Jae-wook guided Sang-min across the compound to a large room with many sliding
doors. They sat on the portico to remove their shoes. Jae-wook placed hwan notes in Sang-min’s
hand. “So you can make an offering.”
They stood, and Jae-wook opened a door. He put a hand in the small of Sang-min’s back
and his mouth close to Sang-min’s ear. “You must be your most charming.”
Jae-wook and Sang-min went first to the closed coffin where they made bows and
offerings. After a time, they turned to where on the floor in mourning dress of white hemp sat the
three daughters from the first wife, nieces, nephews, sons-in-law, and Hwang’s widow, pulled
back hair accentuating the delicacy of her face.
Hyo-chu stood and bowed. They sat, Sang-min facing Hyo-chu at two meters with Jaewook between them back a little. Rice cakes, fresh autumn kimchi, and meat from a young dog
appeared, along with tea. Hyo-chu thanked Sang-min for his presence. Sang-min extended
condolences. There was talk of the weather, affairs of the village. Hyo-chu spoke in a low voice
of moderate pitch.
“My cousin tells me you recite poetry.”
Sang-min felt his face warming.
Jae-wook said, “Don’t be bashful now. Give us some lines from Kim So-wol.”
“’Azaleas’ is my favorite,” said Hyo-chu.
Sang-min put aside bowl and chopsticks. He knew the poem, everyone knew it. Jae-wook
nodded. The words to the first verse came. “When you leave, / weary of me, / without a word I
shall gently let you go.” Sang-min evoked the second verse. “From Mount Yak / in Yongbyon / I

shall gather armfuls of azaleas / and scatter them on your way.”
“So melancholy,” said Hyo-chu. “So lovely.”
Jae-wook laughed. “Okay, Sang-min, we’ll let you off the hook for now.”
Afterward, in the courtyard, Sang-min and Jae-wook lit cigarettes.
“That went very well,” said Jae-wook. “They’re taken with you.”
“Yes,” said Sang-min, peering into the mountains.
Jae-wook followed his gaze. “Sang-min, there’s nothing up there. Your future is here.”
The nephew who owned a grocery and wore a western suit approached, bowed to Sangmin, and said, “Welcome, uncle.”
Jae-wook said, “Please, no bad jokes at this time.”
The grocer laughed addressing himself to Sang-min. “When Hyo-chu came here as
Hwang’s wife, I called her aunt even though she was ten years younger. Now I’ll be calling you
uncle. But you strike me as a man we can rally around. I’ll be happy to show you the ropes.”
When they were alone again, Jae-wook said, “See that. He’s a joker but he likes you.
Inside, didn’t you see the faces of the nieces and nephews? Even Hwang’s daughters swooned as
you recited from ‘Azaleas.’”
“’Azaleas’ is beautiful,” said Sang-min. “Do you know the last two verses?”
“Of course,” said Jae-wook and recited the third verse. “Step by step / on the flowers
placed before you / tread lightly, softly as you go.”
Sang-min recited the final verse. “When you leave / weary of me, / though I die, I’ll not
let one tear fall.”
Days shortened, and morning earth frosted. Eun-mi chased the communal spirit for
making winter kimchi, enlisting Kyung-wan and Hana to join her and Sang-min in soaking and
pasting the cabbage leaves with salt and red pepper, and layering them in earthen jars. The days
closed with cold hands, red faces, runny noses, and broad smiles. Sang-min worked at other
chores to prepare for the great cold. Numerous trips to the hills with the back carrier and Kyungwan filled the outbuilding with firewood. The remaining root crops were dug out and secured in
a small cellar.
One morning near the end of November, Sang-min rose early, crossed the road, and
washed in the cold waters of the spring. He put on a clean shirt, brushed his padded jacket, and
departed for the village. The mourning period for Hwang had passed; the nephews wanted a
parley.
Sang-min sat in a room in the Hwang compound with Jae-wook and the two nephews
he’d seen before. Jae-wook said, “There are some concerns and it’s best to speak frankly.” The
nephews nodded. “The family worries you might barge in where you know nothing and start
giving orders, try to take over.”
Sang-min shook his head. “I see my position as a student in the household.”
The nephew who was a grocer laughed. “Well said. But let’s talk about the woman.”
“Eun-mi,” said Jae-wook. “You can’t be going back to see her. They don’t want you
following in old Hwang’s footsteps. They want someone responsive to the business and faithful
to Hyo-chu.”
“I understand that,” said Sang-min.
The grocer put a hand on Sang-min’s back. “Hey, we’re getting too serious. Let’s get
some food in here. Some soju.”
Sang-min stayed until early evening. The children were asleep when he picked his way

around the sharp corner, dropped down to the farm, and slid open the door to the second room.
He sat in the dark feeling Eun-mi’s eyes.
“I leave in the morning.” There was much to do, he explained. Formal meetings. Tour the
Hwang holdings. Learn their business ventures. Hyo-chu wanted a proper wedding with all
preliminary ceremonies.
“Let’s not talk about that now,” said Eun-mi.
Sang-min shed his outer clothes, shed his long underwear, and slid under the blankets.
Eun-mi touched his arm then his chest as she had so often. Sang-min turned to her and Eun-mi
took him in coition with embraces and kisses. As the urgency increased and the point of
withdrawal approached, Eun-mi said, “Ah, Sang-min, hold off. A little longer.”
In the morning, Sang-min and Eun-mi sat on the floor of the first room with Kyung-wan
and Hana. Eun-mi put aside her chopsticks and clapped her hands. She had an announcement:
Sang-min was moving to the village to live with Hyo-chu and the Hwang family.
She had a small speech: through three seasons, from planting to harvest to winter kimchi,
Sang-min had been friend and benefactor. Thanks to him, their root cellar and wood bin were
full, and they had no fear of winter.
Hana interrupted with excitement in her voice. “You’re going to live with Hye-su and the
great Hwang family?”
Eun-mi lost the thread of her speech then fell to laughter. Sang-min laughed too but
Kyung-wan tumbled his rice bowl and crossed to the door, sliding it open and bolting before
Eun-mi could intervene.
“Well,” she said, “that didn’t go as planned. One has a tantrum and the other thinks
you’re marrying a chicken.”
Eun-mi gathered the remains of the meal and scooted to the portico. Slipping into rubber
shoes, she stepped down to the kitchen. Sang-min repaired to the second room to gather his
knapsack and few belongings. He sat on the portico tightening the laces of his old combat boots,
then stood, shouldered the knapsack, and walked toward the kitchen.
He looked about but saw no sign of Kyung-wan. Hana was running in circles, outside
arm raised, inside arm down.
In the dimness of the kitchen, back to the doorway, Eun-mi tended the stove. Her
shoulders heaved once and Sang-min’s right hand tightened on the knapsack strap.
“Sang-min,” Eun-mi said without turning. “What? Are you still here? It’s time to run
along.”

Economic Forecasting
- Lois Greene Stone
Have you ever thought about your freedom of choice? How we accept or reject outsiders'
viewpoints is really 'choice'. A trade theorist, Dr. Ravi Batra, warned us of doom unless we
followed his personal list of reforms. In his book The Great Depression of 1990, he insisted that
we create "a new society" or be aware that devastation would ensue.
We've heard 'new society' before and have seen, through photographers' pictures, the
ironies of societal classes. John Florea's Nordhausen photo captured, as far as his lens would
allow in April 1945, bodies of slain laborers and indicated what a 'new order' represented for
many. Margaret Bourke-White's camera in Johannesburg in 1950 caught two Black gold-miners
at the time when apartheid was new.
We once wondered if George Orwell's 'fantasy' book projecting 1984 could ever
materialize. Yes, it could and does. Big Brother tracks via the computer; video as well as audio
bugging gadgets abound, and some companies have mandatory lie-detector testing prior to
employment – devices which stem from the magic of technology. Few thought that decades-ago
Buck Rogers comics, with a man on the moon, would become reality. Dr. Frankenstein's monster
heralded organ transplants.
Had my parents little faith in society or government, they wouldn't have married in 1930
and reproduced. Their vision of life was more grey than black-and-white. Living meant pain as
well as pleasure. Peace and contentment was not selective; honesty was not always rewarded but
one's conscience dictated practicing the former; life wasn't fair, it merely was.
Seeing the carrot in my little-girl Victory Garden, and not the dirt that nourished it,
became my vision also. I played with radium jewelry that glowed in dark closets, had silk stars
[indicating a family member in the armed service overseas] displayed on my bedroom window
panes, saved fat and tinfoil for the war effort, wrote on photographed V-mail that was censored,
but I also went roller skating at a recreation rink, put polio fears behind me as I swam in public
pools, was in awe at the clever radio antenna that rotated between the two front car windows on
our 1941 Buick sedan, closed my eyes on Saturday mornings and listened to radio's "Let's
Pretend" while I played out mind-pictures. During air-raid warning sounds, and school hallway
drills when each student curled up like a fetus, I grew and learned and dreamed.
Yes, I know that credit ratings today are exposed by a flick of fingers on magnetized
disks but I also could replace my cumbersome manual typewriter for a personal computer.
Graves continue to hold human remains of soldiers/civilians battling for territorial lines, but
space exploration is a wonder, polio is seldom mentioned, CAT scans and Magnetic Resonance
Imaging have made viewing internal body organs more sophisticated than X-rays, robots remove
some repetitive manual labor, a few countries have bullet-trains, and the Concorde plane once
soared at unprecedented speed and might again.
So we've choices about the proverbial half empty or half full glass. I'd rather be futureoriented and anticipate whatever wonders I can imagine. Even during the 'big war', we had zoot
suits, flagpole sitters, piano recitals, future image of television.
We can allow projected economic upheavals to overwhelm and terrify us, or look at the
future the way Neil Armstrong did from his lunar spot; I'll always see the orange carrots I
planted rather than the dirt that grew them. How about you?

Abandoned Hives
- Elizabeth Holleman
Death stalks the garden around me:
honeysuckle twines crepe myrtle
curling yellow leaves fall
on the abandoned hives.
My grandchildren won’t know bees,
won’t taste honey on toast
when it disappears
they will not know it existed.
Will there be flowers without bees?
I tell myself it might not matter
if there is no color in the border
or color in nature. Most won’t notice,
impossible to imagine.

The Church Service
- Edward Ahern
In between singing and praying
and chanting and preaching
is silence.
And in that stillness we overhear
the rustling of demons uncomfortable
in hypocrisy.
Under the fancy-dressed pieties
are the soiled linens of
our weaknesses
that we fear or relish repeating,
that infiltrate our thoughts even
while praying.
The evils of our being writhe
unearthed on the bare soil of
our devotion.

