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Acadia 
- Robert Carr 
 
On the lichen-freckled slab 
of a great rock in Acadia,  
I hear the poet’s words – 
 
Yet why not say what happened? 
 
Not much happens here. 
Words come at me, like handfuls 
of low bush blueberries 
 
that miss an open mouth. 
I sit between my stanzas 
and a stack of piled flat stones. 
 
I skim, one by one 
toward my reflection 
in the bowl of a far off lake. 



Cards Once Were Used for Playing Games  
_ Lois Greene Stone 
 
  Without Albert Einstein, I’ve been told, we wouldn’t have our current GPS assisting us 
with directions. He certainly would be pleased to know how his century-ago equations have 
affected 21st century living. 
  Current computer techies do make daily life easier but, being young, few of them 
understand the aging population. For example, below the headline "The Eye-Scanning ATM Is 
Here" in the October 26, 2015, Wall Street Journal, Peter Rudegeair spoke of the soon-to-be 
useless wallet as cards become obsolete. The ATM machine would read a customer’s iris. Won’t 
that mean quick-but-intense light? An ability to go from bright to dim or vice versa has a much 
slower time as one ages. So the accommodation factor could mean the elderly won’t be able to 
count his money for about a full minute since the scanning light would affect vision. 
  We all know how it feels to have routine optical exams and our eyes dilated, and, minus 
sunglasses, walk into a room with all the lamps on. Night driving, for older people, with 
headlamps and brake bulbs blazing, is uncomfortable and akin to the eye dilation effects. How 
can we tell that to the ATM machine? 
  Will the scanner cope with cataracts or other ocular issues? What about eye problems, 
like macular degeneration or such? Few know what the scanners might or might not do to the 
human until study after study is done for decades. An ATM user with a damaged retina could 
possibly incur other issues from the rapid but intense light scan. If one is predisposed to the very 
real neurologic migraine, might the intensity of the ATM scanner trigger such? 
  "... withdraw money with an eyeball scan or a code on a smartphone..." Twenty-
something developers might also be surprised to know that there really are seniors who prefer a 
dumbphone with its flippy case that actually makes and receives calls without sliding fingers, 
hearing chimes for incoming mail, or accessing the Internet. Just a phone. 
  I’ve never had an ATM card. To me, a PIN is something I use to secure a fold in material 
before hand-sewing a hem or such. Pins are also reminders of metal rollers, to curl hair, that were 
retired in favor of Bobby Pins after World War II. During that war, women wore snoods, large 
mesh caps that held their hair in place, and used a hairpin. The latter didn’t make curls, however, 
but just fastened the snood so it wouldn’t slip. Pins are not PIN numbers. Pin boys replaced 
bowling’s wooden game piece, and by hand, during the same period in history. There were no 
automated ball returns. I could go on with my memories that move in and out of my mind 
hearing ‘pin’ but it certainly isn’t associated with a bank card. 
  The public is told that thieves can’t manipulate eye scanners. It sounds comforting but the 
devices haven’t been out long enough to know what a thief can or can’t do! Anti-virus and 
security systems for computers certainly have had hackers, and Trojan Horses seep into software. 
  Scare tactics probably will be used to promote this techie transaction machine by warning 
about the dangers of carrying a card (theft), the dangers of hackers finding a person’s very own 
information on that card (identity theft), and whatever the ad people can come up with. If, for 
many, fingerprinting is considered an invasion of privacy, what about one’s eyeball ‘print’? 
Perhaps, with a 21st century 3-D printer, that can be replicated.  



