
11

2022/ 2023



22

Acknow ledgement s

As w it h most  ar t ist ic endeavors, it  t akes a special par t nership bet w een 
creat or , w r it er , ar t ist  and publisher  t o breat he life int o t he culminat ion of  a 
t angible product .  On behalf  of  t he Garret t  Count y Ar t s Council, I w ould like t o 
t hank t he follow ing for  yet  anot her  successful publicat ion of  t he Ginseng.

Published by Begg's Brot hers Publishing Company, Inc.

In recognit ion of  our  Jurors:
Fred Jacoby 
Fred Pow ell 
Tom Sydow
Thomas Vose 
Fern Wrot en

In recognit ion of  our  sponsors:
Fred Pow ell, ow ner of  Main St reet  Books

In recognit ion of  our  cover  ar t ist :
Mist y Kisner

Ginseng is t he Garret t  Count y Ar t s Council?s annual lit erary publicat ion 
show casing t he w ork of  local, Garret t  Count y aut hors. The publicat ion includes 
poems, shor t  st or ies, play scr ipt s and nonf ict ion. For  more informat ion about  
Ginseng, please cont act  us at  301-334-6580 or info@garret t ar t s.org.

The Garret t  Count y Ar t s Council is funded by t he support  of  our  
members, Garret t  Count y government , and by a grant  f rom t he Maryland 
St at e Ar t s Council, an agency dedicat ed t o cult ivat ing a vibrant  cult ural 
communit y w here t he ar t s t hr ive.  An agency of  t he Depart ment  of  Commerce, 
MSAC provides f inancial support  and t echnical assist ance t o non-prof it  
organizat ions, unit s of  government , colleges and universit ies for  ar t s act iv it ies.

It  is import ant  t o not e t hat , t he opinions expressed in t his publicat ion are 
t hose of  t he aut hors. They do not  purpor t  t o ref lect  t he opinions or  v iew s o 
t he Garret t  Count y Ar t s Council or  it s board, st af f  or  members.



33

Artwork by Misty Kisner................................Cover Page

Acknowledgments......................................................................2

Table of Contents......................................................................3 

Arctic Plunge by Lori Stoll...................................................4

Autumn Glory by Rhoda Trooboff.................................5

Victoria  - Capta in Smith's Story by David Moran...................6

Dorman Mill by Heather Togbetse................................9

Footpath by Ellen Coffey.................................................10 

For the Love of Animals by Mercedes M. Pellett...................11

Honoring a Comrade in Arms by Tom Dabney............16

If O nly for a Moment by David Greene................18 

The Land My Papa Spoke O f by Eleanor Stemple............19

Lost In Galway by Michael McEwen.......................21

Mast-Fruiting Truth by Rhoda Trooboff..................24

My Mother's Brother by Toni Lolli................................25

A New Beginning by Heather Togbetse................28

O f Ice and Dreams by Lori Stoll.................................29

O ne Piece by Len Shindel...............................................30

Persistence by Ellen Coffey.............................................32

Pie: A Memoir by Annie Simcoe...................................34

The Pursuit by Tom Dabney.............................................35

Q uality Hill by Heather Togbeste...............................36

Reckless Roostering by Cassandra Wolfe...........37

The Rescue by Eleanor Stemple..................................39

Sawdust and Rail Bourbon by Bob Newman....40 

Smokey Hollow by Heather Togbeste......................45

The Stump by Heather Togbeste................................46

Suitcases by Lori Stoll.........................................................47

The Symphony by David Greene................................49

Three Life Moments by Rose Gordy..........................50

Time Now by Rhoda Trooboff........................................53

Tiny Moments of Joy by Bob Newman....................54

What It Could Have Been by Rose Gordy....................59

Who Will Come? By Tom Dabney.................................61

Meet The Authors.......................................................62 - 65

Table of Contents



44

Arct ic Plunge

by Lor i St oll

I considered t he dow nsides. Cold, unbearable cold ?

w ill st op your  hear t  and pull t he breat h f rom your  lungs

as you shiver  uncont rollably w hile t he Arct ic w ind pierces your  skin.

But  I w ant ed t o be a ?Cool Mom? as my Mot her?s Day st icker  proclaimed 

and t he set t ing w as per fect  ?

a sunny and calm lat e af t ernoon not  far  f rom ?Fourt eent h of  July? Glacier , 

a massive w all of  ice t hat  dw arfs a zodiac boat  t o not hing but  a speck.   

I w ait ed for  t he call in a color fully-splot ched t ankini, ready and not  really ready at  all ?  

I donned a robe, t ook it  of f , put  t he Cool Mom st icker  in a pocket , t ook it  out ,  

and paced t o t he por t hole over looking a plat form and ladder f loat ing on t he blue.

And t hen t he box on t he w all announced t he f inal opt ion, ?We w elcome t hose w ho w ant  t o 

plunge t o t he gangw ay.?

I w as sixt h in line as Dar lene st ood dr ipping in her  doorw ay, happy t hat  she didn?t  lose her  

st rapless suit .

I bobbed along t o t he peppy music and t he direct or  said, ?You ARE a cool mom!? and 

funneled me t o t he plat form.

Tet hered at  t he w aist , I smiled at  t he blurry blob of  camera crew  and jumped.

Ahhh, solit ude??.quiet  and cold and blue??..a cold and sof t  blueness ?  

a beaut iful aqua shimmer ing as br ight  Arct ic sunlight  f ilt ered t hrough t he seaw at er

and a delicat e cold salt  w at er  sof t ness f illed my mout h. 

I felt  t he sof t  cold and blue, forget t ing everyt hing else, unt il a t ug on t he t et her  reminded 

me t o sw im. 

I sur faced w it h a slow -mot ion sw ing of  t he hair  and droplet s f lew  in a sparkly w ave. 

?Ooh, w ow !? I said. It  w as nice, f ine, not  scary at  all. 

?Int erest ing response,? said t he direct or . ?We?ve heard all manner of  sw ear w ords t oday!? 

It ?s t he cold, apparent ly. 

I hurr ied back t o my room and w armed my t ingly t oes.
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Aut umn Glory
by Rhoda Troobof f

Along a modest  count ry road t w o signs:

Grandma?s Farm, Fresh Eggs for  Sale.

Their  arrow s point  t o a narrow  lane. 

A regiment  of  t iny gnomes and a roost er  

herald our  arr ival beneat h a br ight  blue sky. 

An aproned, kerchiefed w oman approaches. 

Some eggs? Give me just  a minut e. 

Have a good look around. She slips

beyond an ecst asy of  goldenrod and ast ers 

t o a door  t o her  kit chen. 

Through side-slant  eyes a musky-smelling goat  

mildly w at ches. More gnomes amiably gaze our  w ay. 

The solit ary roost er  crow s again, his comb af lame. 

Here?s your  eggs. And t ake t hese, t oo. 

Physalis, t hey?re called. Chinese lant erns. 

A bliss of  t angled orange paper pods reminds me 

of  my mot her?s long-forgot t en garden. 

Put  ?em in a mason jar , t hey?ll br ight en w int er?s gloom. 

Come spr ing t hrow  ?em on a pat ch near  a fence maybe.

They?ll bloom again and be yours forever  and ever . 

Amen
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Vict or ia

=====     Capt ain Smit h?s St ory     =====

by David Moran

Helen Penningt on?s t ugboat  company w orked t he Willamet t e River  in Por t land 

Oregon.  She built  t he company pat ient ly af t er  her  husband died, raising four  children in t he 

years bet w een t he t w o great  w ars.  The second w ar t urned Port land int o a t hr iv ing seaport  

and Navy shipyard.  I w as t he last  of  her  Tugboat  Capt ains.  Af loat  t hey called me Skipper .

Penningt on t ugs w ere indispensable t o t he Navy w ar ef for t , guiding capit al ships up 

t he r iver  f rom t he Pacif ic, w ell inland f rom t he mout h of  t he Columbia, safe f rom t he t hreat  

of  expect ed Japanese at t ack.  Business boomed dur ing t he w ar, f irm cont ract s, high 

employment , plent iful w orkers, and skilled mast ers.  Penningt on Tugs dominat ed t he Port .

Then came peace, and t he long w ait  for  men t o ret urn f rom t he Pacif ic Theat re, 

Helen?s boys and her  son-in-law .  One of  t he great  casualt ies of  peace w as slow ly closing t he 

por t .  Helen could keep t he business running but  only in decline.  Operat ing boat s had t o be 

put  on t he market .  A pot ent ial buyer  for  our  last  Grand Queen, an eight y-foot  t r iple-deck 

diesel-elect r ic, arose in Canada, but  w ould not  close t he purchase unless she w as delivered 

t o Vict or ia, BC.  How ever t he Queen w as not  of f icially rat ed for  open ocean mar it ime 

t ransport .  She w as huge, and cer t ainly capable of  seaw ard passage f rom Port land up t he 

coast  t o Vict or ia, but  cer t if icat ion w as an int ernat ional issue and Helen could not  get  

of f icial t ransport  approval.

There w as one opt ion lef t , smuggle t he boat  out  of  Por t land, slip dow n t he Willamet t e 

River  in t he middle of  a moonless night , cross t he t reacherous Columbia bar  before daw n 

and skir t  nor t h along t he Washingt on coast  t o Canada.  This illegal t ransit  could not  be 

made by a licensed crew  ? it  had t o be done quiet ly and quickly by w illing family.  Helen 

chose me as skipper  for  t he Queen?s last  voyage.

We sailed as t he sun set , rout ine f rom all out w ard perspect ives, cont ract ed t o pick up 

a log barge on t he Washingt on slough, but  w hen w e reached t he Columbia, inst ead of  

t urning up r iver , w e raced dow nst ream w it h t he surging r iver  f low .  I w as t he renegade 

gr izzled old salt  br ibed out  of  ret irement .  Helen?s son-in-law  became chief  of  t he engine 

room, and her  t w o Navy sons w orked t he deck.  Danny?s mot her  and ?Grandma? Penningt on 

did everyt hing else.
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And Danny?  Well he w as only a kid of  f ive but  keenly aw are of  all t he plot t ing t hat  

t ook place around t heir  family dining room t able w here t hey planned t his journey.  The 

det ails w ere et ched solidly int o his young memory.

Once underw ay, Danny w as conf ined t o t he pilot  house w ear ing a harness at  t he end 

of  a line t ied t o t he br idge helm so t hat  he w ouldn?t  disappear overboard.  He lived and slept  

on t he pilot  house deck.  Aw ake, he w as my const ant  copilot  and mat e, marking posit ions 

and t imes on t he char t ing t able, checking on our  course, list ening t o every command and 

hear ing every issue t hat  w orr ied our  voyage.

=====     Danny?s St ory     =====

I w as t hr illed by t he mot ion of  t he t ug.  This w as so much bet t er  t han Mrs. Kay?s First  

Grade.  Every minut e w as an excit ement  ? surpr ising ? new  ? f rom t he assault  of  spray t o 

t he sw eet  aromas of  rope, oil and t ar .  The noise of  t he diesel engine w here my dad sw eat ed 

shir t less w it h a huge oil can w as overw helming.  The capt ain?s pilot  house only marginally 

quiet er .  In my harness, I could move and w at ch t he w hole boat  by st ret ching my t et her  t o 

every hat ch and por t hole on t he br idge and t hen perch on t he char t  t able.  Capt ain Smit h 

w ould sing sea-shant ies and t each me how  t o t ie f ishing f lies as w e chugged dow n t he 

Columbia t ow ard Ast or ia.  He t raw led a couple of  bait ed salmon lines behind t he t ug 

assur ing f resh dinner  prepared by my mot her .

Gaining t he open seas of  t he Pacif ic for  t he long t ransit  along t he Washingt on coast , a 

night mare arose.  We crossed t he bar  of f  Cape Disappoint ment  and I logged t he t ime on t he 

char t  as t he Capt ain inst ruct ed.  The crossing w as a pit ch-pole exper ience ? an unexpect ed 

st orm had blow n dow n from Alaska in t he last  few  days.  Long Pacif ic w aves generat ed in 

Japan combined w it h t he new  st orm seas as a complex w ave f ront  st r iking t he coast  and 

forcing t he t ug t o roll beam-t o-beam as w e st eamed nor t h.  The Queen w as designed for  

slow  high-pow er r iver  dut y, not  t rans-Pacif ic crossings.  Hat ches w ere all bat t ened and 

w aves of  seaw at er  roiled across t he fore deck and surged af t  along t he gunnels before 

pounding t he st ern drains. 

Seasickness st ruck everyone except  for  me and t he Skipper .  Lifelines ran bet w een 

dogged hat ches w it h t he w at er  a raging solid w avefront  on deck.  Capt ain Smit h said w e 

w ere also f ight ing a sout her ly longshore current  t hat  cut  our  forw ard speed below  5 knot s.  

It  of t en felt  as if  w e w ere going backw ards t ow ard t he Columbia.
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The coast  w as invisible in cont inuous sw eeping cur t ains of  rain and crest ed sea-spray.  

We set  course fur t her  out  t o sea t o ensure t hat  w e w ould not  ground on some invisible 

rocky neck or  sandbar along t he Washingt on coast .  Tw o-hundred naut ical miles lay ahead of  

us and t he sea and t he sky merged int o one cont inuous void dur ing t he day or  night .  

Capt ain Smit h rest ed on t he f loor  w henever one of  t he men could t ake t he w heel, but  I 

don?t  t hink t hat  he ever  slept , because his eyes w ould open w it h every sw ell.  The Queen 

w as in a life-or-deat h st ruggle w it h t he sea.

Then suddenly, af t er  our  w orst  night , t he st orm blew  it self  out  leaving only t he 

heaving seas.  Daw n broke and w e searched in desperat ion for  our  posit ion.  How  far  out  t o 

sea had w e blow n?  Where w as Cape Flat t ery?  How  far  Nort h had w e t raveled?  We had 

survived t he st orm, and Canada w as w it hin reach, but  ent er ing t he St rait s of  Juan de Fuca 

brought  lit t le relief .  The follow ing seas pit ched t he t ug and bur ied t he bow  in every w ave, 

hur ling cold sea w at er  t he full lengt h of  t he boat .  The bilge pumps w orked cont inuously t o 

keep t he engine room from f looding.  Slow ly, slow ly, w e recovered.