The Mellow Season
- Carole Mertz
Ah, now comes the mellow season,
Marks its time with jackdaws caws.
Autumn with its rusty reason
Offers forth its season’s laws.
Now no more the pretty laces,
Florals found along the way.
Brackish forms in darker traces,
Longer shadows, shorter day.
Autumn wears its gown of orange
Trampling out the summer’s green.
Skunks and jays and squirrels forage,
Welcome soon a wintry scene.

Blind
- Dennis Vannatta
“There she is!” Bud Drabble said, jumping up from his desk and running over to the front
door. Quick as he was, by the time he got there, the woman ‒ running shorts, halter top,
sunglasses, long blond hair in a ponytail flouncing out of the gap at the back of her Under Armor
ball cap ‒ was already past the sheriff’s office. Bud pressed the side of his face to the glass in the
door and strained to see in the direction she had gone, north toward Main Street. Earl Burdette
watched him until he sighed and returned to his desk.
“She’s out of your league, Bud,” Earl said.
“Well, she’s out of your league, too,” Bud said.
Earl was about to say she wasn’t out of his league, she was out of his generation ‒ Earl
being in his forties while Loren Whisnut was in her early twenties ‒ but Bud went on, “You
know she runs down every street in town? Every single one.” He said it like it was an accusation.
“She has to,” Earl said. “Hell, you can run from one end of Prospect to the other in five
minutes. If you wanted to get a decent run in, you’d have to run down every street in town
probably two or three times.”
“Hnh,” Bud grunted doubtfully.
He seemed to be thinking about this, which in itself kept Earl’s attention because Bud,
Earl’s lone deputy, so rarely seemed to think at all. Then Bud snapped his fingers and said, “I
almost forgot. John Wood told me to tell you to come over and see him.”
No doubt Bud had been “patrolling” over on Washington Street (i.e., trying to catch a
glimpse of Loren jogging on that side of town) when John Wood came out of his house and
flagged him down.
“John said he wanted to see me? What about?”
“He said he was scared.”
“Scared?”
Earl drove to John’s house. As it wasn’t even nine o’clock, it seemed an odd time of day
to be scared. Earl tried to think if he’d ever in his life been scared. Then it came to him: yes,
sure, many, many times. And not so long ago. After his wife, LeAnn, left him, he’d go home to
his empty house and know that he was going to drink himself into unconsciousness, do that and
absolutely nothing else, he was all alone and there was no one in the wide world who was going
to fill even one little corner of his aloneness.
Every night, every night, he was terrified, could hardly breathe, drank straight from the
bottle because he couldn’t keep his hands steady enough to pour bourbon into a glass as if he had
the DTs, which he didn’t because he always had plenty of booze, dry county be damned. Panic
attacks, a doctor probably would have called them, but Earl knew that was just a fancy way of
saying he’d been scared.
What on earth did John Wood have to be scared of, though, at not quite nine o’clock in
the morning? But as he was getting out of his car in front of John’s house, Earl remembered. Uh
oh. He hoped it wasn’t that.
Earl had just raised his fist to knock when the door came open.
“Come on in, Burdette,” John said.
If there was such a thing as a hermit living in the middle of town, John Wood was it.
How long had it been since Earl had seen him? Years and years. Earl thought of him as middle-

aged, a rangy, muscular man ‒ formidable, in fact. John didn’t suffer fools gladly, and if you
weren’t a fool, he didn’t have much use for you, either. Maybe living his life as a bachelor had
done that to him. Or maybe he’d lived his life as a bachelor because that’s the way he was.
John didn’t look formidable now, though, and he didn’t look middle-aged. Earl guessed
him to be around sixty, but he looked much older, not rangy but gaunt, gray, stooped, moving
hesitantly and jerkily as if halfway through each step he realized he was going the wrong
direction. It was his eyes, though ‒ sunken, darting, haunted. The same eyes that stared back at
Earl from the mirror in the bad days when he’d first given up drinking and wasn’t sure what he
had to live for if he didn’t have drink. There were times when the question occurred to him even
now.
John led him into the living room, and Earl headed to the chair opposite the sofa to sit
down; but John kept right on going through the living room, down the hall, and out onto the
screened-in back porch, Earl following.
John put his finger to his lips although Earl wasn’t saying anything. Then, very slowly, he
pushed open the screen door that led to the back yard. He eased himself out onto a small outer
porch, peaking around the doorjamb to his left, to the west. He motioned Earl to come on.
Earl joined him on the little porch, crowded right up against him.
John nodded toward the west. “I told you,” he said. “I told you.”
“You haven’t told me shit,” Earl said, trying to see over John’s shoulder what the old boy
was looking at. Then he saw. Aw, hell.
The Porbecks lived in the house next to John’s, but there was nothing to obstruct John’s
view on across the Porbecks’ yard to the next house. And there he was, sitting in a straightbacked wooden chair on the porch, head back, pale face shining in the morning sun. His eyes
were closed, and it looked like he might be sleeping, or praying. Of course there was no reason
for him to have his eyes open. Open, closed, what difference did it make to Chase Mulligan?
“I told you,” John said. He turned and headed back into the house, releasing the screen
door as he squeezed past Earl, and Earl caught it and closed it very slowly, very carefully.
“He wants to kill me,” John said.
“Who?” Earl asked, but John didn’t bother answering, and Earl said, “What makes you
say that?”
“You can tell.”
“How?”
“You can tell,” John said again, and Earl said, “But how?”, and John said, “You saw it
yourself. The way he was sitting ‒ facing this way. Facing my house.”
“Probably just wanted to be facing the sun.”
“Why? So he could see it?” John laughed bitterly.
“Has he threatened you verbally?”
“I haven’t spoken a word to Chase Mulligan in ten years, nor he to me.”
“Okay, well, has he chucked rocks in your direction? Aimed a gun this way?”
John snorted. “Aimed a gun. That’s a good one.”
“Thanks for the compliment.”
Earl was sitting in that lone chair in the living room, John on the sofa, listing a little to
one side as if he didn’t have the strength to sit upright.
Earl scratched the side of his nose, thinking, then said, “Look, John, I’m no head doctor,
no psychologist, but I don’t have to be to figure out what’s going on here. This is guilt. You’ve

lived with the guilt for ten years, lived here all by yourself with the pressure building, the guilt
getting to you until finally you think the best thing would be if you just died, and you think it’d
only be fair ‒ psychologically or morally, I don’t know ‒ only fair that Chase Mulligan be the
one to kill you.”
John seemed to be considering this a moment. Then he straightened up and said, “I don’t
feel guilty about a fucking thing. The damn kid shouldn’t have ducked.”
Earl drove back to the office. The first thing he’d do, he decided, would be to check his
files. He knew the John Wood-Chase Mulligan thing happened around ten years ago. It wouldn’t
surprise him if it was ten years ago to the day. Yes, he bet that’s what it was. It’d happened
exactly ten years ago, and that’s what had caused John to go off the deep end. Psychologically
speaking.
August, what was today, the 12th? Might have been. For sure it was summer John had
called the office several times already about “those goddamn punks” ‒ Chase Mulligan and his
buddies, twelve or thirteen at the time, old enough that getting into trouble was more fun than
watching cartoons on TV ‒ pulling up his tomato vines, letting the air out of his tires, putting dog
shit in his mailbox, nuisance stuff, could be a lot worse, but Earl could see how it’d wear on you,
especially a guy with John’s temperament. Earl talked to the boys, and of course they denied
everything. He drove by John’s place at odd hours, even spent half of one night sitting in his car
to see if he could catch the boys in the act, but no luck. What else could he have done?
It was on the back porch that it happened. Night. August 12th? Summer for sure. John
heard something at the back of his house. Came out on the back porch at the same time that “the
assailants,” as he called them, were coming in. He leveled his shotgun at them, and the other two
turned to run, which is what he’d expected all three of them to do. “It was just rock salt,” John
explained. “I thought it’d be like one of those comedy shows on the television, Andy Griffith, one
of those, where you’d shoot ‘em on their behind with rock salt and they’d jump and holler.
Comical. And they’d learn a lesson out of the deal. That’s what I thought. The Mulligan kid,
though, he didn’t run. He ducked.”
Ducked right into the blast from six feet away. Took most of the skin off his face and
both eyes. Earl talked to folks who claimed they could hear Chase screaming from three blocks
away. People were lining up at the sheriff’s office offering to testify against John. It was the only
time in the history of the county that a defendant was granted a change of venue, with Earl’s
approval. “It’s not a matter of a fair trial,” he argued. “It’s a matter of John Wood not getting
drug out of the courtroom and lynched.”
Local sentiment was for conviction but the smart money was on acquittal because in
Arkansas when push comes to shove folks are going to line up behind the NRA and a man’s right
to defend his property. The trial was held in Yell County. It took one day, and John was
acquitted.
A few expressed surprise that John came back to Prospect and took up like nothing had
happened, but most said it was exactly what they’d expected from that obstinate cuss. The
shocker was the Mulligans, when Chase finally got discharged from Children’s Hospital in Little
Rock, staying right where they were, two houses down from the man who’d taken their son’s
eyes. But Lloyd Mulligan had a good job working for Whisnut Construction, and good jobs
didn’t grow on trees. Besides, Chase spent most of his time in the School for the Blind in Little
Rock. He’d graduated a few years ago and was back living at home. Earl never saw him. It was
like there were two hermits living on Washington Street.