Stepping Out 
- Wayne Scheer 
 
  Elizabeth had finally accepted widowhood with grace and humor. She even changed the 
recording on her answering machine: "As unlikely as it may seem, the widow Grayson is not 
home at present." The last thing she expected, nearing her seventy-sixth birthday, was the 
message which greeted her when she returned home from the grocery store. 
  "Hello, Elizabeth, or should I say Widow Grayson? I love your message. This is Jack 
Kearns, a friend of Mary and Bill Lindsay. We met last week at the art auction in Atlanta. 
Heaven help us but Mary has taken it into her head to fix us up. Well, to be honest, it wasn't 
entirely her idea. I asked about you with, perhaps, too much curiosity. Anyway, she's concocting 
a plan to invite you for dinner while neglecting to say I would be there. But I've decided at our 
age there's no time for games. Would you like to meet for breakfast? I'll leave my phone number, 
355-7672. If I don't hear from you, I'll try again tomorrow evening." 
  Elizabeth shook her head. Good grief, she was being asked out. When the shock wore off, 
she played the message again. This time, she enjoyed Jack's honesty. Like Leonard, her late 
husband, he sounded intelligent and honest, with an accent like hers, which gave away his 
Southern roots. 
  She put away the few items she had purchased and recalled meeting Jack at the auction. 
She was there to buy a painting by a local artist she admired and couldn't be bothered with small 
talk. Still, she remembered Jack as tall and thin with longish white hair. She thought he looked 
like a comfortable man, one who smoked a pipe, although thank goodness he didn't smell of 
tobacco. She also recalled that they had exchanged a few words about art, and he appeared 
knowledgeable and unpretentious. 
  For the first time since her husband's death three years earlier, she found herself thinking 
of another man. Should she feel guilty or amused, she wondered. She considered what the 
children would think. Barbara would probably say it's about time. Bryan, more like his father, 
would make a joke and shrug it off. The grandchildren's reactions would undoubtedly be dismay 
that an old lady might have a gentleman interested in her. 
  She wanted to call Janice, her friend since high school, but Janice's cancer had recently 
spread to her liver. She would be in no mood to gossip about a man asking her out. Waving her 
hand in the air, she tried putting the idea out of her mind. She turned on Vivaldi's Concerto in G 
Minor but her mind wandered to Jack. She recalled how he had focused on her when they spoke, 
as if he were truly listening to what she said. She regretted being preoccupied with the auction. 
What foolishness! After spending nearly fifty years with one man, how could she even entertain 
such thoughts? She had finally grown comfortable with her new life. Why would she want to 
risk… 
  Risk what? Eating dinner by herself? Dashing off to the grocery store for a couple of 
items as an excuse to get out of the house? Her comfort was little more than resignation; she 
knew that. She had never been one to passively accept what could be changed for the better. 
Why was she so accepting now? 
  It would be wonderful, almost regenerative, listening to music or enjoying good food 
with a thoughtful man. She never felt at ease with couples like the Lindsays, always imagining 
herself a third wheel. And, although she had a few women friends, she enjoyed the company of 
men. 
  She had grown accustomed to being the only woman in the boardroom as a fundraiser for 