Aft er  t hree days of  st ormy seas, Vict or ia w elcomed us w it h rare sunshine, t he cit y 

r ising f rom t he bay, beaut iful, gracious, invit ing us t o make por t  peacefully along t he w harf  

of  t he Old Empress Hot el t hat  def ined our  ent ry int o Canada. 

Transfer  of  t he Queen t ook place over  dinner  host ed by Grandma Penningt on in royal 

st yle at  t he Empress, and w e ferr ied t o Vancouver for  t he t rain t o Por t land.  But  t here w as 

one last  problem ? w e w eren?t  legally in Canada.  Of f icials accept ed Capt ain Smit h?s 

concoct ed st ory of  being blow n out  t o sea and having t o make por t  in Canada, but  he could 

not  explain w hy he did not  have a licensed crew .  The Canadians conf iscat ed his mast ers? 

papers and sent  t hem t o t he US Coast  Guard.  His sailing days had at  last  come t o an end. 

It  w as in fact  t he sunset  of  an era, t he deat h of  an age of  r isk and commit ment , of  

independence and act ion, and t he end of  t he limit less dr ive human individualit y could 

marshal t o succeed.  The Skipper?s logbooks are all t hat  remain of  t hat  voyage, fading 

memor ies, and some yellow ed char t s covered w it h t he handw r it t en block-let t er  records of  

a f ive-year-old mar iner .
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Dorman Mill

by Heat her  Tobget se

Next  t o t he rainbow  r iver

Behind t he conf ining br ick w alls

And t he boss's t emper

You w ove t he beaut iful fabr ics

On looms

Wit h care, hard w ork, dedicat ion, and pr ide

Enough f low ed from t he machines

Enough made by your  aging parent s

And pay cash

For you t o care for  your  aging parent s

And pay cash

For your  St udebaker

You w ove t hese beaut iful fabr ics

You w ove t hem int o me
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Foot pat h

by Ellen Cof fey

Treading along a backland t rail,

as aut umn?s f irst  st ing cut s t o bone

and a w eak t ea sunr ise breaks east w ard.

Meander ing pat h obeying t he shape of  w ood and hill,

follow ing close t he r iver?s inclinat ion t o lead t he w ay

w hile yellow -brow n leaves blow  and set t le int o pow dery dust .

Soon, t his forest  highw ay w ill harden w it h w int er  verglas

and only know ing nat ives w ill r isk w alking t hese byw ays,

unt il spr ing sof t ened ear t h makes it s cont ours clear  again.

This day is for  conjur ing phant om foot falls,

creat ors of  an ancient  passage t hrough forest  and f ield

t o hunt  for  food, t o seek shelt er , t o go home.

Hard horned hooves and sof t  fur red paw s sket ched it s out lines,

soon follow ed by barefoot  t ravelers and boot ed men

cont inuing t o hew  a line for  ot hers t o follow .

Do t hey w alk w it h me as our  foot pr int s mingle?

Are t hey st ill searching for  w hat  is up ahead,

or  are t hey now  cont ent  t o follow  in my furrow ?

Tomorrow  my t racks w ill be bur ied by ot her  t ravelers,

but  t here?s comfor t  in know ing t his foot pat h w ill remain -reminding us t hat  w e once 

w alked before w e rode.
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For t he Love of  Animals

By Mercedes M. Pellet

This st ory w rot e it self  int o a much longer narrat ive, t hanks t o t he personalit y and 

charm of  a Yorkshire Terr ier  grandly named Tesoro, w ho joined our  family in 1992 as a gif t  

f rom my husband. The Yorkie?s name w as t he Spanish w ord for  t reasure, but  w e prompt ly 

shor t ened it  t o Tasi.  We t ook him everyw here: t o t he of f ice of  our  t ranslat ion company, t o 

our  children?s houses, t o our  vacat ions, and even on business t r ips.  Lit t le Tasi br ight ened 

our  lives for  t w elve years unt il his deat h f rom cancer  in 2004.  The sorrow  my husband and I 

exper ienced w as beyond descr ipt ion: t o us, Tasi had not  been just  a 10-pound dog w it h an 

adorable face; he w as our  sixt h child.

We bought  Tasi f rom a Virginia breeder af t er  a puppy w e had previously adopt ed 

dur ing a visit  t o Garret t  Count y unexpect edly died w it hin a few  days.  We include t his 

personal comment  in t he St ory of  HART because it  w as how  w e discovered West ern 

Maryland, it s st unning mount ains, and it s hard-w orking people!

A few  years before, w e had met  a lovely couple in Mont gomery Count y w ho invit ed us 

t o visit  t heir  w eekend house in Garret t  Count y if  w e ever  had t he chance.  The opport unit y 

came af t er  w e had concluded a gigant ic t ranslat ion project .  Af t er  mont hs of  endless 

w orkdays, w e w ere beyond exhaust ed! We needed a mini vacat ion, so w e decided t o call our  

new  acquaint ances and ask t hem if  w e could t ake t hem up on t heir  ear lier  invit at ion.  They 

said, ?Sure!? We packed our  bags int o t he car  and w ere of f  t o West ern Maryland!

Living as w e did in Mont gomery Count y, specif ically in Mont gomery Village, w e w ere 

not  accust omed t o being surrounded by mount ains.  As w e drove for  four  hours, w e w ere 

enchant ed by t he beaut iful mount ains surrounding us, shar ing w it h t hem t he polychrome of  

lush veget at ion and t he cool w eat her  on a summer evening.  Our host s at  Deep Creek Lake 

w ere a lovely couple, Bob and Eileen Bagley, and, dur ing a w eekend t hat  came and w ent  

much t oo fast , w e shared many st or ies and even t alked about  t he possibilit y of  ret ir ing in 

Garret t  Count y.  Michael and I could only imagine exchanging our  supercharged w ork w eeks 

for  rest ful days paddling around t he lake.
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Dur ing our  shor t  v isit , w e met  our  host s? adorable Yorkie, w ho sat  on my lap as if  w e 

w ere old f r iends.  On t he ret urn t r ip home, Michael and I discussed t he possibilit y of  

adopt ing a dog ?  perhaps a Yorkie ?  now  t hat  our  f ive children w ere all grow n up. 

Unfor t unat ely, our  f irst  adopt ion at t empt  ended in t ears w hen t he t iny puppy died t w o 

days af t er  w e t ook him home.  We realized t hat  w e needed t o research t he process of  

adopt ing a puppy or  a dog and, for  a puppy, f ind a reput able breeder w it h good references. 

And so, w e did.  We adopt ed Tasi, w ho lived w it h us for  12 beaut iful years!

We t hought  Tasi w as one of  t he most  int elligent  dogs w e had ever  met , but  t o be fair , 

w e had only had t hat  one dog!  He had a t remendous personalit y and refused t o suf fer  fools 

gladly.  For  example, af t er  liv ing w it h Tasi for  f ive years, w e adopt ed Scout , an 80-lb spayed 

female w ho w as a mixt ure of  Rot t w eiler  and Husky.  Sadly, she w as no longer w ant ed by her  

or iginal ow ners.  We bought  size-appropr iat e chew  bones for  bot h, w it h Scout  get t ing t he 

9-inch and Tasi t he 1-inch raw hide.  Tasi eyed bot h bones and picked t he 9-inch, leaving t he 

t iny bone for  Scout .  We laughed at  his audacit y, par t icular ly since t he bone w eighed much 

more t han he did.  On a caut ionary not e, w e t hought  hide bones w ere good for  dogs t hen. 

That  is unt il w e found out  how  dangerous hide bones are for  any dog.

But , not  t o get  ahead of  our  st ory, Michael and I bought  a home in Garret t  Count y on 

t he edge of  Deep Creek Lake and ret ired t here in 2004.  Sadly, Tasi w as unable t o share t he 

joy of  our  ret irement  because he died of  cancer  in ear ly 2004.  He w as 12 years old. We 

mourned his deat h for  a long t ime.

Aft er  a few  mont hs, t he sorrow  over  Tasi?s loss t urned int o cur iosit y t o f ind out  how  

ot her  dogs and pet s w ere t reat ed in t he U.S.  Unfor t unat ely, most  pet  ow ners are unaw are 

of  w hat  happens t o dogs and cat s t hat  are relinquished t o count y shelt ers ?  many t imes by 

t he ow ners t hemselves ?  because t here is scarce funding for  t he lit t ers of  dogs and cat s at  

t he local, count y, and st at e levels.  Many pet s suf fer  t err ible lives and deat hs, unbeknow nst  

t o t he local aut hor it ies, par t icular ly in rural communit ies.  The more I read about  w hat  

happens t o unw ant ed dogs and cat s, t he more I realized t hat  nobody know s how  many 

animals are act ually being eut hanized in t he Unit ed St at es each year .  The best  w e can 

come up w it h is an est imat e, w hich ranges bet w een seven and four  million animals.
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In t he past  eight  years since t he f irst  sect ion of  t he HART Cent er  opened, t hose 

numbers have been reduced st at ist ically but  not  act ually because ?  ot her  t han large 

organizat ions, such as t he HSUS, ASPCA, and Best  Fr iends, it  is dif f icult  t o collect  dat a f rom 

animal shelt ers at  t he nat ional level.  The Shelt er  Animals Count , a nonprof it  est ablished in 

2012, creat ed a nat ional dat abase t hat  allow s all animal shelt ers t o see consist ent  dat a 

across t he Unit ed St at es.  Pr ivat e and public shelt ers must  repor t  t heir  t imely informat ion 

t o t he w ebsit e, w hich is available for  cont r ibut ing organizat ions and t he general public.  The 

Shelt er  Animals Count  aims t o t rack progress in animal w elfare and save pet s nat ionally but  

success depends on t imely compliance by t he repor t ing shelt ers.

How ever, t o ret urn t o my st ory, af t er  all my research, I concluded t hat  I w ould not  be 

able t o become a vet er inar ian due t o my age and obligat ions.  St ill, I could become a 

regist ered vet er inary t echnician.  It  w as not  an easy pat h t o follow  due t o t he required 

anat omy and chemist ry courses, but  I prevailed.  I complet ed my t w o int ernships, one at  t he 

leading vet er inary clinic in Garret t  Count y and t he ot her  at  a large clinic in LaVale, MD.  In 

May of  2006, I graduat ed f rom Pierpont  Technical & Communit y College in Fairmont , West  

Virginia, passed my exam, and in August , became a Regist ered Vet er inary Technician at  t he 

age of  61.

While at t ending Pierpont , I familiar ized myself  w it h t he Garret t  Count y communit y, t he 

count y shelt er  and it s st af f , t he local vet er inar ians, t he local humane societ y, and t he 

process used t o rescue t he animals t hat  had been relinquished t o t he count y shelt er . 

Through var ious cont act s, I learned t hat  t he count y shelt er  w orked w it h t w o young w omen 

w ho had creat ed a formal procedure t o rescue animals.  They had formed a nonprof it  

organizat ion in 2003 and had named it  ?H.A.R.T[1]. of  Garret t  Count y, Inc.?  Their  names w ere 

Caroline Robison and Candy DeGiovanni. They had t he init iat ive t o creat e a process w hereby 

t he maximum number of  animals could be rescued and t aken t o ot her  communit ies w here 

t hey w ould have a much bet t er  chance of  being adopt ed.  To accomplish t his, t hey had t o 

recruit  volunt eer  dr ivers w illing t o use t heir  cars t o meet  t he receiving shelt ers in gas 

st at ions, midw ay point s, or  ot her  f inal dest inat ions.  They also had t o get  up incredibly ear ly 

t o go t o t he count y shelt er , place all t he kit t ens and dogs int o individual cages, and at t ach 

t he ident ifying informat ion t o each cage along w it h t he animal?s hist ory.

I asked our  dog?s vet er inar ian about  w ho w as t he person in charge of  H.A.R.T. He 

w rot e Caroline?s name and t elephone on a card and t old me w here she could usually be 

found: t he count y shelt er .

[1]The initials H.A.R.T. were the abbreviation of Homeless Animal Rescue and Transport.
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I met  Caroline in t he Spr ing of  2006 w hen she w as 38 years old, and I w as in t he f inal 

phase of  my vet er inary t echnician int ernship.  Her  yout h and det erminat ion impressed me. 

She had a lovely smile and beaut iful expressive eyes t hat  lit  up w hen t alking about  t he 

def iciencies at  t he count y shelt er .  She also w as ext remely kind t o me and know ledgeable 

about  animals.  Even t hough she w as only a volunt eer , she had w orked t o est ablish last ing 

connect ions w it h t he shelt er  st af f  and fully underst ood t he limit at ions of  our  count y.  In 

pursuit  of  saving an animal?s life, she w ould do w hat ever  w as necessary, including get t ing 

up at  4 a.m. t o dr ive crat ed animals t o ot her  count ies, est ablishing animal cont act s 

t hroughout  t he region, purchasing medicat ions, and f inding ot her  volunt eers w ho could 

make t he four  or  f ive-hour  dr ive int o more populat ed count ies.

As t ime w ent  on, I learned t hat  Caroline had a Bachelor  of  Science degree in Equine 

Educat ion, and, since graduat ing, she had w orked in every aspect  of  animal care and 

w elfare: She had been a vet er inary t echnician, an animal cont rol of f icer , a shelt er  manager, 

and a dedicat ed animal act iv ist .

When I w ent  t o t he count y shelt er  t o int roduce myself  t o Caroline, she t old me t hat  

she and Candy, w hom I had not  met , w ere about  t o present  a shelt er-improvement  plan t o 

t he Garret t  Count y Commissioners.  They w ere in t he process of  w r it ing a proposal t hat  

show ed t he local government  how  minimal improvement s t o t he shelt er  could save many 

animal lives.  I w as impressed by t heir  dedicat ion and of fered my help if  it  w as necessary.  I 

had been t he Chief  Financial Of f icer  of  our  former t ranslat ion company and w as an expert  in 

present ing proposals for  new  project s.  We par t ed on t hat  not e but  realizing how  busy 

Caroline w as, I t hought  it  might  be best  t o research ot her  w ays in w hich I could help rescue 

animals, if  not  in Garret t  Count y, t hen in surrounding count ies t hat  had t he same pressing 

need for  animal rescue.