It hadn’t been August 12th but July 26th. Probably the date had no significance at all.
Earl felt let down somehow.
Earl put the John Wood file back in the file cabinet. They should have all their files on
computer. He’d tried to get Bud to start doing it a few years ago, but it was like trying to teach
an armadillo to play piano.
“Bud.”
“Yo.”
“You ever see that boy, Chase Mulligan, out on the street, out and about?”
“Who?”
Bud was standing at the front door with his face pressed against the glass, looking north
up the street toward Main.
“Chase Mulligan.”
“Chase Mulligan. You mean that kid that got his eyes shot out? Yeah, I saw him before
he got shot. Not a bad looking kid. Kind of a punk, though.”
“I mean have you seen him recently.”
“Chase Mulligan? I saw him in a car once. His momma was driving him. He didn’t look
that bad to me. There are uglier people around. I didn’t get a close-up look, though.”
Bud hadn’t looked away from the window once during the exchange. Earl watched him a
moment, then said, “She’s finished running for today, Bud.”
“She runs in the afternoon, too.”
“The only time she did that was back in June when we had that cool spell. Besides, it’s
not even ten o’clock yet. You plan on standing there all day?
Bud didn’t answer. He didn’t move, either.
Earl let Bud take the early lunch, so it was close to one o’clock before he got to the Y’All
Come Inn. Ron Metralier was still there, though, starting on his second piece of pie. Since he’d
given up drinking, Ron craved sweets. It hit people that way, sometimes. Since Earl gave up
drinking, he didn’t crave anything but a drink.
“That John Wood-Chase Mulligan thing happened before you got here, didn’t it?”
Ron was a lawyer. He and his wife, Sarah, moved from Little Rock to Prospect a halfdozen years ago for the small-town life. After a few years Sarah decided she didn’t care much for
small-town life. Didn’t care much for Ron, either. They split, and Ron took to drink. Now he was
taking to pie.
Ron thought a minute. “Something about those names rings a bell, but I can’t put my
finger on it. Tell me.”
Earl told him the whole story, including his visit to John Wood that morning. He liked to
talk cases over with Ron, who was the closest thing Earl had to a friend. Despite the differences
in their backgrounds, their lives had followed similar paths: marriage, settling in Prospect,
divorce, drinking, on the wagon, trying to find some reason to stay on it. Earl had gone through
each stage a little before Ron. He told him he was flattered Ron had decided to pattern is life
after his, and Ron said, “I’m waiting until you score with Scarlett Johansson so I can look up her
sister.”
Earl didn’t know who Scarlett Johansson was, but he got the idea. “I’m just waiting to
score the next issue of Hustler,” he said, and they both laughed like men who didn’t much enjoy
laughing.
After Earl finished telling him about John and Chase, Ron said, “All I know for sure is if

someone is going to take it into his head to kill me, I’d want him to be blind.”
Earl had half hoped that Ron would have some helpful advice for him, but no such luck.
Not that Earl was worried about Chase throwing down on John. If anything, it was just the
opposite. A scared man was a dangerous man, and if there was no good reason for it, that just
made it worse. John had always had a little bit of a screw loose. And, hell, he’d already shot
Chase once. But what could Earl do?
He started to ask Ron that very question, then decided there wasn’t any point, then heard
himself saying, “Why do people run anyway?”
Ron shook his head. “Pal, as Cicero once said, you done segued into a non-sequitur.”
Earl told him about Loren, Bud Drabble watching her from the office window.
Ron pushed his plate away, still one or two good forkfuls of coconut-cream pie on it.
“I feel sorry for the guy,” he said.
“Who,” Earl said, “Chase Mulligan or Bud Drabble?”
“Yes.”
Earl had no sooner gotten to the office the next morning than he got a call from John,
who wanted him to come right over.
John met him at the door. “You said you needed proof before you could do anything.
Well, here it is.”
He shoved a handful of papers at Earl. They stood in the open doorway as Earl looked at
them: plain typing paper, each page with a single sentence on it.
It’s coming, John.
Better watch your back, John.
Living well is the best revenge, John.
Any day now, John.
“I been finding them in my mailbox, one every few days.”
“Why didn’t you show me these yesterday?”
John shrugged. “I guess I didn’t want to admit the young bastard was getting to me.”
“Well, you already told me you were scared.”
Another shrug.
Earl glanced through them again. “Hm. Well, none of them is an outright threat.”
“What about the revenge one? What about that?”
“’Living well is the best revenge’? Actually, that’s just the opposite of a threat. That
means he’s not going to do anything. Just aggravate the hell out of you by enjoying life.”
“Bullshit. So you’re not going to do anything.”
“I didn’t say that. I’ll go talk to him.”
“You do that. Light a fire in his tail.”
“You already tried that with rock salt.”
Earl went straight over to the Mulligans before he lost his nerve. Dee Mulligan, Chase’s
mother, answered his knock. He told her he hated like anything to bother her, especially with
something to do with John Wood, but, well… He showed her the papers, said John had found
them in his mailbox and thought that Chase was responsible for putting them there, thought
Chase was threatening some sort of revenge.
Dee didn’t say a word to him, just handed back the papers and disappeared into the house
without even closing the door. Earl stood there. Then she came back with what Earl at first took
to be a little picture frame. This is what my baby looked like before, she was going to say,

showing the photo of her little boy before he ducked into John Wood’s shotgun blast. But it
wasn’t a picture frame. It was a grid-like affair, a plastic frame with wires running from side to
side.
“This is how Chase writes,” she said, running her finger along a wire. “His letters aren’t
always too neat, but his lines are always straight across the page. Not like this mess,” she said,
gesturing at the papers with disgust.
“Oh,” was all Earl could think to say.
“I’ll bet that John Wood, that monster, I’ll bet that John Wood wrote those himself.”
Now that Earl thought about it, that did seem a possibility.
“I don’t guess Chase would like to talk to me about this himself,” Earl said.
“You guessed right.”
Bud was sitting at his desk when Earl got back to the office. Earl had sent him to Jim
Puncheon’s farm. Jim had called Earl last night about somebody dumping a pickup load of trash
on his pasture. Bud didn’t even look up when Earl stood there over him.
“What did you find, Bud?”
“Trash.”
“Anything to identify who dumped it?”
“No. Just trash.”
“I mean, no envelope with an address on it, nothing like that?”
“Trash.”
“Did you at least tell Jim you checked things out?”
“Yes. I know my job.”
“I never said you didn’t. Hell, now, what put a bug up your butt today? Missed out on
seeing our fair maiden, Loren Whisnut, maybe?”
“I saw her.”
“Ah. Want to tell me about it?”
“I kinda want you to take a flying fuck at yourself.”
Earl felt his face get hot. Before he could decide whether to climb straight over the desk
to kick his ass or take the long way around, Bud went on, “I know what you think of me.”
“What I think of you?”
“Yeah. I know. You think I’m ugly.”
“What in the living hell are you…? No, Bud, I think you’re dumb as a sack of turds, but I
don’t ‒
“You think I’m ugly. I know.” Bud had been sitting, staring down at his hands, but now
he looked up at Earl and squared his shoulders. “I had dates in high school. I had some dates. I
can prove it, too. There’s a picture in the high school yearbook of me and Janine Spears at the
senior prom.”
“I don’t doubt it for an instant, Bud. It never crossed my mind that ‒”
Bud shot up from his chair, stalked out of the office, got into his pickup parked across the
street and sat there.
Down at the Y’All Come Inn for lunch, Earl tried to talk to Ron about John and Chase
but especially about Bud, but Ron wasn’t in the mood. Earl didn’t like that look; he’d seen it
before. “You’re not looking so good.”
Shrug.

“You’re drinking again.”
“No.”
“Oh. You want to drink again. That’s worse. Want to talk about it?”
“No. I need to go to a meeting. I’m going tonight.”
There was an AA meeting every Wednesday night in Marseilles, the county seat. Earl had
gone a couple of times when he was still trying to convince LeAnn that their marriage was
fixable, but the meetings hadn’t worked and neither had the marriage. Everybody was different,
though. If the meetings helped Ron, God’s speed to him.
Earl was finally asleep that night when a call on his cell phone woke him. It was Ron.
“It didn’t help. I’m hurting pretty bad.”
“You want me to come over there, or do you want to come here?”
“I’d better come to your place.”
That was because Ron had a bottle of Johnny Walker Red at his house. Some fool at an
AA meeting said he always kept a bottle of booze at his house because it made him feel strong to
be able to withstand the temptation. “That’s a man doomed to fall off the wagon and get run
over by the front wheels and back, too,” Earl had said, but Ron had thought it sounded like a
good idea. Now he was running like Johnny Walker was coming for him with a two-bladed ax.
They drank coffee and talked a little, but mostly they watched TV.
“I’m sorry I don’t have any porn,” Earl said.
Ron replied, “I’m so lonely I can hardly stand it. I miss Sarah so.”
“I don’t really miss LeAnn all that much anymore. I’m kind of in that stage where I can
hardly believe she was ever here, that I ever had a family.”
“Is that better?”
Earl took a drink and was momentarily disconcerted that it was coffee. This was a
conversation that cried out for bourbon. But they stayed off the booze, and they made it through
the night.
The next morning Earl told Ron about John and Dee Mulligan and that odd encounter
with Bud.
“Let’s go over there,” Ron said.
They got into Earl’s Tahoe, drove to Washington Street and parked at the end of the
block leading to the Wood and Mulligan places.
They sat there awhile. Then Ron said, “I never really looked close. Is he really ugly?”
“Who? Oh, Bud? I don’t know. I don’t spend a lot of time looking at him. I guess with
something like that it’s what he thinks that counts.”
They sat there a long time. People started coming out of their houses, leaving for work.
They’d drive by Earl and Ron. Some waved.
Earl dozed off. It’d been a long night.
He came awake with a start, Ron exclaiming, “I’ll be goddamned. Will you look at that?”
Down the street, Loren was turning onto the sidewalk from the walkway leading to the
Mulligans’ front door. She must have just come out of the house. Right behind her was Chase.
She took his hand and guided him onto the sidewalk. Then, still holding his hand, almost pulling
him along, she led him up the sidewalk at a slow jog. Her long tanned legs pumped up and down,
and her blond pony tail, glowing in the bright morning sun, bounced up and down, left and right.
When they came opposite John Wood’s house, they seemed to slow even more ‒ or was
that just Earl’s imagination? They came on toward Earl and Ron.

Ron seemed overcome. “My God, my God, my God,” he said in perfect rhythm with
Loren’s bouncing hair. “How wonderful. How wonderful wonderful wonderful!”
Ron’s enthusiasm was so infectious that Earl was just about to say, Yes, maybe there’s
hope for us all. But at that moment Ron grabbed his arm and said, “Wait. Do you think that’s the
revenge right there? I mean, to have nothing, nobody in your life and know you never will, and
then to look out your window and see that. Can you imagine it?”
Loren and Chase were almost on them. Earl turned his head away and closed his eyes.