non-profits. She learned to enjoy intelligent men and avoid the bores. Most of all, she could 
come home and laugh with Leonard about her adventures in the so-called man's world of 
corporate finance. Leonard understood little of what she did, and she understood even less about 
cardio-pulmonary research, but they appreciated each other's intelligence. And they laughed. She 
tried recalling the last time she had laughed freely at a clever remark, instead of forcing a smile 
at an insipid, poorly told joke. What harm could there be in sharing coffee and conversation with 
an interesting man? 
  She turned towards the telephone, remembering he said he'd call back tomorrow evening. 
Would it be forward of her to phone him? Should she at least wait a bit longer? The thought 
made her smile. She imagined her mother, representing at least seven generations of Southern 
women, frowning at the notion of her calling a man. 
  Leonard had often observed that a man never outgrew his adolescent insecurities. 
Apparently, the same held true for a woman. Pushing herself out of her chair, she replayed the 
message, this time copying Jack's number and calling it, not allowing herself time to think. 
  The telephone conversation went well. Once she identified herself, Jack sounded 
relieved. He said he hated message machines and feared he had rambled like a dolt. Once they 
both admitted their awkwardness, they spoke comfortably. 
  Jack had been widowed for nearly five years and had suffered depression but only 
recently realized it. He had spent so much energy assuring his children he was doing fine, he 
ignored his own feelings. To his surprise, over cocktails, he had admitted to Mary and Bill that 
he wanted to date again. That's when Mary told him about Elizabeth and arranged their 
introduction at the auction. 
  "You mean it wasn't a chance meeting?" 
  "There are no coincidences in Mary's world." They laughed. After a pause, he added, 
"Mary describes you as brilliant, witty and kind. A virtual saint." 
  "The operative word is 'virtual,'" she had assured him. "I'll have to catch up on my 
reading of both the Gospels and Oscar Wilde." She felt proud of her little witticism and relieved 
he seemed to get it. With that, they arranged to meet for lunch the next day, both admitting that 
neither wanted to wake up early enough for a breakfast date. After she hung up, Elizabeth tried 
recalling which of them had used the word "date."  
  That evening, memories of her first date with Leonard haunted her. They were both in 
college ‒ he a junior, majoring in Biology, and she a sophomore English major. They had 
attended a school production of King Lear. She was surprised a science major knew so much 
about theater.  
  Despite her own naiveté, he hung on to her every word. Leonard had a way of listening 
with his whole self, much like Jack. When she spoke, he'd lean in towards her, his hand on his 
chin. His eyes focused on her, as if she were the only person in the room. She had known 
immediately Leonard was special. Even after he went on to medical school, and she earned an 
MBA, they remained friends. When Leonard finally asked her to marry him, her mother said, 
"It's about time." So how, after a lifetime of living with and loving her best friend, could she be 
thinking of another man?  
  She ate her dinner alone, grilled chicken breast with beets and a salad with a pear 
vinaigrette dressing she had prepared yesterday from a new recipe. Too acidic, she thought. It 
needed sweetening. She read for a while and watched some television before deciding to go to 
bed early. Her mind wandered to the first time she and Leonard were intimate. She could still 
feel the comfort of his arms, the way she relaxed and let go of her inhibitions. It would be good 



to rest her head on a man's chest, to smell a man's muskiness.  
  That night she dreamed of Jack. Was it a sex dream? Certainly not. She couldn't imagine 
Jack that way. Or herself. Although the details dissolved with the morning light, she felt aroused 
and distraught. In the shower, she made up her mind to call off the lunch date. She'd tell him the 
truth: she wasn't ready. She imagined him joking, "You're not ready to eat lunch? How about 
dinner then?" 
  She knew how foolish she sounded. How often had she advised her own children to step 
out of their comfort zones, to take chances. When her daughter doubted her ability to succeed in 
law school, Elizabeth responded, "How will you know if you don't try?" Barbara, who had 
recently made full partner at her firm, told her numerous times how important those words were 
to her. If only she could follow her own advice.  
  Now a new fear taunted her as she stepped out of the shower and considered her 
reflection in the mirror. Her body looked like she had stayed too long in a swimming pool. 
Recalling how proudly she had presented her young, firm body to Leonard, she pushed up her 
sagging beasts and watched them fall, not bounce. After drying herself and putting on an 
oversized, comfortable robe, she poured a cup of coffee and finalized her decision. She would 
call Jack and cancel plans. No need to torture herself any longer.  
  When she reached for the phone, she saw a missed call on the message machine. She 
played it. 
  "Hello, Elizabeth. It's Jack. I hope it's not too early to call. If you're anything like me, 
you've had a restless night. Until a few minutes ago, I had decided to cancel our plans. I feared I 
wasn't ready to meet a woman I wanted to know better. I'm being a perfect fool, I know ‒ I 
assure you I'm not usually this indecisive. Please call me when you get a chance, assure me I'm 
not a total idiot. Perhaps between us we can strengthen our collective nerve." 
  Elizabeth smiled and, it seemed for the first time since yesterday, exhaled. She reached 
for her reading glasses and called Jack's number. 