Aft er  obt aining my Regist ered Vet er inary Technician license, I began t o explore ot her  

possibilit ies.  Since I did not  hear  f rom Caroline, I decided t o creat e my ow n nonprof it  t o 

raise funds t hat  could be used t o assist  rescue groups and animal-loving individuals in 

saving animal lives.  While draf t ing t he document s necessary t o form a nonprof it , I received 

a call f rom Caroline. She asked if  I could help t hem by creat ing a budget  t hat  w ould 

demonst rat e t o t he Commissioners how  t he count y shelt er  could be improved.  I used t heir  

dat a and creat ed a spreadsheet  t hat  show ed how  t he shelt er  could be enhanced w it h 

minimal funding.  I also met  Candy before t hey w ere scheduled t o meet  w it h t he 

Commissioners for  t he count yw ide budget  meet ing.
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Some more t ime passed w it hout  any new s, and, sadly, w e learned t hat  t he count y 

budget  meet ing w ould not  yield any funds t o improve t he animal shelt er .  The count y 

meet ing did not  even include H.A.R.T. or  t he count y shelt er  on it s agenda.

Michael and I became det ermined t o make a dif ference in West ern Maryland by 

cont r ibut ing our  business expert ise, our  dedicat ion, and our  love for  animals ?all animals. 

We w ere unsure how  w e w ould proceed but  knew  w e could make a real dif ference t o t he 

animals and t he communit y w here w e w ould live t he rest  of  our  lives.

Our next  st ep w ould be t o hold a meet ing w it h Caroline and Candy and learn w hat  w e 

did not  yet  know :everyt hing!
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Honor ing a Comrade in Arms

by Tom Dabney

One day I st ood across f rom t he funeral home and w at ched.

Eight  parked t heir  cars and pickups on t he st reet .

They slow ly emerged w it h w hit e shir t s, dark t ies and slacks.

There w as no spr ing in t heir  st ep,

Just  a slow  st eady gait  t o avoid possible falls.

Each reached back in and pulled a dark blue blazer  out ,

It  didn?t  f it  w ell, but  t hey all looked t he same,

w it h t heir  Amer ican Legion lapel but t ons and

t heir  Legion campaign caps.

They gat hered behind one fellow ?s car  t runk,

Who handed out  7 M-14 r if les and 3 blank car t r idges.

For  some, t he refrain of  his DI may have echoed in his ear

?This is my r if le, t his is my gun?,

As a scared 18-year-old in boot  camp far  f rom home.

Today, t hey w ould shoulder  t hese r if les

To honor a Comrade w ho w ould never  do so again.

They covered t heir  hands w it h w hit e gloves

including t he bugler , his horn all polished for  t he occasion.
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They assembled on t he law n in a line

Dist inct ive by t heir  post ures-

No longer st raight  and slim -

But  marked by st ooped and injured backs

Waist lines t hat  show ed t oo many years of  liv ing.

They w ait ed, ret elling st or ies of  ot her  t imes and quiet ly laughing

In t he Aut umn sun.

Soon, t he funeral assist ant  emerged and said it  w as t ime.

On t he far  lef t  he called: ?Tench Hut ?

And t heir  t ired and w orn bodies inst inct ively responded.

?Present  Arms?

?Fire? and t hey did-t hree t imes

Slow ly t hey ret urned t heir  r if les t o parade rest

And t he mournful sounds of  t he bugle cut  t hru t he fall air

And ut t ered t he sound t hat  put  t hem t o sleep in t he night  so long ago.
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If  Only For  A Moment

by David Greene

If  only for  a moment

I knew  your  laugh; t he quiet  silliness brought  on

by your  years of  mat ur it y.

If  only for  a moment

I saw  your  eyes; blue like t he clear  mount ain sky

af t er  a refreshing rain.

If  only for  moment

I felt  your  long hair ; running it  t hrough my f ingers,

allow ing t he sunlight  t o ref lect  it s goldenness

like a t housand and one mir rors.

If  only for  a moment

I knew  your  love; t ender and hesit ant  like a f ledgling bird

vent ur ing f rom it s nest .

For  only forever

I w ill remember how  w e lived and loved

in t hose f leet ing moment s.
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The Land My Papa Spoke Of
by Eleanor St emple
In Memory of  my Fat her

This is not  t he land my papa spoke of

Wit h honey on his lips and hope in his eyes

The land of  possibilit ies

Peppered in blue skies

He f led generat ions of  pover t y

For  foreign dir t , he fant asized cuisine

He crossed t he w at ers of  t he home of  his bir t h

To t ast e w hat  he t hought , ?The Amer ican Dream? And t hough he pledged allegiance

To t he red, w hit e and blue

His enlist ment  t o serve did not  spare him

Of t he hat e t hat  w ould ensue

Papa w as a brow n man

In a w or ld of  black and w hit e

Some called him ot her  w ords

When he w as out  of  sight

But  Papa alw ays heard t hem

And t ucked t he anger aw ay in his mind

He learned t o t olerat e ignorance

Tr ied t o f lour ish w it h perseverance and t ime

I remember t he agony

When promot ions passed him by

Gone t o ot hers

Dif ferent  in color

Though t o his face

They?d lie

Papa put  in t he hours

The blood, sw eat  and t ears

Did everyt hing t hat  everyone said

But  never  seen equal t o his peers

He gave up his nat ive t ongue

To speak anot her  man?s w ord, heavy in accent  st ill Falsely believing if  he knew  t hem all

He'd be accept ed w it h good w ill

Oh, but  t he dreams of  my Papa

Cost  him so very much

Amer ica, once full of  promise and hope
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Aft er  years laid w ast e t o rust

He w as never  rew arded his promised land

Only t okens for  t he sw eat  of  his brow

Yet  he died believing Amer ica st ill t rue

Oh w oe, if  he saw  it  now
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Lost  in Galw ay
by Michael McEw en

Fost er .  Rosemary.  Is t his Eyre or  St at ion Rd? Cobblest one blocks w ashed in red st op 

light s bit e at  t he boy?s feet .  They must  get  back t o t he communit y house.

Her insides are r ising.  She might  be f loat ing alongside t he boy.  Her  feet  slap t he w alk 

next  t o his as golden bugs w aft  around st reet light s, vanishing in t he light .

The music of  t he pub is gone now , but  t heir  ears have been bur ied. Arm in arm, t hey 

hear  t he w hine of  a siren somew here far  of f .

She st uf fs her  ot her  hand under his arm, like digging her  f ingers int o w arm bread. 

Voices and someone laughing roll t hrough crooked st reet s.

Young men w it h shir t s unbut t oned exposing hard st omachs are st omping past . One of  

t hem imit at es t he accent  as he reads signs. The boy t ight ens his gr ip on her  w aist .

The boy point s across a st reet .  Slow ly, her  eyes follow , but  cat ch on t he muscled 

w rought  iron gat es of  a church. The st eeple vanishes int o t he sky.

?We got t a cross t he br idge,? he says again. ?Remember? Sasha, w e have t o cross t he 

br idge.?

Sssaw -shhhuh.  Her  name sounds sloppy t o her .  Alw ays like it  fell f rom her  mot her?s 

mout h in t he hospit al bed and t hey t ook it  dow n w it hout  asking.

Her eyes are f licking back. For  t he f irst  t ime t he boy w onders if  someone really did 

drop somet hing in her  dr ink. She has candy breat h.

?Ow ,? she says w it hout  t hinking it . She t r ips again. The boy lif t s her  t o her  feet , w hen 

he discovers t he blood around her  t oenails. ?Oh my god!? He guides her  t o a bench. ?Jesus.?

Surpr ise.  He is surpr ised, she t hinks.  That  w as t he w ord a t herapist  gave her  in f if t h 

grade.  You surpr ised your  t eacher t oday, she?d said.

Wit h t he clean end of  a t issue, t he boy dabs at  his f r iend?s feet , cleaning t hem.   Who 

can he call?  The host  family is asleep.  It  is near ly 3.

She held t he boy?s head as he bent  bet w een her  knees.  Trust  comes as heat  f looding 

her  chest .  Like love but  easy.  This is w hy t hey t ravel t oget her .

Taking slow  breat hs, he sit s up, his back on t he cold bars of  t he bench.  A cab is no 

good.  He does not  know  t he address.  They are close t o t he br idge, he is sure.

A const ellat ion, Or ion?  Amazing, Sasha t hinks, but  it  is not  w int er .  She is not  seeing 

it .  Are t he st ars w rong here?  She can?t  remember.  Not hing is f ixed.
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?Lean on me,? he says, ?like t his.?

A w arm palm against  her  t high.  Suddenly, she t ips over  unt il her  feet  lif t .  She?s in his 

arms.

There?s no t ension in t he dead w eight  of  her  legs, and t hat  w orr ies him.  He can do 

t his.  They must  cross t he br idge.  Hold ont o me, he says t hrough his t eet h.

Surpr ise, she t hinks.  Over t ime she had let  t he w ord replace anger and hur t .  It  

opened t he air lock and r id her  body of  heat .

?You have t o help me,? he says. ?I know ,? comes quiet ly back. ?Lat ch ont o me!? Her 

arm sw ings up slow ly. ?Is it  my fault ?? ?No,? he says, ?it ?s okay.?

She f loat s, held under her  shoulder  and under her  knees, w at ching t he bit t er  black 

nervous syst em of  t ree branches glide in f ront  of  t he st ars.

He sees t he br idge ahead.  Sw eat ?s r ising under his hair .  They need phone light s? t he 

host  said so.  Shine your  t orch on t he br idge so you don?t  get  hit .  No st reet light s t here.

He?s t elling her  t o t ake her  phone out .  Turn on t he f lashlight .  She can do t hat .  We?re 

advent urers, she t hinks.

He smells it  f irst .  The dizzying st ink of  w eed.  His jaw  t ight ens and he slow s, quiet ing 

his breat h.  ?Wait ,? he says as she opens her  phone for  t he light .

They pass beside a w all of  bushes w hen he hears a voice.  Short  and ugly, so fast  t hey 

almost  miss it .  ?Sh!? t he voice says.

He rolls his feet  now , his shins st inging t o t he bone.  Someone is w alking carefully on 

t he ot her  side of  t he bush.  A f igure st rolls int o t he light  at  t he corner  ahead.

She w as surpr ised w hen her  mot her  refused anot her  drug t est , she had t old her  

grandparent s. S he had rehearsed it  in her  room.  Surpr ised her  mom didn?t  w ant  cust ody.

?You bet t er  be doing r ight , mat e,? she hears a st range voice say.  She blinks and looks 

t o see a beard and pale skin so close t o her .  The st ranger?s hands are animat ed.

?Fuck of f ,? her  boy says, his voice vibrat ing against  her .  The st ranger?s palm is sw eat y 

w hen it  grabs her  arm.

She f lails, limbs t w ist ing like so many coat  hangers unt il she lands on her  feet . 

?Sasha!? Her boy yells. ?He?s my brot her !? Sasha says w it h palms up.

?We?re siblings,? she insist s, bit ing her  cheek not  t o smile at  t he lie.  She pat s his chest  

and flexes her  legs, t rying not  t o let  t hem fold under her .

The boy is st ill holding her  under one arm, like a w et  blanket  on a clot hesline. ?She?s 

my sist er ,?he af f irms, st ruck w it h a sallow  love t hat  makes his legs w eak.
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The st ranger looks bet w een t hem, unable t o hold eye cont act .  His hand raises, but  he 

gives in and st umbles aw ay.  The t w o hold st eady and remember how  far  t hey are f rom 

home.

?Can you w alk?? ?No,? she f inally says. He lif t s her  again. ?Hold t his phone light ,? he 

says. ?I can?t .? ?Sasha! Please!?

?We don?t  die like t his,? she says, shaking her  head feebly against  him. ?We don?t .  

Baby, w e don?t .?

Wit h a sigh, he jost les her  w holly int o his arms and w alks as hard as he can.  His calves 

scream, and he is sw eat ing against  her .  They must  get  t o t he ot her  side.

He dr ives his feet  int o t he r ising cobblest ones t hat  appear w hit e w hen her  light  

passes over  t hem.  The br idge r ises over  dark w at er .  As t hey crest  t he peak of  it , his legs 

numb t o machines.

She?s being jerked around.  Not  afraid.  She is t he bubble in t he green liquid of  a level, 

bobbing back and for t h as her  body t ips and t osses along in t he night .

He sit s hard on t he st one w all out side t he cot t age. ?I can?t . I can?t  carry you up t he 

st eps.?

?You don?t  have t o,? she says. ?We can sleep out  here.? He w ant s t o cry. ?Think about  

t his somet ime,? she says. ?When w e?re home, t hink about  r ight  here.? And t hey sit  a w hile.

At  t he door , t hey t urn t he lock, heads pounding, t hen w alk in darkness t o t he guest  

room w it h t he creaky locker  and glow ing alarm clock.  They undress, t aking t urns in t he 

bat hroom.

?Do you w ant  t o sleep in t he same bed?? She asks. ?Is t hat  w ise?? ?We can,? she says.

On shaking arms, he low ers in beside her , his face bur ied in t he sof t  sw eet ness of  her  

hair , w onder ing if  he t roubles her  t he w ay she t roubles him.

She let s his hand w rap her .  She?s not  surpr ised.  She t enses only a moment  before she 

relaxes again.  He sidles up unt il t heir  bodies are f lush, w here t hey fall asleep.
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Mast -Fruit ing Trut h

by Rhoda Troobof f

?All f lour ishing is mut ual.?

?  Robin Wall Kimmerer . Braiding Sw eet grass.