Too Awesome For Words
- James Knoll
I get really tired of the overuse and misuse of some words. How many people, for
instance, have really experienced something 'awesome’? Most likely it was barely even 'cool.’
“We watched an awesome movie last night.” “The basketball game was awesome.” “You were
awesome!” “She’s got this awesome new tattoo.” “My new smartphone is totally awesome.”
Gimme a break. The current population is either in a state of near-perpetual awe, or in a
state of a complete lack of awe. What’s more likely is that the word’s meaning has greatly
devalued. Shouldn’t awe be reserved for some thing – or some happening – that you can barely
even find words to talk about?
There are, of course, times when it certainly could have been used in history but was
omitted. For instance, Jesus is credited in the Bible with thirty-seven miracles ‒ yet the word
‘awesome’ isn’t ever used in their description. Maybe healing people from a sickness or
increasing a fish catch or casting out the occasional demon doesn’t qualify for awesome, but
what about walking on water, feeding a massive crowd of 5,000 with five loaves of bread and
two small fish? Not to mention bringing Lazarus back from the dead? Awesome indeed!
I’m just messing with you, of course. They couldn’t use the word because it didn’t come
into the language until the late 16th century as a way of saying ‘filled with awe.’ But back then it
referred more to feelings of acute fear or dread. So people who used ‘awesome’ were likely
saying, “It’s a thing that sends ‘shivers down my spine’.”
There are situations where ‘awesome’ is still understood in this earlier sense, such as
when used in religious commentary, or deployed by, say, a physicist when describing the
immensity and power of the solar system. But the stunted sense of the word has crowded the
field.
A week ago at Mass the gospel was about the Transfiguration, which was when Jesus
took Peter, James and John to the top of a mountain where he glowed radiantly, Moses and
Elijah appeared, and God announced that the disciples needed to listen to his beloved Son. I’m
betting the experience called up the original ‘shivers down my spine’ definition of awesome for
Peter, James and John.
Not once did Father Tom use the word awesome in his homily, though, even as he talked
about “mountain top experiences”, which, he suggested, are happening around us all the time in
daily epiphanies and moments of everyday grace. For example, he said, he’d experienced one
when he glanced down from the altar to see, in the front pew, a two-year-old boy gently plant a
kiss on his infant brother.
I left Sacred Heart intent on being open to any mountain top experiences that might come
my way during the week. Well, I didn’t have to look far. When I got home my dog, Arlo, trotted
up with his tail all a wag and licked and rubbed up against me my like I’d been gone a week
instead of just two hours. Many mountain top experiences followed throughout the week ‒ in
sharing poems and music; getting a gift cantaloupe from our over-the-alley neighbor, Gloria;
singing and laughing with my friends at Medicalodge nursing home in Frontenac; slowly
following a dust devil up the dirt road between Dunkirk and Capaldo; sharing a sigh with Linda
as we watched an abalone sunset; and smiling at the transfigured, full, March moon while
singing “That’s Amore” to Arlo at 6 a.m.
If you’re not into the ‘mountain-top experience’ connotation of these kinds of things,
another way to say it might be, “Boy, that sure made my day.” Or this way, as put forth by writer

Kurt Vonnegut: “My Uncle Alex, who is up in heaven now, said one of the things he found
objectionable about human beings was that they so rarely noticed it when times were sweet. We
could be drinking lemonade in the shade of an apple tree in the summertime, and Uncle Alex
would interrupt the conversation to say, "If this isn't nice, what is?"
Getting back to using the word ‘awesome’. I suppose there are exceptions. Like if you
witness the second coming of Christ. Or see an atomic mushroom cloud rising in the distance.
Heck, if that happens, you’ll even be entitled to use the word 'awestruck'. In the meantime, be
cool. Restrain yourself from using ‘awesome.’ Stay with statements like "The band was firstrate.” "I had a darn good cheeseburger.” and “If this isn't nice, what is?”

80 Years of Toilet Paper
- Paul R. Davis
When hair was brown,
and the sun was taken for granted,
I had no thought of toilet paper.
Everything came and went
in continuum, friends never died.
But one day, the clock hiccups
and the calendar turns black;
you stop on your way home
and count the people you know
on just two hands.
When do you bow down
to the incessant ticking,
the running water,
the weariness of money?
I should have bought eighty years
of toilet paper, should have listened
to spring’s first robin,
slept that extra hour.
Now hair is gray,
the sun grabs my throat
and pours out its wisdom.
I have my eighty years of
toilet paper, receipt tucked
safely away, while the days
turn inward, satisfied.

Bear-Proofing the Tent
for Mary Oliver
- Alice Campbell Romano
When death comes
like the hungry bear in autumn
maybe I’ll smell her,
rank and primal, and be warned.
She’ll seize on easy pickings ‒
perhaps I can throw her
a bone?...A breast?
Or, if it’s not much too late,
I’ll build a cache, stone on stone,
of healthy habits, and so postpone her
red-toothed feast on my fatted mind.
It’s nothing personal with the bear,
but still, we resent her ransacking
stores of our accomplishments,
gorging on dreams that fed us once.
Our bodies being ragged tents
too easily assailed, we could begin early
to fill and seal and stack
impervious canned goods:
hard drives, hand-written notebooks,
letters to people we love, so
when death comes
like the hungry bear in autumn
she won’t get it all.

Love Song
- James Knoll
I love you with the kind of love
I’ve had for Cheerios
since I was six.
For old catalpa trees,
fenderless bikes,
and the prize nestled
deep in the Cracker Jack box.
For the branch hanging low
over the farm pond,
the slanted light on corn field stubble,
and the rusted, red tractor working
it’s way down the mile section road.
For kitchen curtains,
grandma’s sewing machine
and dandelion bracelets.
For long walks home
on summer nights with my dog,
the tinsel of starlight
propping my heart open
for something large.

Making Up
- Dick Carmel
I am alone on the plane. No wife. No kids. No deals. Going
overnight for the funeral and a visit to my cousin, Mary Lou. I've avoided
this visit for years, ever since her "accident,” her family winking at the
word. I'm a lawyer who prefers analyzing deals, crafting contracts, and
tracking negotiations. I have a hard time with make-believe. When I read
fairytales to my kids, I pretend I believe, but the last time I lived in
imagination was before law school. These days I want to understand how
things work, instead of how they might. One reason I never let Uncle
Morry know I was in town was that I was uncertain whether I could
successfully pretend I bought the story. The other reason was my unease
for not meeting with Mary Lou that fateful night. But my wife, Valerie,
expects me to attend the funeral, and my memories, reawakened by my
uncle’s death, demand it. I won't see Uncle Morry, as the casket will be
closed, but I will see Mary Lou. Ask forgiveness for not having answered
her call for help so many years ago.
I'm tired of flying to the deal of the month – the hotel for sale in
Dallas, empty projects in Houston between the building booms. Odd, that
a funeral should be a welcome change. I have nothing to work on, nothing
to read, and no way to avoid reflection. I won't attempt to fabricate my
uncle's appearance, or fantasize his voice, or recreate verbatim my
discussion with Mary Lou on that ancient night. Instead, I will seek the
essence.
Here I am at the apartment on the Gold Coast, where my uncle, aunt
and their two children live.
There I am as a teen, during a visit to my uncle's home in Florida.
My Uncle Morry: a man who never smiles; who barks commands like a
sergeant.
Then I summon-up my family's visit to Florida, when we escaped the
snow, and I learned what my uncle already knew: the ocean breeze helps
us forget all fear of the future. We were on the pier at my uncle's home on
an island near Miami. Uncle Morry was talking sex. My dad knew better
than that. He hinted sometimes, but never said the word or even the
euphemisms. Like how the Jews avoid the name of God. He has a name,
but you never speak it aloud. Uncle Morry was breaking the rules. Maybe
he didn't even know them. The afternoon sun had dried the lawn. A breeze
blew toward us from Biscayne Bay, carrying the smell of wet salt. I
looked across the water, empty of cruisers and therefore waves. Uncle
Morry was staring without expression, as though he had such discussions
every day, down at the edge of the pier, watching boats should they
appear, studying the resultant waves. It could be a ritual, like a martini at
dusk. I realized my presence was irrelevant. My uncle wanted to live in
memory. I understood, even then, that reflection is best done in private.

Uncle Morry whispered about how he had been fooling around on a
pile of straw, his hand between the farm girl's legs, pulling down her
pants.
I can't remember the exact sound of Uncle Morry's voice, but I do
remember he was usually barking orders at his wife and kids or yelling at
his partner on the phone. Uncle Morry had my attention, talking sex in the
heat of the sunset. I had my hand against my forehead, sheltering my eyes
against the setting sun and any need to respond. He said they did it
without condoms, frowning, uncertain if I had ever met that word. He said
he didn't knock her up, and avoided the clap, then looked to see whether I
knew those words, as well. It occurred to me that he could have been
shooting blanks. Even at foteen, I knew how to pronounce supposition.
Consider this. Uncle Morry and Aunt Sophie had two kids, Danny
and Mary Lou, each adopted at different times, neither looking like the
other, much less their adoptive parents. They had the best of both worlds,
children of millionaire Jews but able to pass as Gentiles if required.
Danny and Mary Lou were both spoiled, but in different ways. Uncle
Morry gave Danny whatever he wanted, but first Danny had to ask. Mary
Lou got gifts she didn't know existed. Understanding the characters makes
sense of a scene.
These pieces of the past, somewhere over Alabama, so fragmented
they barely qualify as memory, surprise me by their persistence. Have I
succeeded in being different than Uncle Morry? After law school,
marriage, my kids, I rejected memory. Now, I must acknowledge I was
neither the author nor the audience on those visits. Just a bit player. Even
so, I want to understand. If it were all part of a play, then the final act
should contain two scenes – the death of Uncle Morry and this visit to
Mary Lou. I try to pin a date on her call for help, but it has sunk to the
depth of games in the streets when I was a kid, my wedding day, my
wedding night. Memory meanders. When you return to the site, the
footprints are gone.
Mary Lou lived two blocks from the apartment where Val and I
lived. I often passed by her walk-up across from the fancy hotel, but I
never visited, never called, never even considered the proximity of her
existence. I only knew she was there in the abstract, unrelated to my daily
life. Then, on that midweek evening of a mid-summer month before we
moved to the suburbs to have our kids, Mary Lou called. I had just arrived
home and was changing into sweatpants and a pullover, ready to relax,
when the phone interrupted, and she announced her name along with a
nervous laugh. I asked what was new, as though it had only been a few
weeks since we last spoke. When Mary Lou pleaded for a meeting, I could
have asked if something was wrong, invited her to come right over,
suggested she wait while I spoke to Val, or did Mary Lou want to meet
nearby for a coffee or a drink? I could have said almost anything that
might have changed destiny, assuming destiny is susceptible to change,