2015 October 
- Martha Phillips 

Broken moon. 
Death comes too soon. 
Claiming the son before the mother. 
A cold wind smothers. 

Signs abound. 
Winds change direction 
Broken moon cries 
Deer drop to their knees. 

Air wet   yet calm 
As the moon lies in wait 
The son is rising 
Now dies the mother. 

Even a man of 100 
is too young to die. 
For him the full moon 
Is still fully alive.  Yet 

What waxes must wane 
As the heart loses power 
Please stay one more hour 
As we all hold this death. 



Toy Box 
- Bruce Harris 
 
  Newton’s third law of motion (for every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction) 
applies. Forces come in pairs. 
  Can a basketball be the impetus for a cancer cure? Toss one into a United States Marine 
Corps Toys for Tots box. You may not see the motion but a ball in the hands of the right child, 
that one in forty out of ten million who makes it into professional basketball, the one who signs a 
multi-year, multi-million dollar contract, the one who remembers humble beginnings and a 
basketball dispatched in an unheated auditorium by a white-bearded man in a red suit. The same 
one who begins a foundation or donates millions to a cause that puts researchers over the top so 
that questions are answered, cures are discovered, and vicious diseases are eradicated. 
Anonymous hero. 
  It doesn’t have to be a ball. It could be a doll or its dress that leads to a designing career 
and fashion change around the globe. How about sets of play tools? The fruits of generosity 
might yield carpenters, engineers, plumbers, new housing, roads, bridges or countless other 
careers and/or infrastructure. 
  Give. 
 









January 
- William Carlos Williams 
 
Again I reply to the triple winds 
running chromatic fifths of derision 
outside my window: 
                                          Play louder. 
You will not succeed. I am 
bound more to my sentences 
the more you batter at me 
to follow you. 
                                           And the wind, 
as before, fingers perfectly 
its derisive music. 



When the Words Have Gone 
- Elena Croitoru 

One morning my husband, sitting next to me on his side of the bed, talked to me in a 
language I didn't understand. His lips moved and well-rounded vowels and consonants echoed in 
his mouth but it all sounded like a strange song. 

I tried to speak but realized that my own words came out with difficulty. I tried to 
remember how to pronounce my question, "Why are you speaking like that, Tim?" 

My husband stared out of his trembling, tourmaline-blue eyes and seemed to wince when 
I said his name. I used to wonder about whether he had ever allowed himself to be vulnerable 
around me, like the time when he said how perfect his father was, even though I had just heard 
them arguing. But I thought that after forty years, we were going to face death together with 
serenity and candor even. 

I gripped a corner of the duvet and held it tight, ascertaining my surroundings. Was this a 
vivid dream perhaps? The chiffonier was still there, the oak doors painted in almond white 
shimmered in the feeble light coming through the windows of our Georgian cottage. The teapot 
filled with Earl Grey from the night before was still on the nightstand along with my cracked 
filigree cup. Everything was in its right place. We were still in Wales. 

But as I told Tim that something peculiar was going on, I realized that I spoke Czech, not 
English. I blamed my seventy-year-old brain for that. I thought it was a temporary glitch. I tried 
to speak again, but no English came out of my mouth. 

Tim’s cheeks turned pink, and he placed his hands on my shoulders. He shook me a bit, 
and I pulled back. "What's happening?" I asked. 

Tim didn't say anything. He got out of bed and dressed in his grey tweed suit, the one he 
used to wear when visiting the old school, where we both had taught. He pulled my hand and 
gestured towards the chiffonier. He took out my cream wool dress and laid it on the bed next to 
me and then pointed at it. I didn't know what else to do so I dressed and put my lacquered shoes 
on. I saw my reflection in them. I looked tired beyond measure. Tim took my arm; we left the 
house and strode along the shore where the liquid silver sea modelled the sand into flame-fractal 
patterns. I tried to remember the formulas that I used to teach my students, like the Lagrange 
theorem or the Fourier transform. I still remembered functional analysis. 