Mast -f ruit ing t rees like oaks and pecans

make bumper crops ?  oodles of  acorns, t ons of  nut s ?

in some years, but  not  most . Hungry foragers ?

ground hogs, squir rels, chipmunks,  pie bakers ?

t ake t heir  f ill in t he ordinary years, w hile t he f rugal t rees

reserve some unspent  nour ishment  f rom t he miracle of  phot osynt hesis  

t o send dow nw ard f rom t heir  leaves t hrough t w igs, branches, and t runks

t o t heir  root s for  st orage as st arch. When t heir  root s are sat ed,

t hese mast -f ruit ing t rees, w hisper ing beyond human hear ing, agree

t o release t heir  laid-by st ash. Through ent w ined root s

secret ly coded messages pass f rom t ree t o t ree,

grove t o grove, across t he landscape, across borders

t o spend t heir  st ored-up w ealt h on of fspr ing.

Upw ard f rom root s t hrough t runks, branches, 

and t w igs t he messages move: It ?s t ime t o use 

savings on ext ravagances of  bud, blossom, and nut .

Abundance w ill leave on t he landscape generous f ruit ing

beyond t he appet it es of  ground dw ellers and guarant ee

lives of  fut ure t rees and grat eful gat herers alike.

The t rees share w it h us a w ise, deep t rut h:

?We can st arve t oget her  or  feast  t oget her .

If  one f ruit s, w e all f ruit . 

All f lour ishing is mut ual.?
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My Mot her?s Brot her

by Toni Lolli

He t aught  me t o hunt , f ish, smoke and sw ear. I?m not  t alking about  mundane cussing.  

I mean full-bore, st raight -ahead, unadult erat ed profanit y.  He had an incredible abilit y t o 

st r ing obscene w ords t oget her .  I don?t  t hink he ever  repeat ed t he same pat t ern t w ice.  But  

t hen, he had lot s of  pract ice.  I t hink it  w as his w ay of  shielding himself  f rom life?s 

disappoint ment s.  I also suspect  it  w as heredit ary.

He w as a baker  by t rade, and, by necessit y, carpent er , cabinet  maker, furnit ure maker, 

plumber, mason, elect r ician and aut o mechanic.  There w as not hing he couldn?t  do and do 

w ell.  He w as t he craf t sman of  t he family, alw ays doing for  ot her  people - and t hen 

complaining about  it .

The Great  Depression must  have had an af fect  on him.  His parent s w ere immigrant s 

so he exper ienced discr iminat ion.  As soon as he w as able, he, in t urn, displayed prejudice 

and discr iminat ion t ow ard t he next  group of  new comers.  It  w as a common t rait  among his 

siblings.  I?m amazed most  of  my generat ion escaped t he same pat h.

There w as not hing he w ouldn?t  do for  you - w het her  he liked you or  not .  He?d of t en 

complain t o ot hers about  t he w ork but  never  refused as much as a hint  of  a request .  Many 

t imes, I w at ched my mot her  t ry t o pay him for  his t ime and mat er ials.  He accept ed not hing 

and t hey?d argue unt il he lef t  our  house, somehow  of fended she had made t he of fer .  She, in 

t urn, w as angry because he w ould not  accept  payment .  Each w it h t he unshakable cer t aint y 

t he ot her  w as t oo bullheaded for  t heir  ow n good.

They w ere t w o of  a kind. If  you include all t heir  siblings, t hey w ere eight  of  a kind. 

Most  family gat her ings I remember ended w it h bruised egos and hur t  feelings.  This w as not  

an Ozzie and Harr iet  family.  They w ould have eat en Ozzie and Harr iet  alive.

Through a lifet ime of  doing for  ot hers he never  asked anyone for  help.  As he and I got  

older , I?d make it  a point  t o st op in and see w hat  he w as up t o.  In lat e aut umn I?d climb t he 

20-foot  ladder and clean t he gut t ers, t hen sw it ch t he t ract or?s mow er deck for  t he snow  

blow er.  Come spr ing, it  w as t ime for  bedding plant s, t he veget able garden and law n mow er. 

He alw ays grew  t oo many veget ables and made t he rounds, giv ing t hem aw ay.  Even t his 

bount y became a burden, accompanied by his complaint s.

He, his w ife, Peg, and t heir  daught er , Pat , made w edding cakes for  every family 

member w ho ever  marr ied.  There must  have been 75 of  t hem.  They?d bake, decorat e and 

deliver  t he cakes - t hen complain about  t he w ork.  When it  came t ime for  my w edding, I 

asked him t o enjoy t he day as a guest  but  not  t o do t he baking.  I never  knew  if  he 

int erpret ed t his as a gif t  or  an insult .  I suspect  t he lat t er .  I?m pret t y sure it  w as a t opic of  

discussion w hen I w as absent .
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Deer hunt ing season w as a special t ime.  I lived 300 miles aw ay but  I?d br ing him t o 

our  home so w e could spend t he w eek t oget her .  What ever  cost s w ere incurred, he made 

sure he paid t he bill.  The same w as t rue w hen I?d t ake him t o Maine for  a few  days of  f ishing. 

I used t o t hink it  w as his w ay of  saying t hanks.  Looking back, it  seems more likely he didn?t  

w ant  t o be beholden t o anyone.

On ref lect ion, I t hink he felt  obligat ed t o give and do t hings lest  people t alk about  him 

in t he w ay he t alked about  t hem.  Maybe it  w as his w ay of  def lect ing ant icipat ed 

bad-mout hing or  a count er  int uit ive w ay of  get t ing in t he f irst  punch.  I don?t  know .

Near ly ninet y years old, his eyesight  failed and he w as declared legally blind but , he 

cont inued running t he pow er t ools in his shop.  He w as a st ubborn old bast ard - but  he kept  

all his f ingers.  When I v isit ed, w e?d sit  in t he w ood shop and chain-smoke unf ilt ered Camel 

cigaret t es.  He smoked t hem for  80 years.  Even af t er  I quit  t he habit , he?d of fer  t hem from 

his ever-present  pack and I?d smoke w it h him.  Some families dr ink cof fee t oget her .  We 

smoke.

I somet imes t hink I w as his favor it e nephew  ?  a relat ive t erm if  t here ever  w as one ?  

probably because w e shared an int erest  in hunt ing, f ishing and bird dogs.  I?d t ell him about  

t he exploit s of  my dog and he?d t ell me about  his dogs f rom for t y years ago.  These w ere t he 

few  t imes I can remember him enjoying himself .

Af t er  w e exhaust ed any t alk of  hunt ing and f ishing, he?d begin his lit any of  complaint s 

about  one of  his ot her  nephew s - t he jerk-of f  du jour .  Everyone t ook t heir  t urn in t he barrel 

?  and everyone expect ed it .  Someone w as eit her  borrow ing his t ruck and keeping it  t oo 

long or  borrow ing t ools and breaking t hem.  Some, he claimed, show ed him disrespect .  You 

t hink t he Maf ia had a st r ict  code and f irm consequences for  disrespect ?  They could learn a 

lot  f rom my mot her?s family.

Pat  w as t heir  only child, t hree years older  t han I am and an alcoholic.  My uncle knew , 

yet  for  years he bought  t he gallons of  vodka it  t ook t o keep her  home-bound.  I don?t  

underst and it .  Maybe he didn?t  eit her .  Her  dr inking led t o a st roke and she w as moved t o a 

nursing home.  Soon af t er , Pat ?s mot her  succumbed t o Alzheimer?s and w as moved t o a 

room next  t o t heir  daught er?s.

Lat e one aut umn af t ernoon w e sat  in his w orkshop amidst  t he saw dust , machinery 

and blue cigaret t e smoke.  Dust  mot es, f loat ing dow nw ard t hrough t he slant ed rays of  

yellow  sunlight , had t heir  immut able fall int errupt ed and t ook an involunt ary r ide on t he 

r ising plumes of  cigaret t e smoke in spit e of  t he law s of  gravit y.

" Just  so you know ,"  he said, " you're in my w ill and my guns and t ruck w ill go t o you."  

Light  ref lect ed of f  his glasses, hiding any emot ional clues his eyes might  reveal.  As w as t rue 

for  t he rest  of  his family, emot ions w ere t o be avoided unless t hey burst  for t h uncont rolled.
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" I' ll t ake care of  your  st uf f ,"  I said. I n my heart  I knew  it  w ould alw ays be his st uf f , 

and more - a connect ion t o him af t er  his passing.  That  w as t he only t ime w e t alked about  it .

I don?t  know  w hy t hey chose t o hide his pancreat ic cancer  f rom him, t elling him it  w as 

somet hing less cr it ical.  Maybe t hey didn?t  w ant  him t o give up t oo soon.  He w ent  dow n hill 

quickly.  More t han once his caregiver  said he w as unable t o t ake my phone calls.  His w as 

not  an easy depart ure.

Wit hin t w elve w eeks of  his diagnosis, he w as gone; if  not  t he proverbial blessing, at  

least  t he end of  suf fer ing.  The st at e t ook act ion and, bequest  or  not , sold all his proper t y as 

an of fset  against  t he expense of  car ing for  his surviv ing w ife and daught er .  The one t ime he 

show ed t rust  in ot hers t o do his f inal bidding, t hey screw ed him ?  just  as, t hroughout  his 

life, he w ould have predict ed.

How  ironic, t hat  a man w it h such lit t le fait h in ot hers w ould t rust  t he government  t o 

honor his f inal w ishes.  It  almost  seems f it t ing t o have happened t hat  w ay ?  t he f inal insult  

t o an unhappy life.

Follow ing t he funeral, my cousin, John, gat hered t he nephew s.  He w as w it h our  uncle 

w hen he passed and said he had t he remains of  our  uncle?s last  pack of  cigaret t es.  He 

handed t hem out  and w e smoked t o our  uncle?s memory.  Some families raise a glass in 

remembrance.  My family gives burnt  of fer ings.

# # #
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A New  Beginning

by Heat her  Togbet se

Freshly w ashed clot hes on t he line

Coal st ained shir t s

And t iny hand-sew n dresses

Marked t he beginning of  a new  life

In Dilliner

The st one house brought  bet t er  days

And a br ight er  out look

Kit t y playing in t he yard

Wit h t he ducks

And her  imaginat ion

Beaut iful fabr ics sew n int o skir t s

And blouses

And w arm memor ies

You have w rapped us all in your  w armt h

You are w oven int o us.
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Of Ice and Dreams

by Lor i St oll

The seas roll and sw ell

and lap against  t he low er deck

like w aves on shore w ould be ?

a st eady brush, and lap, and brush,

t hen f izz as foam spreads f rom t he rails.

Ice-crow ned peaks r ise fore and af t ,

above debr is t urned sof t  w it h melt

w here reindeer graze on t iny plant s ?

sof t  mounds like moss t hat ?s f reshly grow n

on t undra sloping t o t he f jord.

Somet imes t he peaks seem t et hered t o

t he clouds t hat  slow ly sidle in

or  fog t hat  spreads across t he sky?

a gray t hat  cut s t he peaks f rom view

and yet  can?t  quench t he midnight  sun.

How  nice it  feels w it h sea and ice

as far  as t he eye can see

w hile dreams of  ever  far t her  on

keep calling out  t o me ?  be calm,

be calm, be calm and come and see.
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One Piece

by Len Shindel

?Headed back t o Balt imore,?

I t old my f r iend, an elder .

?Hope you come back in one piece,?

he blur t ed.

I t hought  about  t he 

non sequit ur : 

his fear ,

my safet y.

He could have asked,

What  neighborhood w ill 

you be visit ing??

?How  are t hings t here??

But  quest ions could be hard,

uncomfor t able for  each of  us.

I might  scrat ch  

his skew ed image,

become lost  in

complexit y, and

nuance.
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Int o t his void,

I polit ely smile,

uncomfor t able,

never t heless.

I' ll w alk aw ay, 

feeling w eak,

on my w ay

t ow ard 

t he

anguished, 

impolit e,

resilient  

Cit y 

I 

Failed 

To 

Defend.
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Persist ence
by Ellen Cof fey

Shepherds purse,

   velvet  t o t he t ouch,

      w it h mouse-hair  leaves.

Mock st raw berr ies,

   w it h t ast eless, dw arfed f ruit

      and slight , yellow  f low ers.

Whit e clover ,

   it s spiky, round blossoms,

      cocooning a pink cent er .

Creeping Char lie,

   w it h order ly foliage,

      t oot h edged and lacy.

Dead net t le,

   purple, double-lipped blooms

      on st out  green st ems.

They have fet ching,

   fanciful, funny t it les,

      named by garden poet s.

They are clever ,

   smart er  t han any

      geraniums, begonias, or  roses ?

w ho need plant  food,

   w at er  and careful coaxing

      t o last  t he long summer.
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They are survivors w ho 

   know  how  t o hide f rom

      my eager w eeders t row el.

Like feral felines ?

   t hey can?t  be t amed and

      t hr ive in t he oddest  places.

Weeds are t he dream child

   of  a w eary Mot her  Nat ure,

                        for  t hey persist .
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Pie - A Memoir
by Annie Simcoe

When I w as a very lit t le gir l, 5-6 years old, I spent  a lot  of  t ime baking w it h my Gram. In 

t hose days she ow ned a rest aurant . I w ould pick w ild berr ies f rom t he edge of  her  yard and 

w e w ould bake t hem int o pies. 

Fast  forw ard a few  years. My mom w as t aking summer classes t o f inish her  t eaching 

degree. There w as a t hicket  of  black raspberr ies bet w een my and my best  f r iend?s houses. 

We picked gallons of  berr ies and nat urally I w ant ed t o bake pies. We w ere 12. Mom w as an 

hour  aw ay. I don?t  know  how  exact ly w e called t o ask permission, no cellphones in t hose 

days, but  it  w as grant ed. We scoured her  cookbooks, picked a recipe and baked pies. If  

anyone had come home mid-process, I probably w ould never  have been allow ed in a kit chen 

again. But  by t he t ime mom came home t he kit chen w as clean and t here w ere t w o per fect  

pies. Since t hen, I have been required t o br ing pie t o every family event  I have at t ended. 