but instead I had left my lawyer's mind at the office and forgotten about
alternatives. Or was it that I was unconcerned about anyone else?
Instead, I suggested Friday night, allowing Val enough time to shop
and prepare. Mary Lou repeated her request to see me sooner, typical
Mary Lou. Immediate Gratification was her other name. After the call, I
approached Valerie in the kitchen to give her the news about Friday night,
but I failed to say enough to alert her to the ring for help underlying the
telephone call. Maybe I didn't know they were warning bells. Perhaps I
did but ignored their clang. When Friday arrived, Mary Lou didn't show
up. The irresponsible child of a doting millionaire.
The next day, Cousin Judy called from Miami. She was a
transplanted Chicagoan who had moved to Florida to pick up a New York
accent. Unless she had picked up the accent first, and then been forced to
move there. Mary Lou’s own accent might have explained why I missed
the subtext in her call. Judy reported "she" broke her back while climbing
into "her" window. Who, what window, where, how, why, were the
obvious questions. Without mentioning Mary Lou's name, Judy said that
she wanted to surprise her folks, found a ladder and was climbing up to
her room. Okay, now it was obvious. That explained the empty chair at
the Friday night table, but not the fairytale about her climbing in. Mary
Lou was used to doors.
She has been paralyzed ever since. My mother has mentioned her
progress, or its absence, over the years, but I never wrote or called her or
Uncle Morry. Not that I didn't care. Instead, I was afraid of the verdict.
Now I am visiting that other country, invited by my uncle's death, forced
to ponder any connection between whatever Mary Lou needed and her
sudden flight to Miami. Cross-examining myself, I concede it might not
be a mere failure to recognize a connection; rather, it could be a
deliberate refusal to see any link. On redirect, why did she choose the
ladder? The doorbell would have been sufficient surprise.
The Julia Tuttle Causeway surfs from the mainland to Miami Beach,
level with Biscayne Bay, daring the waves every other hurricane as it
hop-skips the intermediate islands. Uncle Morry's home is on one such
island, protected by a gated entrance complete with a guard and electric
arm. But Death had arrived by water, dripping its way up from the pier.
When I arrive, Danny and Aunt Sophie are in the living room,
surrounded by family, friends and Howard, the Black retainer who, in his
early sixties, followed Uncle Morry to Florida ten years earlier. Howard
does not clean house or cook meals, but he knows how to mix a martini,
drives within the speed limit and has forty years of service. Danny
beckons on seeing me, his usual glass in hand, the same red cheeks and
puffy eyes, sitting in the corner of the room, surveying the scene. If I join
Danny, I am in for some whiskeys and water, whatever it takes to keep
him calm. I go to one of the empty chairs that surround Danny like a
barrier reef and say I will have whatever he is drinking, determined to

avoid the usual argument. I sit on the edge of my seat, ready to move
away if he is past his fifth drink, or to lean back if he is just starting.
When I tell him that his father had offered to set me up with an office and
some business if I ever moved down to Florida, I regret my words. I have
no idea what Uncle Morry might have promised Danny, who reaches for
the drink Howard brings for me, says he would have preferred
independence any day, empties my glass in a gulp, wipes his mouth with
the back of his hand, waves the empty glass at Howard, and complains
about his father's constant scolding. I say I never heard Uncle Morry raise
his voice. But that wasn't true. I was there when he yelled at Aunt Sophie,
or cursed the gardener, or argued with any of his tradesmen. What was
true was that my uncle had never shouted at me. Uncle Morry had a voice
like crushed gravel rattling in his throat, so the threat was always there,
but I had never been bruised by the dust.
Danny leans forward, cheeks almost as flushed as his nose, his
tongue thickening his words. I put a hand on my cousin's arm. Two
months older, I have always been able to stop Danny this side of a fight. I
tell him that his father had always expressed his love for him, which
makes Danny slump back in his chair, eyes moistening, denying that his
father ever told him any such thing.
It is time to visit Mary Lou. Danny directs me to the top of the
stairs, flashing the blackened teeth that come from using dentist money
for booze. Mary Lou's second-floor bedroom has a brightly curtained
window overlooking the bay. I see sails moving against the sky. Clouds
overhang the water like leftover smoke from an Everglades fire. Only the
top rung of an imaginary ladder fails to finish the picture. Mary Lou is
propped-up in a double bed that exaggerates her thin frame. She is under
a yellow, cotton blanket meant to disguise her destruction. Once slender,
now she is withered, the blanket draping her legs and her chest, but the
part of her body that shows is tanned, her face vibrant, her hair bleached.
Howard must carry her outside to lie in the sun every day. She surprises
me by smiling. We could be at her parents’ apartment for a long-ago
Thanksgiving or following a mid-winter drive from the snow to the sun.
Or as though she was arriving in my apartment for Friday night dinner
with something to tell and on legs with the strength to say it.
She greets me without referring to our broken date years before, or
to her father's death, or to my decades-long absence, making it easier than
I deserve. She waves away my apology, smiling and patting the edge of
her bed by her teddy bears. I sit next to her, saying I have often thought
about the night of her call, which is a lie. I hadn't started until halfway
through the plane ride, but I believe I should have thought about it, which
means that it will become true if I work at it. I tell her I should have
invited her to come right over, my belief growing stronger, a seed now
watered into recollection. Mary Lou tells me how ashamed she was when
she made that call, prompting me to claim the guilt as solely my own,
against my professional instincts. I touch the blanket on her legs, aware

she is unable to feel my hand.
Mary Lou says she never blamed me, and that her father never
blamed her for what she did. She tells me her father used to come to her
room and sing to her. Uncle Morry had usually barked, even when he
whispered, regardless of whether he was sharing a remembrance of his
first sexual experience, giving unsolicited advice, or telling how his
banker had made him apologize to a secretary he had insulted. I could
reconstruct many tones of Uncle Morry's voice, but not how he sounded
when he sang. It would take an extraordinary effort, but Mary Lou
believes it, and that seems to comfort her. She places her hand over mine,
squeezes, surprising me with her strength. She must exercise daily, her
hands denying company to the rest of her body. She tells me that when her
boyfriend came down after the accident, she told him to go home. What
was the point? She stares at her shrouded legs.
Although I am a lawyer who takes pride in my eloquence, I now
fumble, admitting I never thought there might be a boyfriend. The words
erupt without any forethought. That's no way to practice law.
She smiles and asks me, what did I think? She doesn't say why. So, I
must figure it all out on my own.
The cemetery is above ground, stone walls stacking tombs high
above the sea-soaked soil, avoiding the risk of leaching, offering the
deceased a view of the pastel skyline of the city, even, for those at the
top of the stack, the sight of the ocean beyond. As in the case of the real
estate that supports my standard of living, the customers pay for location.
When the ceremony concludes, I wait until the departure of the family and
friends' limousines – the Bentleys of the newly rich, the Jaguars of money
outliving every recession, and the Cadillacs of the rest of the crowd. Then
I drive my rental back to the airport and catch an earlier flight home,
ready to meld the sense of past and present. I can't be certain my
interpretation of the script will be right, but if it goes unchallenged it
will become the truth.
As an officer of the court and minister of the law, I know that at the
time of Mary Lou's call, long before legal abortion, couples relied on the
pill, or a condom, or even early withdrawal to avoid the issue. The
introduction of a boyfriend to the cast has propelled Mary Lou's play to
its finale. She must have been pregnant. I must acknowledge that truth
and consider the further questions. Had I seen her at once, or if Mary Lou
herself had waited for our Friday night dinner, had I possessed that
empathy, or she that patience, had she then detailed her crisis, what
would I have said? Would I have assured her of her father's forbearance?
Would I have told her of a father who himself once had sex in the straw?
Would she have avoided failing at suicide and succeeding at paralysis? I
am eager to close my eyes when the plane takes off. If I look within,
reconstruct the scene, restage the set and rewrite the dialogue, my
imagination will prevail. I will become the hero.

I am at home from work, following another triumph. What is the
weather? How am I dressed? Which deals have advanced, or at least
avoided disaster? My call.
It is still raining, but the mid-summer sun breaks through the
clouds, providing a setting seeking a rainbow. The rain drools down the
windowpanes. My view is too high above the trees to see their tops,
unless I look down while pressed against the window, or step out onto the
balcony and lean over the railing. Why not? My shoes are already wet
from my walk. As I turn away, a startle of light demands my attention. I
stand motionless, lest my movement, even so far away, smother the
rainbow's breath. At that moment, the phone rings. When I answer, I hear
a voice that permits alternative recognitions, each as likely valid as the
other but, as I am the playwright, so it must be her.
"Mary Lou?"
"I hope I'm not interrupting dinner." Her voice is devoid of both
hope and appetite.
I sniff the mushroom soup and brisket. When it rains, Val cooks
winter meals. "Just got home." I shrug my Burberry onto the bench in the
foyer.
"Jerry, I need to see you."
She needs. Her needs are at the root of her estrangement from her
father. Uncle Morry is used to command and supplication. He dispenses
favors to his children as though he is the rabbi and they the rabble. I have
witnessed these children at their father's altar throughout my youth. I
have not seen Mary Lou for years, not even when she moved to Chicago to
study art and rented an apartment a few blocks from my own. Now she is
on the phone, announcing need.
"If you want some cash, I'll be glad to cover you until your dad can
send a check."
"Not that. I need to see you."
I am anxious to change out of my wet clothes, but she is family.
"Why don't you come right over?" I could suggest we meet at Butch
McGuire's bar a few blocks away, but on a Wednesday night the crowd is
warming-up for the weekend. The Pump Room is across the street from
Mary Lou's apartment, but I have already removed my tie one-handed
while on the phone. I could invite Mary Lou for Friday night dinner, and
let Val demonstrate her skill at roast chicken, but Mary Lou's voice does
not have a Sabbath tone; it has the echo of a deathbed prayer. After we
hang up, I go to the kitchen and give Val the news. She smiles without
question and sets another place. Considering the menu, I feel better about
my decision. The meal will be split three ways. I have never been a fan of
brisket.
Ten minutes later, the doorbell sounds. I ring her up. I hang Mary
Lou's coat in the closet and escort her to the sofa left over from my single
days. I offer her a drink.