I told Tim that but he looked puzzled again. My chest ached as if thorns grew and 
pulsated inside me. On our right, the local clinic had its doors flung open. We went in. 

The doctor, a verbose young man, talked with Tim. I could tell that the conversation was 
tense. They both took turns to stare at me. My hands were shaking, and all I could think about 
was how I was going to spend the remaining few years of my life if I couldn't understand what 
my husband was saying. I couldn’t go back to the Czech Republic now. Everybody I used to 
know either died or would not recognize me. Had I ever lived there at all? I could hardly 
remember the anger I used to feel at the invasion of Czechoslovakia or how I had to swallow my 
protests at the normalization that spread over the country. The memories didn't even move me 
anymore. It was odd, as if my later years spent in Wales were the only reality I knew. I thought 
about going back, just before I married Tim but it was as if my heart had grown roots in the soil 
and the rain had pushed them down further and further. 

The doctor led me to his desk. He typed something and then pointed towards his 
computer screen. A message translated in Czech said, "You suffered a mild stroke overnight. I 
think you can only remember your native language." 



  I read the text twice. I had even forgotten Czech a bit, as I only spoke English for the past 
twenty years. I covered my face to hide my tears. I couldn't believe the farce that my body had 
thrown me into. Tim held my shoulders. 
  The doctor typed something else. "This might be temporary. We'll keep you under 
observation for a couple of months to see how you do. We'll send a specialist to evaluate you 
afterwards." The words were blurry. My tears wouldn't stop, but I nodded. 
  Back at home, I spent the rest of the day looking at the dictionary, trying to learn some 
words. I started with the word family and repeated it a dozen times but I still could not commit it 
to memory. I would have preferred to have forgotten mathematics rather than English. 
  Tim had gone somewhere outside. He didn't come back until evening. I thought he was 
trying to deal with my condition but then it crossed my mind that he never tried to learn my 
native language in the first place. I wondered if he hadn't loved me enough for that. I wrote down 
Euler's formula just to test my brain. This was something I could still do. I showed it to Tim 
later. He smiled for the first time that day. He used to smile whenever I looked at him. 
  Tim would attempt to speak to me in the morning but I would stare back wiping my 
forehead because of the heat that would take over me. He would then go away into his study or 
into the garden and only come out for lunch or tea. I would spend my days alone in the 
conservatory with the dictionary and a few blank pages, trying to get back the sweet words that 
had run away. 
  I worried that when the specialist came, Tim would hand me over to him, and I would 
spend the next few years in an institution. Tim had good intentions but he didn’t place much faith 
in himself. He would always leave things to the professionals, like he did with our daughter 
Debbie when she was depressed about her boyfriend. Because of Tim’s veiled forcefulness, I 
would forget my own opinions and give in to his charm. I wished I could hear Debbie, worried as 
she was about her problems, her voice would have been enough even if she didn’t speak Czech 
that well. But she would never answer her phone. London was all consuming. 
 
  As I sat in the conservatory one afternoon, looking at the geranium which had bloomed 
without me noticing, I remembered the same shade of red on the mountain flower Tim gave me 
in Peru, while we were hiking twenty years ago. I figured I should find the old photos of us 
climbing the escarpment and maybe that would make Tim remember who we once were. 
  I looked everywhere but couldn't find any of my old pictures. Just like the words, they 
had gone. Perhaps they had been destroyed by the flood. I sobbed so much that the neighbor’s 
cat ran from our garden. 
  Tim came in. He lifted me and said, "It is going to be all right Marie." 
  It was the first time he had ever said something in Czech. "I was never good at languages 
but I will be,” he said, “Trying is just not good enough." 
  His voice had changed into a lullaby, new and familiar at the same time, seemingly 
belonging to a land that was always between us but we never explored. 
 