I st ill use t he pie crust  recipe f rom t he Silver  Palat e cook book. It  calls for  but t er  and 

Cr isco. One day I may exper iment  w it h an all-but t er  recipe. Maybe not . I break most  of  t he 

pie crust  rules. I cut  t he fat  int o t he f lour  w it h my f ingers, I don?t  alw ays refr igerat e it  

before I roll it  out . It  alw ays t urns out . Berry pie is st ill my favor it e but  I bake apple or  

chicken pot  pie more. There is a 100% chance I w ill forget  t o dot  t he pie w it h but t er  before I 

put  t he t op crust  on, and w ill have t o slide t he but t er  int o t he air  vent s. I could only have 

learned t his t r ick f rom my gram. So maybe she also forgot  t o dot  her  pies w it h but t er . I 

don?t  know  for  sure. I don?t  have memor ies baking w it h her  past  t hose very ear ly days.

My gram t urned 89 on Valent ine?s Day 2023. You w ould never  believe t hat  if  you met  

her . She sold t he rest aurant  af t er  a year  or  t w o and w ent  on t o have a ser ies of  ot her  

businesses. As t he oldest  grandchild, I may be t he only one w ho has memor ies of  baking 

w it h her . I am grat eful for  t he hours spent  in my Gram?s kit chen, and equally grat eful t hat  

my mom let  me have f ree rein over  hers.
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The Pursuit
by Tom Dabney

It  w as lat e af t ernoon.

The sun, t hough low  on t he hor izon,

Was st ill so br ight  a blocking hand w as needed t o see

What  w as hidden by it s glare.

They w alked on t he st orm-w at er  impoundment  bank

Looking in t he direct ion of  t he glow ing sun-

Three of  t hem, maybe 10 or  11 years,

Wit h t heir  baseball caps on backw ards,

Their  jacket s unzipped t o allow  t he last  breat h of  fall

And t he w armt h of  t he set t ing sun, t o t ouch t hem.

As young boys are w ont  t o do

They w ere pushing and punching each ot her

As t hey w alked t ow ard t ow n.

Then

t hey abrupt ly st opped.

Gazing upw ard w it h t heir  hands

Blocking t he w est ern sun.

Fur t ively searching for  t he w op-w op- w op sound

Somew here above t hem.

Then t hey found t he sound above t hem.

And t hey st opped- t ot ally mesmer ized.

Their  faces show ed a sense of  w onderment ,

Not  unlike w hen biplanes crossed t he prair ies

Passing over  farm boys behind horse-draw n plow s or

Boys w it h bikes leaning

Against  chain link fences w it h NO TRESPASSING signs, w hile

Sleek f ight er  jet s raced dow n t he runw ay beyond t he fence

but  not  beyond t heir  dreams.

This af t ernoon I saw  t hat  w onderment  in t heir  faces,

Which w ill alw ays ensure t he pursuit  by yout h of

Advent ure and t he unknow n.
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Qualit y Hill
by Heat her  Togbet se

Mary Jane w as her  name

A Black mammy

Working for  t he local minist er  and his family

You w alked w it h her  along t he sidew alks of  racism

You w alked in your  ow n st rengt h as a child

Who, even t hen, somehow  knew  t he t rut h

And t he dif ference bet w een r ight  and w rong

You shared cookies out  t he back door

And t oget her  you shared moment s import ant  enough

To recall and ret ell as an old w oman

Mary Jane w as w oven int o you

Mary Jane is w oven int o me
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Reckless Roost er ing 
by Cassandra Wolfe 

What  began as a foray int o some innocent  backyard birding has t urned int o a full out  

f lock of  feat hered fellas. There are not  one nor  t w o but  a t ot al of  four  roost ers residing in 

my chicken coop. They almost  out number t he lovely ladies w hom t hey so brut ally adore. 

It  st ar t ed w it h Phobos. I heard his yodel ear ly on in his chick days, a st rangled cry for  

at t ent ion mut ed only by his demure st at ure. A few  days lat er , a second w arbling st ar t ed t o 

follow  Phobos?s morning prayers. The f luf fy chick w ho st ar t ed as Ivy w as quickly dubbed 

?Ivan?. The precisely laid chicken plans did not  account  for  roost ers, not  even one of  t hem. 

How  w ould I cope w it h t w o?

The follow ing summer, t hree more eggs hat ched, and w ouldn?t  you know  it  ?  t w o of  

t hose chicks dressed t hemselves handsomely in roost er  digs and let  loose t heir  magnif icent  

crow s as soon as t heir  w indpipes caught  up w it h t heir  t ail feat hers. They are af fect ionat ely 

referred t o as Roost er  # 3 and Roost er  # 4. 

This morning, I crept  out  of  my bedroom under t he cloak of  darkness hoping t o st eal a 

few  moment s t o myself  before t he sun began it s assault  on my senses. At  5:35 am w hen t he 

sky w as st ill pit ch black, it  st ar t ed. The roost ers raised t heir  heads and let  loose t heir  

gallant  songs, usher ing in t he morning. This crooning cont inued for  anot her  73 minut es unt il 

my beloved darkness w as complet ely scared aw ay and t he light  of  morning f looded t he sky.

The darkness w as my excuse t o sit  and soak in t he st ar t  of  t he day. A t ime t o relish 

t he endless possibilit ies t hat  might  lay ahead and list en for  t he w hispers of  inspirat ion t o 

st ir  t he silence int o act ion. Inst ead, t he light  is slapping me in t he face denying me t he 

opport unit y t o ret reat  under t he covers and bury my head for  anot her  t hree hours. I have a 

feeling t hat  if  I even at t empt ed t hat , t he chicken quar t et  w ould belt  out  t heir  great est  hit s 

once again.

I know  t his next  par t  may be a lit t le hard for  t he rumpus roost ers t o w rap t heir  spurs 

around. How ever, I t hink it  should be brought  t o t heir  at t ent ion t hat  t hey are all being 

ext remely reckless w it h t heir  roost er ing licenses. While t hey are st ill quit e young and 

inexper ienced and have been denied t he inf luence of  a suit able role mode, I should t hink 

t hey might  be open t o burying t heir  cut e lit t le combs int o a pile of  pine shavings w hen t he 

f irst  st reaks of  daybreak dance across t he night  sky. I?m not  asking for  much, maybe just  an 

ext ra t w ent y minut es or  so before t hey break out  t heir  siren-esque serenade each morning. 
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I haven?t  yet  scoured Amazon for  a roost er  t raining device w hich might  consist  of  

some kind of  beak muzzle t hat  releases w hen t he sun breaks t he hor izon. If  it  is out  t here, I 

guarant ee t hat  I can f ind it . I?m also very open t o br ibery. Perhaps some ext ra st inky 

f reeze-dr ied f ly larvae t reat s or  a surplus of  squiggly meal w orms w ould convince t he 

melodious foursome t o hold of f  for  a few  moment s longer each morning. 

Maybe t hey w ould sleep a lit t le sounder and a lit t le longer if  t hey each had t heir  ow n 

personal handknit  roost er  robe. I imagine it  w ould allow  t hem t o snuggle dow n int o a safe, 

w arm space w here t hey could let  t heir  subconscious dr if t  of f  int o t he sw eet est  Phasianidae 

dreams. If  t hey had personal dow ny pillow s and coordinat ing eye masks, t hey could really 

st ave of f  t he f irst  inkling of  daw n unt il t hey achieved a luxur ious lengt h of  shut  eye. Think 

of  t he song t hat  w ould burst  for t h f rom a t ruly w ell-rest ed roost er !

I am grat eful for  all four  of  t hese fow l, even in t heir  elevat ed t est ost erone st at e. They 

each possess t he r ight  amount  of  at t it ude and sass t o keep everyone in line. I w ould not  

w ant  t hem any less sleek or  handsome. They keep t heir  cr imson combs a div ine shade t hat  I 

w ish I could replicat e on t he t omat oes in my garden. They are alw ays w ell groomed and full 

of  energy for  any social sit uat ion t hat  might  come t heir  w ay. The crow s t hey of fer  up each 

morning are t he manliest  of  t he manliest . The sounds coming out  of  each of  t heir  point y 

beaks could not  be more pleasing, t hey w ould just  be more enjoyable if  t hey sang t hem a 

lit t le lat er  in t he morning. 

I am hopeful t hat  at  least  one of  t he four  w ill hear  my pleas and t ake my suggest ions 

int o considerat ion. In t he meant ime, I?m going t o sit  in a w indow less room and make a 

renew ed at t empt  t o simulat e t he st ar t  of  my day again. It ?ll be just  me and my 

audiologist -approved earplugs enjoying a sensory depr ived st at e w hile t he raucous bunch of  

goons in t he coop carry on like t heir  heads depend upon it !
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The Rescue 
by Eleanor St emple

You needed a home 

We reluct ant ly said ?ok? 

And f rom t he moment  w e met  We could not  look aw ay 

Your eyes spoke of  st or ies We gradually came t o know  In each t ugging w alk 

Wit h every exuberant  hello Slow ly you let  us in 

Over t ime our  bond grew  You f illed an empt iness 

We w ere a family made new  Yet  t ime is such a bast ard A t rue knife t hat  severs 

A t hef t  of  our  hope 

That  you?d be here forever  But  boy did you t ry 

Time and again 

To rally,To f ight  

To remain unt il t he end 

When your  spir it  pushed Your body f inally said ?no? Regardless of  desire 

It  w as t ime t o let  you go 

The rainbow  br idge calling Our last  w alk t o t ake you home Thank you dear  Nico 

For  never  leaving us alone We?ll alw ays list en 

For  your  paw s on t he f loor  We?ll alw ays long 

For  your  greet ing at  t he door  Your space on t he sofa 

Your place on our  bed 

The milieu of  your  spir it  

Will linger  in our  heads 

The joy t hat  you gave us The love t hat  remains 

We homed a rescue 

And it  w as our  lives he changed 
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Saw dust  and Rail Bourbon
by Bob New man

I push t hrough t he door  and t he place is ankle deep in saw dust  and rail bourbon.

I see her  as soon as I st ep int o t he room, her  head coming around at  t he sound of  t he 

door  closing, her  eyes running up my body, f rom my dust y boot s t o my shaved head.  I look 

aw ay, not  ready t o t alk t o her  yet , see t he bar t ender st and up f rom behind t he bar  w it h a 

bucket ful of  ice and head his w ay.  He looks up at  t he sound of  my boot s on t he scarred 

w ooden f loor  and immediat ely dismisses me as just  anot her  penniless dr if t er  looking t o 

scam him out  of  a f ree dr ink and a hot  meal.

?Avery around??

He glances at  my face as t he ice clat t ers int o t he sink, shaking his head before t he 

last  syllable escapes my mout h.

?Nope.  Hasn?t  been around in days.?

?I heard t his is his favor it e place.?

?He?s around enough, but  you?ll have t o ask him if  he likes some ot her  place bet t er .?  

He drops t he bucket  on t he f loor  and kicks it  under t he bar , t hen lays bot h hands f lat  as he 

st ares at  me.  The inner  corner  of  his r ight  eye t w it ches, and t hat ?s w hen I know  t hat  he?s 

lying.

?Might  w ait  around, on t he chance he w anders in.?

?Ain?t  no bus st at ion, you w ant  t o st ay here you have t o buy somet hing.?

I pull a t hin w allet  f rom my hip pocket , pull out  a bill and f lip it  on t he bar .  ?Imp and an 

Iron.?

He snor t s as he t urns.  ?Like anybody st ill dr inks t hat  sw ill.  Old Crow  do ya??

I drop ont o t he st ool.  ?Six a one.?

Thir t y seconds lat er  he slides a light  shot  and an over f low ing beer  in f ront  of  me and I 

nod my t hanks as he gat hers up my Hamilt on.  Haven?t  had a dr ink in a w eek, but  not  

because I w as on t he w agon; it  w as eit her  dr ink or  food, and if  I get  any skinnier  my belt  w ill 

have t o do double dut y, holding my pant s up w it h one end w hile t he ot her  is nailed t o t he 

f loor  t o keep me from blow ing aw ay in a puf f  of  w ind.

I snif f  t he w hiskey, t hen t ake in half , t he harsh burn like a face slap of  cold w at er  f rom 

a mount ain st ream in ear ly Apr il.  The beer , barely more palat able t han t he cheap w hiskey, 

hit s my empt y st omach seconds lat er , mit igat ing t he cramping f rom t he liquor  only slight ly 

as I feel a shudder pass t hrough me.  I see t he bar t ender smile at  my discomfor t ; no w orr ies, 

I?d do t he same in his shoes.
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I sw ivel a one-eight y and scan faces, most  st ill looking at  me, but  ot her  t han t he gir l I 

see no one but  st rangers.  Tw o men playing penny ant e in t he corner  w it h a deck of  cards so 

old and w orn t hey?re almost  t ranslucent .  A four  t op by t he jukebox, t w o couples out  on 

dat e night , all of  t hem sipping beer , none of  t hem t alking.  A lone man at  t he end of  t he bar  

looking for  life?s secret s in t he bot t om of  his beer  bot t le.  And t he gir l, her  phone t o her  ear  

as she presses hard up against  a t all man in a dir t y w ife-beat er  and a baseball cap, t he logo 

so caked w it h grease it  could be adver t ising anyt hing f rom t he local t r iple-A baseball t eam 

t o t he nearby w horehouse.  When she sees me looking at  her  she mout hs one w ord, t hen 

drops t he phone f rom t he side of  her  face and slides it  int o t he back pocket  of  her  skin t ight  

jeans.

I hear  r inging and t urn t o see t he bar t ender w it h an old black phone in his hand, his 

eyes on me.  He mut t ers, shakes his head, mut t ers again and t hen hangs t he phone in it s 

cradle.  I lif t  an eyebrow  but  he t urns aw ay, w hich is f ine because I already know  w ho he 

w as t alking t o and w hat ?s about  t o happen.