"I'd better not. My father will kill me. I want to tell you while I'm
sober."
Mary Lou does not look like she has been drinking. She has
managed to escape the example of her brother. Whether she has a
substitute vice is hidden by a long-sleeved blouse that shields any scars
on her arms. But the visit probably has nothing to do with her reputation
as a teen. She is clear-eyed, and her nose is dry. Then, why is she
squeezing-out her words as though afraid she might be unable to complete
the sentence?
"Okay, you talk, I'll drink." I look away from Valerie's scowl.
"I don't know where to begin."
In my experience, that means she knows exactly where to begin, but
is uncertain from which direction. “Why don’t you tell me what you need,
then we can discuss how to get there."
"What I need is an abortion." She reaches for my glass, grabs it out
of my hand and drains the scotch. "My Dad will kill me."
"Know who the father is?"
Val frowns. But what is more appropriate? Condolences?
Congratulations? Talk about the Cubs? Fatherhood would be at the top of
Uncle Morry's list, once we make the call.
"You could get married. If you knew who, I mean."
Val glares again, as she does whenever I am witless. She is the civil
side of our union.
"Or you could give it up for adoption. You were adopted yourself."
As though out-of-wedlock birthing were hereditary.
Valerie is out of her chair and approaching me.
"Or keep it, raise the baby. Your family can certainly afford it."
There. I've outlined all the options before Val can shut me up. Now,
I merely need to fill-in the details when Valerie sits down.
"He'll kill me."
Again, with the killing. Yell, maybe. Nothing more dramatic than
that. "Why, because you didn't use a condom? You should have been on
the pill."
"I was away for the weekend. I forgot."
That was my cousin, all right. Needy. But forgetting what she
needed.
"Did he ever tell you the one about him in the hayloft?" Probably
not, but she should get to know her father beneath his shouts.
We call Uncle Morry from my apartment. I let Mary Lou tell the
story. I can hear my uncle's voice pinging from the headset like radar
seeking its target, but Mary Lou's shoulders, which press into her ears at
the start of the call, relax during the diatribe. At the end, she is crying,
but smiling, still afloat. She hands me the telephone.
"Would you put her on the plane, Jerry?" Uncle Morry says. There
are no thanks, but no curses, either. My uncle is whispering without hint
of a bark.

I press my eyes even tighter, determined to capture my uncle's tone,
the timbre of his voice, the softness of his words. I can now hear all of
that, create this new reality, and shape the truth to a better resolution. I
grow calm, rewriting the dialogue, reworking the words, detailing the
movements, coloring the costumes and peopling the stage. My head is
beginning to ache. I fight the temptation to relieve the pressure by
opening my eyes. If I keep them closed longer, squeeze even tighter, and
with the utmost sincerity, I might yet see my uncle sing.

Word Play
- Lois Greene Stone
"Don't be sassy," scolded mothers and grandmas generations ago when children were
rude, disrespectful. Now, it also means pert; boldly smart; saucy. Some difference!
Language is like that...and I once thought any word in a dictionary was there forever.
Well, it is, in a way, but meanings vary and new words are added. The term computer, for
example, wasn’t in my school word-reference. Would your ancestors have seen television, jet
plane, video camcorder, laser disk, microwave, compact disk in theirs? Enough. You have the
idea.
During a January 1988 episode of a television show called "Moonlighting", the female
main character met a man on a train; at the hour's conclusion, she'd married the stranger because,
as she'd told her business partner, "I love him." Romantic? More appropriately 'idiotic'. We sure
justify doing weird things by calling upon the word 'love'.
Few could give more than a dictionary or philosophical definition of this emotion, but
temporary escape from dealing with current problems isn't love. Neither is sexual lust, although
one lusts for a loved person. Running from reality into a fantasy is easier than commitment to
share with a person you like. Like. Can you really love without liking personality traits, values,
shared experiences?
If love is so powerful it can solve most problems, how come it seems fleeting even with
marriage contracts? Well, now we get to a word called work. Gross. Work conjures up tedium.
This life is supposed to be fun! Advertisers announce that all the time showing happy
homemakers cleaning work-free ovens with easy sprays; smiling as toilet bowl characters swish
out stains, gaily mopping no-wax floors; and, with hardly any wrist action, singing as spots are
obliterated from walls. One little packet, tossed like only a basketball star could do, fixes
laundry. Any of you readers ever cleaned an oven? Think the greasy, blackened rags and effort is
fun? Could you consider singing if given a mop and scrub-brush and told to tackle real grime?
‘Course not. Love isn't too different: media makes it easy to keep up, but life insists it be
polished and nourished.
Work was/is involved with playing a musical instrument, sports achievements, acting in a
show, lip-synching a song, dancing, so why should it be surprising that love develops slowly and
is based on learning and liking qualities about another?
I never bothered to watch the next episode of "Moonlighting" as I then considered the
character an 'airhead'; she appreciated and shared with her business partner of three years, so to
casually state "I love him" about a really total stranger she impulsively wed was a turn-off for
me.
SAS is in computer books but not in my old, heavy, handed-down from past generations
dictionary. World War II's General Purpose car, with initials GP, became today's Jeep. 'Coke' is
no longer just a soft drink, and 'aids' hardly connotes assisting. Few areas of living are static, so
when you love, grow with it and have it grow with you. As you age, it'll be redefined because
there'll be a past along with a now and future. Enough philosophy. If you're looking for a forever
relationship, it's possible; it merely takes work.

fearmonger
- Annie Stenzel
there I am, suspended in the un-scream I can’t complete
as I flee danger in a nightmare: that lurch takes me
into scant trees where I will not be concealed.
menace comes in too many shapes and sizes
to be neatly categorized, but one thing is certain:
there will always be monsters under the bed.
new fears float in on every tide; the weight of the net
tugs at my shoulders. spill the fresh catch
into the vessel. another school is on its way.

Removal
- Phil Huffy
Such uneven walls,
long abided though aged.
Just look at the old place
a snug place, a small place,
offering solace, a tepid bath,
a quiet meal
and granting the view
out back to familiar scenes.
Some cold comfort came
amid these empty rooms;
warm nights, or lonely ones,
and sunny mornings watching
the street though grimy panes
before exiting
for a day’s endeavors,
emerging to city sounds.
A few secrets will be
left behind, forgotten soon;
some chapters closed
or locked away, abandoned.
They can languish here,
and after some paint
and such, the next along will
come take up the narrative.
First published in Hedge Apple

That Street
- Judy DeCroce
still here…
slow moving
where across the river
tiny grass patches
tended to welcome
tall huddled houses
breaking into sky
neighbors, drunks, gamblers,
and children minded
by everyone
still here…
that street
shabby, broken
tarted up with plastic flowers
but still here

"Keep Calm and Carry On"
- James Mulhern
My grandmother sat on the toilet seat. I was on the floor just in front of her. She brushed
my brown curly hair until my scalp hurt. "You got your grandfather's hair. Stand up. Look at
yourself in the mirror. That's much better, don't you think?"
I touched my scalp. "It hurts."
"You gotta toughen up, Aiden. Weak people get nowhere in this world. Your grandfather
was weak. Addicted to the bottle. Your mother has an impaired mind. Now she's in a nuthouse.
And your father, he just couldn't handle the responsibility of a child. People gotta be strong. Do
you understand me?" She bent down and stared into my face. Her hazel eyes seemed enormous. I
smelled coffee on her breath. There were blackheads on her nose. She pinched my cheeks, and,
reflexively, I pushed her hands away.
"Life is full of pain, sweetheart. And I don't mean just the physical kind." She took a
cigarette from her case on the back of the toilet, lit it, and inhaled. "You'll be hurt a lot, but you
got to carry on. You know what the British people used to say when the Germans bombed
London during World War II?
”No."
"Keep calm and carry on." She hit my backside. "Now run along and put some clothes
on." I was wearing just my underwear and t-shirt. "We have a busy day."
I dressed in the blue jeans and a yellow short-sleeve shirt she had bought me. She stood
in front of the mirror by the front door of the living room, holding a picture of my mother. She
kissed the glass and placed it on the end table next to the couch. Then she looked at herself in the
mirror and arranged her pearl necklace, put on bright red lipstick, and fingered her gray hair,
trying to hide a thinning spot at the top of her forehead. She turned and smoothed her green
cotton dress, glancing at herself from behind. "Not bad for an old broad." She looked me over.
"Come here." She tucked my shirt in, licked her hand, and smoothed my hair. "You'd think I
never brushed it."
Just as she opened the front door she said, "Hold on," and went to the kitchen counter and
put her hand into a glass jar full of bills. She took out what must have been at least thirty singles.
"Here. Give this money to the kiddos next door."
When we were outside, she pushed me towards their house. They were playing on their
swing set in the fenced-in yard. In front of the broken-down house was a yard of weeds. A rusted
bicycle with no wheels lay on the ground. The young pale girl with stringy hair looked at me
suspiciously as I approached the fence. Her brother stood, arms folded, in the background. He
had a mean look on his face and spit.
"This is for you," I said, shoving the money through the chain links. The girl reached out
to grab it, but most of the bills fell onto the dirt.
"Thank you," she said.
As I walked away, her brother yelled, "We don't need no charity from you."
I opened the door of my grandmother's blue Plymouth; she had the air conditioning
blasting, and it was already full of cigarette smoke.
She crossed herself. "Say it with me. 'There but for the grace of God go I.' "
I repeated the words with her, and we drove to her friend Margie's house, not more than
ten minutes away. Margie was a smelly, fat lady with a big white cat which hissed at me. She
always wore the same navy blue sweater and was constantly picking white cat hairs off her