First published in Foliate Oak, December 2015 











Disappearance 
- Ron Lavalette 
 
While you are away, I go out 
into the sunless morning. 
The door that closes behind me  
closes forever.  The house is an echo 
and the silent windows reflect 
only the vacant, untended garden. 
I have nowhere to go 
but I get into the car and drive. 
 
All the signs are stop signs. 
People in the village stop, stare 
as I pass, seeing only half of me. 





Anchor 
- Eliza Callard 
 
In a seaside Italian hideaway, I took a photo 
of her, her hair floating away in the wind as she sat 
on a wall next to a shadowless planter. Shadows 
 
couldn’t hold us, either, neither history nor future, nor 
the strange light of the half-storm, until we sat in our rented 
apartment and she taught me to sing for courage 
 
to continue ‒ that night, to Genoa (eating garlic 
spaghetti with our fingers on the train), to Barcelona 
(with our Gaudi night), back to college. But 
 
something broke on the train to Toulouse, 
and by the time we reached Paris, we had sewed  
on our shadows and grounded ourselves. I tilted 
 
my head away from her across the aisle (our own 
scent strong from the weeks far from a shower), 
remembered the cat, Screamer, him warming her back 
 
while she read, and tried to imagine our friendship 
as a vase, perched, not yet shattered. 







Life Studies 
“In balance with his life, this death.” - W.B. Yeats 
 
- John Miller 
 
We learn from others. In this school 
disguised as a community 
for retired elders, I’ve enrolled 
as student of advanced mortality, 
 
observing all of us who live in exile 
from our younger pasts, and those 
refusing to let their life histories 
become dead subject matter now, no matter 
 
how soon heart and brain cells fail 
their ultimate test. I have seen the slow 
painstaking mastery of walkers, the learning 
of mechanics so that wheelchairs 
 
keep life moving, 
and those who teach me courage ‒  
who, uncomplaining, learn by heart 
the chemistry of pain and ebbing breath. 
 
I have been taught to mourn and celebrate 
at the same time as time, itself 
invisible, takes visible effect 
upon our bodies, and to honor those 
 
who learn to play 
the mournful notes of the recorder 
or lend their voices to the singing school 
for music-loving seniors 
 
whatever frailties of mind 
their flesh is heir to, like those of the aged 
woman drifting through our halls, 
a song upon her lips 
 
until the night she died. 





No Where Near 
(In memory of Janis H.) 
- Ken Wheatcroft-Pardue 
 
Sticky, sweaty, Houston hot –  
summer of '77. 
We biked on trails, until two boys 
on banana-seat bikes veered 
and your peddle caught one of theirs. 
 
Behind you, I watched 
as you flipped, spun into the air, 
then landed – plop! – beside the trail. 
 
When I got to you, you couldn't stop laughing. 
I bent, kissed your beaded-with-sweat lips, 
and congratulated you 
on the best bike wreck ever! 
 
December '81: 
Shadows played on the far wall, 
while on the phone, droned 
a voice so irritatingly calm. 
 
In the semi-dark, I sat 
on my-then girlfriend's bed, 
in a relationship that I knew even then 
was ebbing towards its end. 
 
Over the phone,  
the mundane details of your death. 
Where: in Swaziland, a Peace Corps volunteer. 
How: a single-vehicle accident. 
 
Some truck you'd hitched a ride with 
had a blow out, and you were thrown from the bed. 
Janis, you fell into the African sky. 
but this time when you landed, I was no where near. 





Nocturnal Song 
- Holly Day 
 
if I could have accepted that this morning 
we would be ended and done not later 
than tonight, I never would have gotten up 
exposed myself to the morning 
I would have stayed asleep, alive 
 
under the covers, reserved my arm numb 
around your upper body, lips on your back,  
eyes stopped up. I would have found a way to contain 
 
the dawn, to keep the bright fingers of light 
from creeping across the bedclothes to trace the shadows 
of your face, to stroke your eyelids into opening, to keep 
this new thought that we must be over from 
blossoming into the angry flower 
 
you keep close to your heart 
this denial of me. 
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