I f inish t he shot , chase it  w it h all but  a sw allow  of  beer  and w ipe my mout h w it h t he 

back of  my hand, my eyes never  leaving t he mir ror  over  t he backbar.  From t he per iphery I 

see t he bar t ender push a cur t ain aside and w alk out  of  sight , probably t o get  out  of  t he line 

of  f ire, w hich is not hing more or  less t han I expect .  One of  t he four  t op get s up and pumps 

quart ers int o t he jukebox and a few  seconds lat er  Sinat ra st ar t s t o croon, singing t hat  it  

w as a very good year , w hich I w ould respect fully disagree w it h but  w hat  t he hell do I know , 

I?m sit t ing in a neighborhood dive dr inking my dinner  w hile I w ait  for  a man w it h a gun.

Five minut es pass, somet hing I t rack w it h t he sw eep of  t he second hand on t he clock I 

can see high in t he corner  of  t he mir ror , t hen t he door  opens slow ly and a man pauses in t he 

backlit  f rame.  Every head in t he place sw ivels t o see w ho it  is, and t hen as one t hey st and 

and follow  t he bar t ender t hrough t he cur t ain.

Everyone but  t he gir l, w ho jerks her  hand f ree as her  dat e t r ies t o pull her  behind t he 

bar  t o safet y.

He glances at  t he gir l but  w alks over  t o me, st opping of f  my lef t  shoulder , his r ight  

hand bur ied deep in t he pocket  of  his coat , t he out line of  a pist ol pushing t hrough t he light  

cot t on.  I smile at  his ref lect ion and nod at  t he seat  beside me.

?Billy.?  It  comes out  like a curse.

I haven?t  heard anyone say my name, my t rue name, in mont hs, and it  sounds st range, 

unfamiliar .  In t he mir ror  I see t he gir l st and and w alk over  t o t he jukebox as Sinat ra sings of  

t he dregs of  his life, his t ime w inding dow n, and I w onder if  mine is about  t o do t he same.
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?Least  you could do is sit  w it h me, Avery, maybe share a dr ink.?

Ignor ing t he st ool he w alks around t he bar , lif t s a bot t le f rom t he t op shelf  and put s it  

on t he bar  along w it h t w o clean glasses, t hen comes back around as Dor is Day begins t o 

w hisper , asking her  mot her  if  she?ll be pret t y, if  she?ll be r ich.

He st raddles t he st ool t w o t o my lef t , facing me, t hen nods at  t he bot t le.  I pour  t w o 

f ingers and slide a glass t o him, t hen half  a glass for  me, cradling mine like it ?s t he last  t hing 

I?ll ever  hold.

?Pret t y st upid, coming back here.?

I shrug and sip, t his a much more pleasant  burn.

?No st upider  t han running t o begin w it h.  How ?s Mom??

?Asks af t er  you every day, w hich is really st ar t ing t o get  on my nerves.?

?Yea, she can be a dog w it h a bone, t hat  w oman.?  Anot her  sip, and I can already feel it  

rounding of f  t he sharp corners in my brain, w hich is a good t hing, t hey?ve been poking at  me 

for  a long t ime and I?m t ired of  it .

?Since you?re here and not  in a cell, I?m guessing not hing?s changed.?

He sips and shakes his head.  ?Cops know  all t hey need t o know , all t here is t o know .?

?Even if  w hat  t hey know  is lies??

He smiles, t he f irst  I can recall on my brot her?s face in as long as I can remember.  ?You 

got  a dif ferent  t rut h t o t ell??

?Only one t rut h.?

?Says w ho??

?Says t he guy w ho know s w hat  his brot her  did.?

?Not  t he st ory being t old around here,? he says, t hen dow ns his w hiskey and slams 

t he glass t o t he bar .  ?The st ory goes t hat  you w ere t here, just  you.  Found your  gun on t he 

f loor , your  pr int s on t he gr ip, your  bullet  inside him.?  Anot her  shake.  ?Like I said, all t here is 

t o know .?

?Sounds bad.?  I t ake t he smallest  sip of  w hiskey, marvel at  t he smoot hness, t he not es 

of  caramel w it h just  hint  of  oak.  Might  have t o invest  in a bot t le if  I live t hrough t he next  

f ive minut es.  I ease t he glass t o t he bar  and spin it  slow ly.  ?Unless t here w as anot her  

w it ness, somebody w ho had t he good sense t o duck out  of  sight  at  t he sound of  you coming 

up t he st airs.?
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He snor t s as he reaches for  t he bot t le and pours anot her  inch.  ?Wasn?t  nobody else 

t here, brot her ; I looked.?

?Especially me,? I say, t urning and looking at  him full face.  ?But  t hen how  do I know  

t hat  you of fered him money t o run, and he laughed in your  face.  Or t hat  you t old him she 

w asn?t  w ort h it , and he said t hat  not hing in t he w or ld w as w ort h more.?  I pick up my glass 

and st are at  t he amber liquid, t hen back up at  him.  ?And t hat  w hen you pulled your  gun,? I 

hold up my hand, ?excuse me, my gun, he laughed again and said a lit t le pissant  like you 

didn?t  have t he gut s t o shoot  a man, least  not  unless he had his back t o you.?

Avery slides of f  t he st ool and st ands, st ret ching out  his back, his hand f lexing in his 

jacket  pocket .  ?Guess he w as w rong about  t hat .  But  t hen he w as w rong about  a lot .  Like 

t hinking t hat  he could t ake up w it h my w ife and I w ouldn?t  care.?

?Ex-w ife.?

?I?m t he one w ho decides w hat  belongs t o me and w hat  doesn?t ,? his voice loud in t he 

almost  empt y room, like by shout ing he?ll have a bet t er  chance of  convincing himself  t hat  

he?s r ight .  ?Just  like I decide w ho I call family.  And you st opped being my brot her  t he night  I 

came t o you asking w here she and t hat  w ort hless piece of  shit  I shot  w ere, and you hid 

t hem from me.?

?And so now  you?ve lost  Lily, and you?re about  t o kill your  brot her .  Who?s next ?  

Gonna shoot  Mom w hen you get  home, so you don?t  have t o care about  anybody anymore 

but  yourself??

?Not  one of  you ever  cared about  me, so w hat  dif ference w ould it  make??  He shout s 

as he squares himself  t o me, his f ingers cur ling in his pocket .  ?I?m t ired of  people judging me.  

And given everyt hing I?ve had t o do in my life I t hink I?ve earned t hat , brot her .?

I look at  him and smile; his head rocks back an inch, like I?d slapped him, and as I see a 

f lash of  indecision on his face I br ing my glass up and splash f if t y dollars of  w hiskey in his 

eyes.  He sw ipes at  his face w it h one hand as t he ot her  pulls his gun f ree f rom his pocket , 

but  before he can aim it  I sw ing my leg up, my boot  kicking his hand, t he gun spinning aw ay.  

He dives for  it  but  I?m r ight  t here w it h him, landing on his back, four  hands scrabbling for  

t he gun.  He hooks t he t r igger  guard w it h a f inger  and pulls it  t o him w hile t rying t o roll 

over , but  I pin him and his gun hand t o t he f loor , my eyes never  leaving t he barrel.

A quick elbow  t o t he jaw  st uns me and I feel my hold on his hand slip, t he gun 

disappear ing below  his body.  I punch him t w ice in t he back of  t he head, his head rebounding 

of f  t he f loor , t hen he shout s and bucks me of f .  But  I st ill have hold of  his gun hand, w hich I 

can feel is inching ever  so slow ly around in my direct ion dow n by his hip.  I w rap bot h hands 

around his and t w ist , hoping t o eit her  w rench t he gun f ree or  do some major  damage t o his 

w r ist , and as I do I hear  him grunt  in pain and somet hing shif t s underneat h him.
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The gunshot  is like a t hunderclap, t he sound orbit ing t he room, t he t hree of  us f rozen 

like f igures in a Madam Tussauds? t ableau, t he pow der smoke a small cloud encircling us.  

Then his pant s leg st ar t s t o run red f ront  and back, t he fabr ic around t he exit  w ound 

smoking f rom t he heat  of  t he bullet .  And as I roll of f  him he looks dow n and st ares at  his life 

jet t ing out  of  him.  He opens his mout h, maybe t o scream, maybe t o curse, but  in t he end 

does neit her .  Inst ead he st ruggles up and inef fect ively t r ies t o st aunch t he f low  of  blood.  

His face t urns w hit e, t op t o bot t om like t he sand draining aw ay in an hourglass.   He rubs at  

his leg, pressing on t he w ound, blood spur t ing t hrough his f ingers, t hen he says ?Billy? and 

t opples sidew ay, his shoulder  slamming int o t he f ilt hy f loor , his face a second af t er .

I cat ch movement  and see t he bar t ender peeking t hrough t he cur t ain, t he black 

phone pressed against  t he side of  his face, his lips moving, but  I can?t  hear  w hat  he?s saying, 

my ears r inging f rom t he proximat e gunshot .  On t he f loor  Avery?s lef t  arm pushes out , his 

hand closing t he dist ance bet w een us, but  inches f rom my boot  it  st ops, his f ingers 

spasming, t hen going st ill.

Lily w alks over , eyeing his body as she passes, t hen kneels next  t o me.

And as w e list en t o t he sirens, st ill blocks aw ay but  get t ing closer  by t he second, she 

gr ips my arm as she looks dow n at  him.

?I loved him once.?

I pull f rom her  gr ip, climb back up t o t he bar  and dow n anot her  shot  as t he f irst  police 

car  slides t o a st op out  f ront .  ?You w ere alw ays a bet t er  person t han me.?



4545

Smokey Hollow
by Heat her  Togbet se

In a brow n suit

Wit h a corsage of  yellow  roses

You w ed Mr. Grant  King

Under a blanket  of  pain f rom your  mot her?s deat h

And t he st rain of  car ing for  your  ailing fat her

Joy arr ived w it h t he name Cat her ine

Despit e t he fulf illment  of  mot herhood

It  w as all t oo much t o bear

Who w ill help me? None of  us can.

My husband is aw ay. None of  us can.

Fat her  has dement ia. None of  us can.

But  I have a child. None of  us can.

A family div ided

Wit h f lying f ist s and a lug w rench

When your  fat her  w as sent  t o Nelly?s

Then t hey desecrat ed your  home

Wit h paint  and f lour  and loat hing

Your hear t ache is w oven int o me
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The St ump
by Heat her  Togbet se

From an age I do not  recall

In a place I can?t  remember

You began inspir ing me w it h your  st or ies

These st or ies, all w oven t oget her , w ere

Your life

Your exper iences

Your t rut h

As a small child

You heard people t ell of  t he slaves

The huge auct ion st ump somew here in Parsons

Where families - mot hers and fat hers and children

Were t orn apar t

At  t he hands of  t he highest  bidder

You never  knew  w here t hey came from

Or w hat  became of  t hem

But  w ere lef t  t o imagine t he darkness

Sew n from t hat  old dead st ump

The t hreads of  t heir  f lour  sack dresses

And t ears

Were w oven int o you

And t his t hread w as w oven int o me
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Suit cases
by Lori Stoll

A few  of  t hese

a few  of  t hose 

it  might n?t  rain

and dasn?t  snow

so in w it h t his

and out  w it h t hat

oh, how  I w ish

t hese t hings laid f lat !

And now  it ?s done

t he belly?s full

I?ll cinch t he w aist

a not ch or  t w o

and t ag t he t op

in case, you see,

t he case is missing

from t he t rack 

w hen I arr ive 

t o t ake it  back.

It ?s happened once 

or  t w ice t o me,

an inconvenient

place t o be 

w hen all you need

for  a w eek or  t hree

is in t he case 

you w ish t o see.
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A simple t hing 

a suit case seems,

a box w e f ill

w it h st uf f  of  dreams

or st uf f  t o w ear 

w hen w it h our  Dream

or dreams t o see

and feel and be

before t he sight s

no more w e see

as w e on ear t h

our  cases close

because some dreams

out live our  hopes.
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THE SYMPHONY

by David Greene

The symphony carr ies t he list ener

 along t he mist y aisles of  an ancient  European r iver ,

 and my mind slips back t o a w alk I once t ook

 w it h you along a st ream long-forgot t en.

I t hink about  t he day w e fell in love.

We had it  all t hat  day, not hing could have spoiled it .

But  t hen you w ent  aw ay, and only t he symphony

w as lef t  t o carry t he t une.
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Three Life Moment s
by Rose Gordy

?Learn f rom yest erday.

Live for  t oday.

Hope for  t omorrow .?

 

Alber t  Einst ein 

My var iat ion:

Praise yest erday.

Glor ify t oday.

Bless t omorrow .

# 1 - Oct ober  1980 - The Last  Dance

My husband and I t ook 

my visit ing parent s 

t o a dance w it h live music.

In t he midst  of  t he evening, 

I heard a voice t ell me,

" You should ask Dad t o dance.

You might  not  have 

many more chances."

So w e danced a w alt z 

and t hen Dad said, 

?That  w as nice.?
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A few  days af t er  my parent s lef t , 

my mom called t o say 

she had found Dad 

not  asleep in his chair , 

but  dead.

Because I list ened t o my inner  self ,

I, his oldest  daught er  and child, 

enjoyed t he last  dance w it h him.

# 2 - July 2001 - The Last  Call

I phoned my mom

w ho w as in a PA hospit al 

f rom a w orkshop in New  York 

t hat  I w as at t ending.

When I t old her  

I could see t he Hudson River , 

she asked me t o descr ibe it .

The next  morning 

she f low ed dow n

a dif ferent  w at erw ay 

t o her  deat h.
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# 3 - Sept ember 2009 - The Last  Touch

My t hree sons and I had t o go 

t o a funeral home 

t o ident ify my husband, t heir  fat her , 

laid out  in his cof f in 

in a small w indow less room.

I w ent  over  t o t ouch his forehead 

as a Goodbye Gest ure. 

Then I jumped back screaming 

st ar t ling my sons.

I?d never  t ouched a dead body. 

It  w as like boiling ice.
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Time Now
by Rhoda Troobof f

?There is st ill t hat  singular  per fect ion, and it ?s per fect  in par t  because it  seemed, at  

t he t ime, so clear ly t o promise more. Now  she know s: That  w as t he moment , r ight  t hen. 