clothes, while talking about the latest sermon, God, or the devil. Nanna told me when they were
young girls, their classmates made fun of her. "Stinky" they called her. And she did smell. Like
urine, and cats, and mothballs.
"Don't let him get out," Margie yelled, as the cat pounced from behind the open door.
"Arnold, don't you dare run away!" She bent over to grab his tail and groaned at the same time.
"My back!"
"Don't worry. I got him." I had my arms wrapped around the white monster. He hissed.
"Why don't you put him in the closet when you open the front door? We go through this
every time," my grandmother said, pushing past her towards the kitchen in the back of the house.
"I gotta sit down. It's hot as hell out there."
Margie placed a tray of ham sandwiches, along with cheese and crackers on the round
grey Formica table. I liked her wallpaper ‒ white with the red outlines of trains. Her husband had
been a conductor; he died when he got squished between two train cars.
"I don't know how I feel about all those miracles Father Tom was going on about."
Margie placed a sandwich on a plate for me with some chips. "What ya want to drink, Aiden? I
got nice lemonade." Her two front teeth were red from where her lipstick had smudged. And as
usual she had white cat hairs all over her blue sweater, especially the ledge of her belly where the
cat sat all the time.
"That sounds good."
She smiled. "Always such a nice boy. Polite. You'll never have any trouble with this one.
Not like you did with Lorraine."
"I hate when you call her that."
"That's her name ain't it?" She poured my grandmother and me lemonade and sat down
with a huff.
"That was my mother's name, her formal name. I've told you a thousand times to call her
Laura."
"What the hell difference does it make?" Margie bit into her sandwich and rolled her eyes
at me.
"Makes a lot of difference. My mother was a crackpot. I named my daughter Lorraine to
be nice."
"Well, Laura is…" I knew Margie was going to say that my mother was a crackpot, too.
"Laura is what?" My grandmother put her sandwich down and leaned into Margie.
"Is a nice girl. She's got problems, but don't we all." She reached out and clasped my
hand. "Right, Aiden?"
"Yes, Margie."
My grandmother rubbed her neck and spoke softly. "Nobody's perfect. Laura's getting
better. She's just got a few psychological issues. And the new meds they have her on seem to be
doing her good. She's a beautiful human being, and that's what's most important. Besides, who's
to say what's normal? My Laura has always been different. One of the happiest people I ever
met." Her eyes were shiny and her face flushed. Her bottom lip trembled. She looked at me.
"Don't you gotta use the bathroom?" She raised her eyebrows. That was her signal.
"Yes, I gotta pee."
"Well, you don't have to get so detailed," she said. "Just go."
Margie laughed hard and farted.
I made my exit just in time, creeping up the gray stairs. The old bannister was dusty. The
rug in the upstairs hall was full of Arnold's hair. I bent down and picked one up to examine it,

then rubbed my pants. Nanna said Margie's room was the last one on the left. Her jewelry case
was on top of her dresser. I took the diamond earrings and opal bracelet Nanna had told me
about. There was also a couple of pretty rings ‒ one a large red stone, the other a blue one. These
and a gold necklace with a cross I shoved into my pockets. Then I walked to the bathroom and
flushed the toilet. I messed up the towel a bit so it looked like I dried my hands in it.
When I entered the kitchen they were still talking about miracles.
My grandmother passed our plates to Margie who had filled the sink with sudsy water.
"Of course there was raising Lazarus from the dead," Margie said. "And then the healing
of the deaf and dumb men. Oh, and the blind man, too," she said raising her hand and splashing
my grandmother.
"Let's not forget about the fish. And the water into wine," my grandmother said.
Margie shook her head. "I don't know, Catherine," She looked down. "It's hard to believe
that Jesus could have done all that. Why aren't there miracles today?" I imagined a fish jumping
into her face from the water in the sink.
My grandmother smiled at me. "Of course there are miracles today. As a matter of fact,
I'm taking Aiden to that priest at Mission church. A charismatic healer is what they call him.
Aiden's gonna be cured, aren't you, honey?"
"Cured of what?" Margie said.
"Oh he's got a little something wrong with his blood is all. Too many white cells.
Leukemia. But this priest is gonna take care of all that."
"Leukemia!" Margie said. "Catherine, that's serious." Margie tried to smile at me, but I
could tell she was upset. "Sit down, honey." She motioned for me to go to the table. "We're
almost done here."
"You gotta take him to a good doctor," she whispered to my grandmother, as if I couldn't
hear.
"I know that. I'm not dumb. God will take care of everything."
We said our goodbyes and when we were in the car, my grandmother said, "Let me see
what you got." I pulled the goods out of my pockets while she unclasped her black plastic
pocketbook. Her eyes lit up.
"Perfect. She isn't lookin', is she?" I looked at the house. Margie was nowhere in sight.
Probably sitting on her rocking chair with Arnold in her lap.
"Now put those in here," she said, nodding towards her bag, and I did.
When we were about to turn onto Tremont Street where the church was, I remembered
the gold necklace and cross. I pulled it out of my back pocket, and my grandmother took it from
me, running a red light. "This would look beautiful on Laura." In a moment, there was a police
car pulling us over.
"Don't say anything," my grandmother said, as we moved to the side of the road. She
looked in the rearview mirror and put her window down.
"Ma'am, you just ran a red light." The policeman was tall with a hooked nose and dark
brown close-set eyes.
"I know, officer. I was just saying a prayer with my grandson. He gave me this gold
cross. I got distracted. I'm very sorry."
He leaned into the car. I smiled.
"Is that a birthday gift for your grandmother?"
"Yes. I wanted to surprise her."
"And he certainly did," she said, patting my knee and smiling at the police officer.

"It's a good thing no cars were coming. You could have been hurt," he said. "That's a
beautiful cross," he added.
My grandmother began to cry. "Isn't it though?" She sniffled.
The officer placed his hand firmly on the edge of the window. "Consider this a warning.
You can go. I'd put that cross away."
"Of course. Of course." She turned to me. "Here, Aiden. Put it back in your pocket."
The police officer waited for us to drive away. I turned and looked. He waved.
"Are you sad, Nanna?"
"Don't be silly." She waved her hand. "That was just an act."
I laughed, and she did, too.
We parked. "I need to get that chalice, Aiden. I read an article in The Boston Globe that
said some people believe it has incredible curing powers. It's a replica of a chalice from long ago,
over 100-years old, with lots of pretty stones on it. Experts say it's priceless. I'm thinking if I
have your mother drink from it, she'll get better and come home to us. Won't that be nice?" She
rubbed my head gently and smiled at me.
I looked away, towards the church where an old man was helping a lady in a wheelchair
up a ramp. "Won't God be angry?"
"Aiden, I'm going to return it. We're just borrowing it for a little while to help your
mother. I think God will understand. Don't you worry, sweetheart."
We entered Mission church. It smelled of shellac, incense, perfume, and old people. It
was hard to see in the musty darkness. Bright light shone through the stained-glass windows
where Jesus was depicted in the twelve or so Stations of the Cross.
"Let's move to the front." My grandmother pulled me out of the line and cut in front of an
old lady, who looked bewildered. "Shouldn't you go to the end of the line?" she whispered
kindly, smiling down at me. Her hair was sweaty and her fat freckled bicep jiggled when she
tapped my grandmother's shoulder. The freckles reminded me of the asteroid belt.
"I'm sorry. We're in a hurry. We have to help a sick neighbor after this. I just want my
grandson to get a cure."
"What's wrong?" she whispered. We were four people away from the priest, who was
standing at the altar. He prayed over people then lightly touched them. They fell backwards into
the arms of two old men with maroon suit jackets and blue ties.
"Aiden has leukemia."
The woman's eyes teared up. "I'm sorry." She patted my forearm. "You'll be cured,
sweetie." Again her flabby bicep jiggled, and the asteroids bounced.
When it was our turn, my grandmother said, "Father, please cure him. And can you say a
prayer for my daughter, too?"
"Of course." The white-haired, red-faced priest bent down. I smelled alcohol on his
breath. "What ails you young man?"
I was confused.
"He's asking you about your illness, Aiden."
"I have leukemia," I said proudly.
The priest said some mumbo-jumbo prayer and pushed my chest. I knew I was supposed
to fall back but was afraid the old geezers wouldn't catch me.
"Fall," my grandmother whispered irritably. Then she said extra softly. "Remember our
plan."
I fell hard, shoving myself against the old guy. He toppled over as well. People gasped.

His friend and the priest began to pick us up. I pretended to be hurt badly. "Oww. My head is
killing me." Several people gathered around us. My grandmother yelled "Oh my God" and
stepped onto the altar, kneeling in front of a giant Jesus on the cross. "Dear Jesus," she said
loudly, "I don't know how many more tribulations I can take." Then she crossed herself, hurried
across the altar, swiping the gold chalice and putting it in her handbag while everyone was
distracted by my moaning and fake crying.
"He'll be okay," she said, putting her arm beneath mine and helping the others pull me up.
When I was standing, she said to the priest. "You certainly have the power of the Holy
Spirit in you. It came out of you like the water that gushed from the rock at Nephilim and
Kadesh. Now let’s get out of here before there's a flood." She laughed. The priest looked
confused. The old lady who let us cut in line eyed my grandmother's handbag and shook her
head as we passed.
When we were in front of Rita's house, our last stop before home, I asked my
grandmother what "tribulation" meant. And where were "Repapah" and "Kadiddle."
She laughed. "You pronounced those places wrong, but it doesn't matter. Your mother
used to do the same thing whenever I quoted that Bible passage." She began to open the car door.
"I don't know where the hell those places are. Somewhere in the Middle East. And a tribulation is
a problem."
"Oh."
After ringing the doorbell a couple times, we opened the door and found Rita passed out
on the couch. My grandmother took an ice cube from the freezer and held it against her forehead.
Rita sat bolt upright. "Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. You scared the bejesus out of me." She was
wearing a yellow nightgown and her auburn hair was set in curlers. "Oh, Aiden. I didn't see you
there," she said. She kissed my cheek. For the second time that day I smelled alcohol.
"So do you think you can help me out?" my grandmother asked. Rita looked at me.
"Of course I can."
"Just pull me up and I'll get my checkbook." I suddenly realized all my grandmother's
friends were fat.
At the kitchen table, Rita said, "Should I make it out to the hospital?"
"Oh, no. Make it out to me. I've opened a bank account to pay for his medical expenses."
"Will five thousand do for now?" Rita was rich. Her husband was a "real estate tycoon"
my grandmother was always saying. He dropped dead shoveling snow a few years back.
"That's so generous of you." My grandmother cried again. More fake tears, I thought.
We had tea and chocolate chip cookies. Rita asked how my mother was doing. My
grandmother said "fine" and looked away, wringing her hands. Then she started talking about the
soap operas that they watched. My grandmother loved Erica from All My Children. Said she was
a woman who knew how to get what she wanted and admired that very much. Rita said she
thought Erica was a bitch.
When we were home, listening to talk radio in the living room, I asked my grandmother
if she believed in miracles, like the ones she talked about earlier in the day with Margie.
"Sure, sure," she said, not looking up. She was taking the jewelry and chalice out of her
bag and examining them in the light. I saw bits of dust in the sunlight streaming through the bay
window.
"You're not listening to me, Nanna."
She put the items back in her handbag and stared at me. "Of course I am."
"Well, do you think I'll have a miracle and be cured of leukemia?"