There has been no ot her .?  -- Michael Cunningham. The Hours.

The last  af t ernoon of  daylight  savings t ime 

w e w alk at  Sw allow  Falls. The hour  seems r ight . 

There are ot hers here, t oo, come at  t his moment

t o see t he cent ur ies-old hemlocks t all, st ill 

and silent , and sunlight  glint ing sidelong 

ont o fallen leaves, an amber per fect ion.

We w at ch t he rush of  w at er  falling clear ly 

t hrough t he ever-changing, changeless gorge

and savor  scent s of  pine and loamy ear t h  

and know  t hat  t ime isn?t  w hat  w e spend, 

w ast e or  lose, pass, make or  save. 

It  is t he singular  per fect  promise 

of  t he ever-present  now .
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Tiny Moment s of  Joy
by Bob New man

As t he garage door  rumbled shut  he sat  st one-faced, t he confront at ion at  w ork 

replaying in his mind.  It  w as st upid, really, and he never  should have let  it  get  t o t he point  of  

t he t w o of  t hem st anding t oe-t o-t oe, screaming at  each ot her .  He?d smoot hed it  over  

before end of  shif t , apologizing and promising not  t o let  it  happen again, but  screaming at  

your  boss w as never  a good t hing, especially w hen he w as r ight  and you w ere w rong, 

w rong, w rong.  But  Harold w as a good guy w ho?d st ood beside him at  Maggie?s funeral, and 

t hey?d be f ine, at  least  as long as he st opped act ing like an ass every t ime he got  mad.

The problem w as, lat ely he got  mad a lot .

He knew  it  w as gr ief , t hat  he w as conver t ing his sadness over  losing Maggie t o anger, 

lashing out  at  any and everyone w ho crossed his pat h, but  know ing w hat  t he problem w as 

and changing his behavior  w ere t w o dif ferent  t hings.  Out side of  w ork, he w as f ine.  He 

came home, at e w hen he remembered, drank enough beer t o fall asleep, t hen got  up and did 

it  all again.  It  w as just  at  w ork, w here he had t o manage all t he dif ferent  personalit ies of  

t he men w ho w orked for  him and t he bosses he w orked for , t hat  he couldn?t  seem t o get  a 

handle on.  Harold had suggest ed t hat  he t alk t o someone, a f r iend, someone in his family, 

but  t he problem w as t hat  he w asn?t  close t o anyone in his family, and his best  f r iend had 

died last  year .  And now  Maggie w as gone, and he had no one.  He w as sit t ing in his recliner , 

st ar ing sight lessly at  a meaningless baseball game, t he sound mut ed, a beer  in his hand, 

w hen he heard light  foot st eps on t he f ront  porch.  When he t urned around he saw  Car issa 

st anding by t he f ront  door , a covered dish in her  hand.  She w aved a hand, w ear ing half  a 

smile, t he sof t  breeze lif t ing her  f ine hair  f rom her  shoulders and across her  face.  He put  t he

beer on t he f loor  next  t o his chair  and levered himself  up, w alked across t he room and slid 

t he screen door  open.

?Hi.?

She looked up at  sad eyes in a t hin face.?I had t he grand-kids for  t he w eekend, I have 

enough lef t overs t o feed a small army and I remembered how  much you liked my veget able 

soup.?    She held t he dish up.?I f igured I?d clut t er  up your  refr igerat or  inst ead of  mine.?

He st ared dow n at  her , his eyes br imming, bot h f rom her  kindness and t he memor ies 

of  t he people t hey?d bot h lost .He reached out  and lif t ed t he dish f rom her  hands.  ?My 

favor it e.?

He st epped back and she st epped inside, sliding t he door  shut  behind her .    ?That ?s 

nice of  you t o say, even t hough I know  it  isn?t  t he t rut h.?She looked up at  him.  ?Maggie t old 

me you w ere a chili man.?
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He t ilt ed his head.?Can?t  go w rong w it h a good bow l of  spicy chili.?

They st ood silent ly, never  comfor t able making small t alk w it hout  t heir  respect ive 

spouses around t o f ill t he aw kw ard silences.  Car issa glanced int o t he kit chen, a single 

cereal bow l upside dow n in t he drying rack.

?Have you eat en??

A slight  head shake.  ?Hadn?t  got t en around t o it  yet .?

Her eyes found his, and t hey st ared at  each ot her  unt il it  got  uncomfor t able.  ?Well I 

haven?t , eit her .  If  it ?s all r ight  w it h you, w hy don?t  w e heat  up t he soup?  God know s I could 

use some adult  company for  a change.?

The corners of  his mout h t w it ched.  ?Probably beat s eat ing over  t he sink.?

A real smile fought  it s w ay ont o her  face.  ?So t hen I?m not  t he only one.?

In t he kit chen he pulled a pot  f rom one of  t he low er cabinet s and put  it  on t he st ove, 

t hen peeled t he plast ic w rap of f  t he dish and spooned in t he soup.  While he st ir red she 

found bow ls and silverw are and arranged t hem on t he small kit chen t able w here he and 

Maggie had eat en most  of  t heir  meals.  Af t er  a few  minut es he poured st eaming soup int o 

t he bow ls and dropped t he hot  pot  in t he sink t o cool.

?What  w ould you like t o dr ink??

She lif t ed t he beer  f rom beside his chair  and put  it  on t he t able.  ?Any more of  t his??

He pulled a beer  f rom t he f r idge, poured it  int o a t all glass and carr ied it  t o t he t able, 

w here she sat  w ait ing for  him.

?Thanks,? she said w hen he put  t he beer  next  t o her  r ight  hand.  ?Is t his going t o be 

enough for  you??

?Don?t  seem t o have much of  an appet it e lat ely.?

Her eyes roamed his gaunt  face.  ?I know  w hat  you mean.If  I get  any t hinner  I?m going 

t o have t o st ar t  shopping for  suspenders t o hold my pant s up.?

His eyes t raveled dow n w hat  he could see of  her  body.  ?If  you get  any t hinner , you?re 

going t o be a ghost .?

She reached out  and gent ly t ouched t he back of  his hand.  ?You?re looking a lit t le 

?Casper-like? yourself .Maybe eat  a couple of  greasy cheeseburgers.?  She gest ured dow n at  

t he soup.  ?And a veget able once in a w hile probably w ouldn?t  hur t , eit her .?

He st ared at  her  hand, t hen ever  so slow ly t urned his over  and light ly w rapped his 

f ingers around it .  ?Beer count s as a veget able, doesn?t  it ??

Her smile t ouched her  eyes for  t he f irst  t ime.  ?Only if  pot at o chips count , t oo.?
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It  w asn?t  exact ly a smile, but  as she w at ched his jaw  unclench and his face relax she 

saw  t he f irst  glimpse, since Maggie?s deat h, of  t he man she?d know n almost  t hir t y years.  He 

pulled his hand f ree and t hey at e in silence, t he w ind in t he t rees and t he birds at  t he feeder 

t he only sound.

As t hey w ashed t he dishes she asked about  t he birds because she knew  Maggie loved 

t hem and she t hought  t hat  it  might  be nice for  him t o t hink about  her  in a good w ay for  a 

change.  That  got  Dennis t alking about  Maggie?s favor it e hiking t rail in t he park, and f ive 

minut es lat er  t hey w ere craw ling int o his t ruck and heading for  t he t rail head.

It  w as an easy t w o-mile hike t o t he t op, t he set t ing sun w arm on t heir  backs as t hey 

crest ed and came t o t he lookout .  Haw ks and t urkey vult ures f lew  at  eye level, hunt ing t he 

meadow s below  for  food, alive and dead.  Dennis st ood as st ill as t he t rees around t hem, 

hands deep in t he pocket s of  his jeans, Car issa close enough t o feel t he heat  coming of f  his 

body, careful not  t o t ouch him.

?Are you over  it ??

Car issa looked up at  his prof ile, not  sure she?d heard correct ly.  ?What ??

?Have you moved on?  That ?s w hat  everybody asks and everybody says; you have t o 

get  over  it  and move on.  But  w hat  act ually happens is everyone else moves on but  you.  

They?re polit e and sorry for  you, but  af t er  t he funeral t heir  lives go back t o w hat  t hey w ere 

before.  It  w asn?t  t heir  w ife t hat  died, it  isn?t  t heir  house t hat ?s cold and empt y w hen t hey 

get  home from w ork, it  isn?t  t heir  plans t hat  got  blow n aw ay w hen cancer  grew  in her  belly 

and at e her  up f rom t he inside out .?  He looked dow n at  her  and t he t ension w as back in his 

face, his mout h a dow n-t urned slash, his eyes narrow  slit s.

?No,? she said as she t urned t o face him, ?I?m not  over  it .I?ll never  be ?over? it .  He w as 

t he love of  my life, t he man I raised children w it h, t he man I planned t o grow  old w it h.?  Her 

face became a mir ror  image of  his.  ?People say, ?It ?s been a year , it ?s t ime t o get  back out  

t here, meet  people, maybe dat e a lit t le?.  Like you can at t ach some arbit rary day count  t o 

how  long you should gr ieve for  t he person w ho shared your  life for  t hree decades.  The 

depression is so bad I can barely funct ion, get  t hrough a normal day, let  alone manufact ure 

an ar t if icial smile and pret end t hat  I give a shit  about  how  someone else?s day w ent .?  She 

balled her  f ist s, brought  t hem up t o shoulder  height  and shook t hem as she squeezed her  

eyes shut .  Dennis? eyes w idened a bit  but  he remained root ed next  t o her , and af t er  a few  

seconds she opened her  hands, st epped forw ard and w rapped her  arms around his w aist .  

?So, t o recap, apparent ly I?m not  over  it .?
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His hands set t led light ly on her  shoulders.  ?So t hen I?m not  t he only one.?  He felt  her  

relax int o him, her  head against  his chest .  ?For  a minut e t here I t hought  I w as going t o w ake 

up w it h a new  bruise in t he morning.?  She t apped him light ly on t he back w it h her  knuckles.  

?Like I could do any ser ious damage t o you.?  She t ight ened her  arms moment ar ily, t hen 

pushed aw ay f rom him.  ?But  I?ve realized, since Ben died, t hat  I can?t  focus on just  t he 

negat ives.  There w ere plent y of  happy moment s in our  lives; falling in love, raising t he kids, 

building t he business, becoming empt y nest ers.  And w hen sadness and sorrow  st ar t  t o 

overw helm me, I calm myself  and focus on one of  t hose t iny moment s of  joy.  Like yest erday, 

I w as cleaning out  some draw ers in our  desk and I came across some old pict ures f rom w hen 

t he kids w ere lit t le.  And as I st ared at  t hem I st ar t ed t o cry, t hinking about  how  much Ben 

is missing, w at ching t he grand-kids grow  up.  But  t hen I t hought  about  all t he happy t imes 

w e had back t hen, liv ing in our  f irst  house, a t iny lit t le t hing w it h all t he kids st uf fed int o 

one bedroom, w it h no money and a car  t hat  st ar t ed about  half  of  t he t ime.  But  every Fr iday 

night  w as homemade pizza night  and a movie, w it h all of  us piled ont o t he couch, t he kids 

usually falling asleep halfw ay t hrough w hat ever  t err ible Disney movie w as popular  at  t he 

t ime.  And Ben and I w ould carry t he kids t o bed and t uck t hem in, t hen,? she said, a smile 

grow ing on her  face, ?w e?d usually go back out  and f inish t he st upid movie because you had 

t o see how  everyt hing t urned out , you know ??

She light ly grabbed t he f ront  of  his shir t  w it h her  t humb and a single f inger .  ?You 

have t o focus on t he joy, not  t he sorrow .  And now , every t ime I t hink about  him and get  a 

lit t le sad, I use t hat  moment  and t urn it  around and t hink of  a t iny moment  of  joy, a moment  

of  love and laught er  and simple happiness.?

She dropped her  hand and st epped back, st ar ing int o his eyes.  ?It ?s been over  a year  

since Ben died and you just  got  a good example of  how  I?m coping, so I can?t  even imagine 

how  you must  be feeling,? she said.  ?But  I have my sist er  and my kids t o t alk t o.  Who do you 

t alk t o, Dennis?  Are you seeing someone??  His eyes w idened, and she t ouched him on t he 

arm.  ?I didn?t  mean it  t hat  w ay.  I mean, is t here someone t hat  you can t alk t o, a f r iend at  

w ork, maybe a gr ief  counselor  or  some ot her  kind of  professional t hat  can help you deal 

w it h t his??

He shoved his hands back int o his pocket s and t urned his head, pret ending t o t ake in 

t he view .  ?Never been much of  a t alker .?

She shook her  head, t hen t urned and light ly slid her  hand under and around his arm.  

She felt  him st if fen moment ar ily, t hen f lex his arm, pressing her  hand against  his side.
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?Then how  about  w e do t his?  Since w e?re bot h pret ending t o be funct ioning adult s, 

even t hough w e bot h know  t hat  w e?re not , and since t here aren?t  many surpr ises lef t  

bet w een us af t er  t hir t y years, w hy don?t  w e t ry t alking t o each ot her .?  She bumped his 

shoulder  w it h t he side of  her  head.  ?Who know s, one of  us might  even be able t o get  out  

t hree sent ences in a row  w it hout  having t o pause for  f ive minut es, t rying t o come up w it h 

somet hing t o say.?

?I?ll be put t ing my money on you for  t hat .?

She glanced up and saw  his eyes cut  t o her , t hen quickly aw ay.  ?And if  t hat ?s t he w ay 

it  t urns out , t hen your  job is going t o be t o t ell me t o shut  t he hell up w hen I st ar t  running 

my mout h non-st op.?  She squeezed his arm, and his eyes cut  back and st ayed.  ?Deal??

?I?ll just  dist ract  you by asking about  t he grand-kids.?

She laughed.  ?Well t hen I?ll never  shut  up.?

He shook his head, t he t ension f low ing aw ay f rom his face, a ghost  of  a smile playing 

across his lips, t hen t hey bot h t urned t o t he view  of  t he valley st ret ching aw ay f rom t hem, 

haw ks and vult ures and an eagle up high r iding t he lat e day t hermals, hunt ing, alw ays 

hunt ing.  They st ayed like t hat  unt il t he sun t urned orange low  on t he hor izon behind t hem, 

t hen hiked back dow n t o t he t ruck.  It  w as full dark w hen t hey pulled back int o his dr ivew ay, 

and just  before she dropped t o t he ground Car issa leaned across and kissed him light ly on 

t he cheek.

He w as st ill sit t ing t here, memor ies of  t hir t y years of  f r iendship f looding his brain, but  

now  bot h of  t hem alone, long af t er  her  car  disappeared dow n t he dr ivew ay.
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What  It  Could Have Been
by Rose Gordy

Many people say

t hey don?t  remember

t heir  dreams at  night .

But  t he realit y is

w e cer t ainly recall

our  Waking Dreams

and Waking Night mares.

Waking Dream: A not able exper ience 

w hich a person has w hile aw ake 

t hat  has qualit ies of  a sleeping dream. 

The dreamer may realize t hat  w hat  

happened is of  consequence 

and pot ent ially inst ruct ive 

in his or  her  search for  meaning in life.

My key exper ience w as t his:

I w as in my ear ly 30's

liv ing in Silver  Spr ing

visit ing a f r iend in Nort hern VA.

The last  t hing she said t o me

w hen I w as about  t o leave

aft er  a pleasant  dinner  w as,

?Will you be able t o f ind

your w ay back home??

I answ ered simply, ?Sure.?
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How ever, as Fat e w ould have it ,

w hen I got  t o a cer t ain red light ,

I didn?t  know  w hich w ay t o t urn. 

So I sat  t hrough one light  cycle

and t hen drove forw ard.

When I did, it  w as as t hough

t he f irst  police car

f low ed out  of  t he sky

in f ront  of  my car

and t he second f low ed behind it

t rapping me in t heir  clut ches.

The policeman in t he f irst  car
came t o my w indow

and asked if  I had been dr inking.

I answ ered polit ely,

?I had a glass of  w ine 

at  dinner  four  hours ago.?

Then he f lashed his light  

t hroughout  my car .

Af t er  I t old him I just  

couldn?t  decide w hich w ay t o t urn,

he shape-shif t ed on t he spot

f rom an of f icial policeman

t o a kind gent leman promising,

?Follow  me and I?ll get  you

w here you need t o go.?

If  t hese t w o men

had been up t o no good,

I w ouldn?t  be shar ing 

t his harrow ing exper ience.

It  cer t ainly w as a Waking Dream.

Fort unat ely not  a Waking Night mare. 
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WHO WILL COME??

by Tom Dabney

The ear t h is covered w it h w ast ed space.

Thousands of  acres dot  t he ear t h.

Wit h w ell cared for , and not  so cared for , 

Lands devoid of  life,

Except  grow ing grass and a few  t respassing t rees.

They are f illed w it h paved roads, inanimat e granit e, st one and met al plat es,

Demarking t he remains of  t he largely unknow n

And, even if  know n, most ly forgot t en.

They w ere r ich and poor , men and w omen, children and infant s,

Husbands and w ives, and even lovers.

The successful and not  so,

Cont r ibut ors t o t heir  families, f r iends or  societ y, 

But  st ill, dead.

We pass t hem somet imes st ret ching along t he roadside

Somet imes barely not iced but  for  t he overgrow t h and abandoned gat es.

The symmet ry of  t he lines of  markers, or  t heir  disarray, brought  on by deser t ed t ime

Is t he only t hing remarkable.

But  st ill, t o w hat  avail?

When you and I are gone,

Wit h our  collect ive memor ies,

Who w ill come t o mourn or  even remember?

Bet t er  t hey should be blow ing in t he w ind, 

Ashes t o ashes,

Then t aking space t hey cannot  use 

From t hose w ho could.
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Meet  t he Aut hors
Ellen Cof fey:  Lives in Cumber land, Maryland w it h her  cat t le dog, Gert ie.  She is t he current  

president  of  t he Cumber land Chapt er  of  t he Maryland Writ ers Associat ion.  Her  poems have 

appeared in Pen In Hand Lit erary Journal, Allegany Magazine, Backbone Mount ain Review , 

and several ot her  lit erary ar t s publicat ions.  Her  f irst  book of  Poet ry, "Every Day a Last  

Dance,"  w as published last  summer.  Garret t  Count y is her  favor it e get -aw ay place in 

West ern Maryland.

Tom Dabney:  Is a ret ired local at t orney w ho enjoys running, mot orcycling, hiking, and 

cycling.  He w r it es w hen t he mood st r ikes him.  He is involved w it h t he drug f ree 

communit y and programs t o assist  w omen w it h subst ance use disorder , in and out  of  jail.  

He enjoys volunt eer ing at  local event s.  He is w orking t o improve childcare in t he count y 

and assist s in making af fordable housing a realit y.

Rose Gordy:  Has w orn many hat s, including Sist er  of  Mercy, speech and debat e coach, 

secondary English t eacher and dream w orkshop facilit at or .  She spent  t w elve years of  her  

ear ly life as a nun ef fect ively cut  of f  f rom t he w or ld.  In spit e of  t he condit ions w it hin t he 

Church, she managed t o leave and make a life for  herself  including get t ing marr ied and 

having children. Through her  exper iences in t he convent  as w ell as decades of  t eaching in 

t he classroom, she has w oven compelling st or ies and poems honor ing t he lives lost  and 

changed forever  by adversit y. She current ly spends her  t ime at  home in t he mount ains of  

Maryland in Garret t  Count y. Despit e all t he changes and challenges of  her  life, she has 

cont inued t o dream and t o w r it e. In many w ays, t he process of  w r it ing has been her  solace 

and salvat ion, helping her  not  only t o survive, but  t o t hr ive.

David Greene:  I have spent  my life as a professional phot ographer in addit ion t o many 

ot her  facet s of  t he ar t  w or ld.  I have exhibit ed several show s at  t he GCAC gallery, 

phot ography and acrylic paint ing.  The poems I have submit t ed w ere w r it t en at  a very 

emot ional t ime in my life and I hope t hat  t hey w ill give you some insight  int o my makeup.
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Meet  t he Aut hors Cont inued
Tony Lolli:  Is a f ly f ishing guide, by day (Facebook: Maryland Mount ains Fly Fishing) w it h 

more t han 40 years exper ience.  His adopt ed r ivers, since coming here af t er  20 years in 

Vermont , are t he Casselman, Savage, Youghiogheny and Nort h Branch of  t he Pot omac.  He is 

also a f reelance w r it er  w it h several publicat ions in Vermont  regional magazines.  He also 

w r it es f ishing columns and ar t icles for  magazines.  Many of  his books are available on 

Amazon under his name.  Creat ive nonf ict ion is Lolli's w r it ing preference: t he t elling of  

personal event s in an int erest ing, unusual w ay.  A lifet ime of  exper iences makes for  an 

unending supply of  t opics f rom Viet nam t o college days, t o divorces, t o years w orking in 

higher  educat ion.  The list  of  possibilit ies of t en seems overw helming.

Michael McEw en: A nat ive of  Garret t  Count y and son t o t w o w r it ers, Michael McEw en 

has been a st oryt eller  and per former all his life. Michael earned his B.S. in Lit erat ure f rom 

Tow son Universit y in 2018 and an M.F.A. in Creat ive Writ ing f rom t he Universit y of  Kent ucky 

in 2021. His w ork has appeared in Yemassee magazine and previously in Ginseng Lit erary 

journal. His st or ies have been a f inalist  for  t he Robert  Day Aw ard for  Fict ion.

David Moran: is Adjunct  Professor , WVU, and former Publisher  of  "Amer ican Scient ist "  and 

" Chronicle of  t he New  Researcher ."  He has also served as Professor , USNA, and Professor , 

George Washingt on U.  He w as educat ed at  MIT, Harvard U, Federal Execut ive Inst it ut e, U 

Iow a, and aut hored t hree books "Voices f rom t he Cosmos,"  Fif t y Years of  Hydrodynamics,"  

and "All Mount aineers Are Liber t ar ians."

Bob New man:  A resident  of  Garret t  Count y for  over  for t y years, I came t o w r it ing lat e in 

life as somet hing int erest ing t o do w hen I ret ired.  Alt hough I spend most  of  my t ime w r it ing 

long form, I enjoy shor t  st or ies and essays as t hey t each me discipline and remind me t o get  

t o t he damn point .  I?ve recent ly moved t o t he Sw ant on area, w here Kat hy and I are f inishing 

our  new  house.

Mercedes Pellet :  In my previous submission t o Ginseng, I w rot e, " I found my ret irement  

paradise in t he mount ains of  Garret t  Count y."  Af t er  selling our  t ranslat ion company, my husband 

and I moved t o Garret t  Count y in 2004. In 2006, w e joined t he or iginal founders of  H.A.R.T. and had 

t he pleasure of  being act ive par t icipant s in t he grow t h of  HART for  Animals, Inc. in var ious 

capacit ies.  I am a professional t ranslat or , a published aut hor , and t he former Chief  Financial Of f icer  

of  our  company.  Wit h a lifet ime love of  languages, I great ly appreciat e t he opport unit y t o 

cont r ibut e t o t he Ginseng as an aut hor  and a dedicat ed animal lover .  My cont r ibut ion t his year  is 

t he f irst  chapt er  in w hat  w ill become "The St ory of  HART for  Animals."  As co-founders of  HART, w e 

love our  home and t he people of  our  mount ain communit y.
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Meet  t he Aut hors Cont inued

Len Shindel:  Is a ret ired st eelw orker  w ho w orked for  30 years at  t he former Bet hlehem 

St eel mill at  Sparrow s Point , Md. for  30 years.  Upon Bet hlehem's bankrupt cy in 2001, Shindel 

w as hired by t he Int ernat ional Brot herhood of  Elect r ical Workers in Wash., D.C. w here he 

w orked as a w r it er , w inning aw ards f rom t he Int ernat ional Labor Communicat ions 

Associat ion.  Since ret ir ing t o Garret t  Count y in 2015 w it h his w ife, Maxine, he led successful 

ef for t s t o w in a hist or ic road marker  commemorat ing t he 1970 Garret t  Count y Roads 

Workers St r ike.  He is w r it ing a book about  t he conf lict  and t he subsequent  decade.  He has 

also been act ive in t he Garret t  Workforce Housing Alliance. " It  is an honor t o join ot her  

w r it ers w hose w orks are published in Ginseng,"  says Shindel, a grandfat her  of  seven, w ho 

says he enjoys cycling, hiking and cross count ry skiing "w hen his aging knees allow ."

Annie Simcoe:  Is a mixed media paper ar t ist  liv ing and w orking in t he mount ains of  

Garret t  Count y, Maryland.  Annie creat es one-of-a-kind papers by hand using mat er ials she 

grow s or  gat hers.  Draw ing inspirat ion f rom life in t he Allegheny Mount ains, life event s, and 

memor ies, she t hen uses t hese papers for  her  ?quilt ed collages? w hich are layers of  paper 

?draw n? on w it h needle and t hread.  One of  Annie's most  recent  bodies of  w ork is a visual 

memoir  of  her  family's her it age root ed in t he kit chen.

Eleanor St emple:  I have lived here w it h my husband and children for  5 years. While I enjoy 

w r it ing, my passion lies in my love for  Chr ist , my husband and children. 

Lor i St oll:  A resident  of  Deep Creek Lake in Garret t  Count y since 2007, Lor i is an act ive 

member and volunt eer  for  t he Garret t  Count y Ar t s Council, Our Tow n Theat re (w here she 

also serves on t he Board of  Direct ors), and t he Garret t  Lakes Ar t s Fest ival.  Several of  her  

poems w ere published in GCAC?s Ginseng 2018, 2019, and 2022 publicat ions and her  play 

?Not hin? but  a Muf f in? w as read aloud at  Oakland A&E Dist r ict ?s Play Bake event  in 2022.  

Lor i also volunt eered w it h t he Garret t  Count y unit  of  Maryland Responds Medical Reserve 

Corps assist ing w it h COVID-19 t est ing and vaccinat ion clinics.  Lor i ret ired f rom a career  in 

engineer ing business development  in 2017.  She holds bachelor?s and mast er?s degrees in 

Chemical Engineer ing and an MBA in global business management . 
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Meet  t he Aut hors Cont inued

Heat her  Togbet se:  Though I live and w ork in Allegany Count y, most  of  my memor ies 

w ere made in Oakland, Maryland. I became an ar t  educat or  in 2004, t aught  for  12 years, and 

t hen decided t o follow  my dream t o become an ar t  t herapist . St oryt elling is in my DNA.  It  

show s up in my ar t w ork in t he form of  brushst rokes and st it ches and w ords.  The poems I 

am submit t ing are companion pieces t o large fabr ic w orks of  ar t  t hat  t ell t he st ory of  my 

grandmot her 's life in Appalachia.  This ser ies, "Woven Int o Me,"  lead me t o bet t er  

underst and my grandparent s, as w ell as myself .  Generat ions of  love and loss and t r iumph 

are w oven int o all of  us.

Rhoda Troobof f :  Is a a w r it er , children's book publisher , and ret ired high school English 

t eacher.  She and her  family have had a home on t he shore of  Deep Creek Lake since t he 

mid-1970s.

Cassandra Wolfe:  I've been obsessed w it h t he w r it ing spir it  for  years most ly dabbling in 

nonsense poems and t he  occasional kids st ory. I've managed t o complet e one novel dur ing 

Nanow r imo and have  out lined several more t hat  are w ait ing t o be brought  int o exist ence.  I 

live in Accident , MD w ay up on t he hill w it h a fabulous view  of  rolling hills, mount ains  and 

endless skies. I'm marr ied w it h t w o kids. We also share our  home w it h lot s of  dogs, cat s,  and 

a few  barnyard birds. I'm hoping t o one day ret ire f rom my engineer ing 'career '  and  let  

w r it ing be my full-t ime job.
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