"Aiden." She laughed. "You haven't got leukemia. You're as healthy as a horse, silly."
"But you told everybody I was sick."
"Sweetheart. That was just to evoke pity."
"What does that mean?"
"Make people feel bad so we can get things from them. I need money to take care of you,
Aiden." She spoke hesitantly and looked down, like she was ashamed. "I'm broke. Your
grandfather left me with nothing, and I gotta pay for your mother's medical expenses. If Margie
notices her jewelry gone, maybe she'll think you took it to help your Nanna. I told her I was
having a problem paying your hospital bills."
"Sorta like a tribulation, right?"
"Exactly, sweetheart."
"Is my mother a tribulation?"
This time my grandmother's tears were real. They gushed like water from that rock in the
Middle East. I knelt before her and put my head in her lap. She hugged me, bent down and kissed
my face several times. Then she looked out the window. It seemed the tears would never stop.
"Don't worry, Nanna. I believe in miracles, too. Someday Mom will come home from the
hospital." And we stayed like that until the sunbeams dimmed and the dust disappeared and her
tears stopped.
In the quiet of the room, she whispered to herself or to both of us, “Keep calm and carry
on."
Previously published in Fiction on the Web

The Flying Pigs
- Jamie Gergen
The Yankees brought their Pigs to Vietnam. Those Huey Hogs.
Those helicopters filled with soldiers, rockets, bullets, and bandages.
All the tools of Death delivered by the Flying Pigs.
They came low over the treetops, singing Wagner and squealing, “Get Some!”,
Disgorging Yankees and their bullets into rice paddies, villages and fields of elephant grass.
A few hours of chaos and noise, they return and carry their destructive lot somewhere else,
Leaving behind the smell of smoke, death, war.
They would often anxiously circle above, as battle would rage below,
Hoping not to hear “Danger Close!” or the dreaded cry of, “Broken Arrow!”
They would respond with frenzied flight, belching flame and lead at the enemies below.
Sometimes they hit their targets.
Other times, they would dart in to land in an anxious, frenzied ballet,
To frantic radio calls of “Medevac!”, trying to keep the wounded from joining the dead.
As men lay giving “their last, full measure of devotion”,
And staining their steel bellies crimson with war’s demanded sacrifices.
Heroes until the fall, desperate families loaded aboard,
Rooftops crowded with refugees from three decades of war.
Most flew their final mortal flights, dropping, spent, into the sea.
Freedom’s promise delivered by the Flying Pigs.
The soldiers and enemies are old men now,
Gray hairs and old scars have replaced their youth and innocence.
New beasts of war have been made
Now, the Flying Pigs are forgotten, obsolete.
An icon of a forgotten war, in a forgotten place, fought by forgotten faces.
Many things are supposed to happen,
“When pigs fly!”
I don’t think enough people stop to consider,
What happened the last time that they flew.

Winter Is Coming
-WallyW.

Biographies
Ed Ahern resumed writing after forty odd years in foreign intelligence and international sales.
He’s had over two hundred stories and poems published so far, and five books. Ed works the
other side of writing at Bewildering Stories, where he sits on the review board and manages a
posse of four review editors. He has his original wife, but advises that after over fifty years they
are both out of warranty.
Ivan Berk became interested in photography in his teens. As he worked and traveled around the
globe, one of his photo themes became "Ladies in Red." After retirement he began to use digital
cameras when taking classes at New Trier West Extension. His photos have been used as fundraisers for the Mitchell Museum of the American Indian where he is a docent and the Treasurer.
His photos, poetry and prose have appeared in the Lifelong Learning Institute Review at
National Louis University. He is the current managing editor of The Review, their annual
publication of the arts. His is an engineer and was an institutional investor. He and his wife live
in Wilmette with the rest of the family living within an hour of each other.
Paul Bernstein, in previous lives, was a graduate student in medieval history, library
worker/antiwar activist/weekend hippie/ aspiring poet, radical journalist, medical editor, and
managing editor of a medical journal. He resumed writing poetry some fifteen years ago. Recent
work has appeared in Big River Poetry Journal, River Poets Review, Poetry Quarterly, U.S. 1
Worksheets, Magic Lantern, and elsewhere. He currently lives in Ann Arbor, Michigan, where
he participates regularly in open mic readings.
Joseph ("Joe") Glaser, originally educated in science and technology, spent most of his career
in computer-related activities. In retirement, he immersed himself in liberal arts and began
writing poetry in 2008. Some of his poems have appeared in The Journal, published by
Northwestern University's OLLI program, the online journal Front Porch Review, the online
Decades Review, the online Muses’ Gallery of Highland Park Poetry, the published Journal of
Modern Poetry (JOMP-16 best modern poem prize), and Distilled Voices published by the
Illinois State Poetry Society. Joe is also a candid photographer, especially when traveling, and
his photos have been published in some of the same media as his poems.
Bruce Harris is retired. He spends his time reading, writing, and walking.
Betsy Holleman Burke is passionate about writing poetry and is beginning her sixth year as a
member of the Surrey Street Poets in Washington, DC, a wonderfully eclectic group. She
published her first chapbook, Searching for Hummingbirds, in 2014, shortly before her marriage
to an old friend. Between them they have a delightful extended family. Betsy is a floral designer
at both the Washington National Cathedral and Hillwood Museum. Her favorite job was working
as a consultant to the National Geographic Society Education Foundation. She is delighted to
have her poem published by Front Porch Review.
Len Kazmer, born and raised in Chicago by parents of modest means, was blessed with gifts
that have served him well. The first is curiosity, initially about how things worked; this led to his
teaching himself about electronics, astronomy, and physics. The second, related to the first, is the

strong desire to pass on his knowledge, however limited, to others. These efforts caused the
development of a number of demonstrations along with a variety of slide and tape presentations
on scientific subjects which he presented at local schools, libraries, and astronomy clubs. An
offshoot of this work was the need to generate a number of pictures, thus came an interest in
photography. The third gift is his love of music. As he often says, “A day without music is like a
day without love.”
J. T. Knoll, a native of the Republic of Frontenac, Kansas, is a counselor, prize-winning
newspaper columnist, poet and speaker. Ghost Sign, his recent collaboration with three other
Southeast Kansas poets, was selected as a 2017 Kansas Notable Book. He lives in Pittsburg on
Euclid’s Curve, with his wife, Linda, and dog, Arlo the Labradorian.
Itala Langmar, an art therapist, born in Venice, Italy, began writing poetry at the age of ten. It
was not until 1995 that she felt she had sufficient command of English to create poetry in that
language. In 1996 she place third in the National Library of Poetry contest with Midnight
Gladiolus. A finalist in the 1999 Gwendolyn Brooks’ poetry competition, she writes poems
depicting talented but flawed personalities. She takes pride in her twenty-four Odyssey poems
and accompanying abstract paintings, each pair inspired by a chapter in the Homeric epic. In this
work she highlighted the tensions within and among the characters, their mental landscapes, and
their attitudes, regrets, strengths, and weaknesses. Itala is now working on a series of poems as
homages to famous women in the arts, such as Georgia O’Keefe, Louise Nevelson, and China
Pattway, a quilter in Gee’s Bend, Alabama.
James L. Merriner, an award-winning journalist and author, has written five books about
politics and history. He served as political editor of two major newspapers, the Chicago SunTimes and the Atlanta Constitution. A resident of the North Shore, Merriner also is an arts
photographer who often displays his work with those of his partner, the artist Itala Langmar.
Mike Mulvey, the illegitimate offspring of a gin-addled Dorothy Parker and a Guinness-stained
Brendan Behan, toils in the Connecticut state system of higher ed. as an adjunct instructor of
English and American literature. When he's not teaching, he writes short stories, watches the
Liverpool Football Club, travels, and plays with his four grandchildren. This May he will finally
retire, having taught for over four decades, from kindergarten to college. He holds an MFA in
creative writing and has had more than two dozen short stories published in literary magazines
and journals in the US, the UK, and Ireland. In 2013 he was nominated for a Pushcart Prize. He
lost. His work has appeared in such publications as Johnny America, Scholars and Rogues,
Prole, Crack the Spine, Literary Orphans, and War, Literature and the Arts.
Joan O’Sullivan is a retired executive from one of the world’s leading insurance brokers, Marsh
& McLennan. She and her husband, John, reside in Bloomingdale, Illinois, and enjoy travel,
volunteerism, cooking and reading. Her goal in life is to fully enjoy retirement after forty-five
years of labor.
Joan and John are proud sponsors of the renovated Blythe O’Sullivan Studio Theatre benefiting
the students at Bradley University, Peoria, Illinois. The theatre was dedicated on June 1, 2013, in

memory of their daughter Blythe, class 2004. Their volunteering activities focus on the homeless
(Pads) and on women and their children victimized by abuse.
Joan finds the benefits of retirement far exceed the excitement of endless conference calls,
airport delays and annual budgets.
J. R. Paradiso is a recovering academic in the process of refreshing himself as a photographer
and writer. A recipient of the Freedoms Foundation's Leavey Award for Excellence in Private
Enterprise Education and a retired Professor at an Illinois' college, he holds graduate degrees in
both Business Administration and Philosophy. To visit his online gallery, please go to
www.jamesparadiso.com
Claire Scott is an award-winning poet who has been nominated twice for the Pushcart Prize
(2013 and 2014). She was a semi-finalist for both the 2014 Pangaea Prize and the 2014 Atlantis
Award. Her first book of poetry, Waiting to be Called, was recently published by IF SF
Publishing. Claire is a psychotherapist with a private practice in Berkeley, CA. She lives with
her husband in Oakland, CA and has two children, two children by marriage and five
grandchildren. All of which keep her wonderfully busy!
Lois Greene Stone, writer and poet, has been syndicated worldwide. Poetry and personal essays
have been included in hard and softcover anthologies. Collections of her personal items/ photos/
memorabilia are in major museums including twelve different divisions of The Smithsonian.
Lois Wagner was born and raised on the south side of Chicago and now resides in La Grange,
IL, a western suburb just outside Chicago. Lois has come to find senior citizens to be of special
interest to her, even more so as she approaches her sixty-fifth birthday. After many years of
caring for her mother and helping her husband care for his aging parents, she has a new
perspective on the act of aging. You might say she finally sees the beauty in growing old. Lois
volunteers at her local Senior Center and finds great happiness in engaging her clients at the
Center in the lively art of conversation.
Wally P. recently joined the ranks of the Elders and departed the concrete backdrops of urban
domains. He now spends half his time - "3 months on; 3 months off" - freely traversing the
network of back roads which connect rural western America. He calls Colorado a "Base Camp"
for those times off the road.
With only storm fronts dictating his departure, he easily finds quality time for photographing
interesting pieces of many milestones. Each photo attempts to entertain and educate with the
belief that, indeed, "A picture is worth a thousand words."
Always off the beaten path, the back roads of the Great West are his frame for a canvas of
interesting sites, beautiful views and the just plain curious.
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