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       The answer really IS to ask someone who 
knows, someone in the business.  The answer 
that you’ll get is “Don’t.”  “It isn’t worth it.”  
“The headaches, the time, the cost.”  “You’ll 
never make any money.”  “If you try to run it 
as a non-profit, the paperwork will drive you 
crazy.”  And so forth.   
       When the opportunity to begin your own 
publishing concern crops up, you either have to 
take the advice of all of those people who know 
better than you, or you just have to do it. Here 
are some of the things we have learned in the 
process of beginning Broadkill Publishing As-
sociates, the firm responsible for both The 
Broadkill Press and the Broadkill River Press 
imprints. 
       Think long and hard about the name of 
your firm, as you will want to give yourself 
leeway for some flexibility in the future.  Avoid 
names that are so specific that you will find 
yourself as an editor/publisher locked into a 
niche. “The Purple Rose Press” is likely to 
limit submissions to period pieces or gothic 
romances, and if you hope to publish more 
than just those, give the name some careful 
thought. Likewise avoid names that will, be-
cause of their similarity to already existing 
entities, be likely to bring about an adverse 
action against the firm.  Trying to capitalize on 
local trademarks is not a good idea, no matter 
how big a fan of, say, the Philadelphia Eagles 
you might be.  “Go Eagles Press” is right out. 
       1) Incorporate.  This is in order to keep 
your personal assets from being attached if the 
firm itself fails to meet its debts.  Incorpora-
tion will include applying to the IRS for an 
EIN, or Employer Identification Number.  This 
is important because you will need it for step 
three.   
       2) Get all appropriate licensing for the 
area where your operations will be housed. 
       3)  Open a corporate bank account with 
your own money.  You may pay yourself back 
later, but keep records of how much and when 

repaid to yourself.  After a period of time, say 
from six months to a year, apply for a corpo-
rate credit card linked to that account. The 
credit limit will necessarily be small, but the 
firm will begin to track a credit history report. 
       4) Go to Bowker on-line www.myident 
ifiers.com and  purchase ISBNs.  If you’re seri-
ous about this, you will bite the bullet and pur-
chase a block of ten.  If you just want to vanity 
publish your own book without going through 
a vanity press, stop reading.  It’s a pain to 
have to learn how to fill out all the forms, of 
course, but it’s important that you do so so 
that your titles will begin to show up on Ama-
zon and other internet-based book-sellers. 
Download Bar Codes for each title once you set 
the publication date, title, and cost to the pur-
chaser. 
       5) Solicit manuscripts if you aren’t already 
inundated with them because people will have 
heard by word of mouth that you are under-
taking such an enterprise. 
       6) Figure out where you are going to get 
the book printed.  Obviously, the greater num-
ber of copies you order, the cheaper the per 
copy price will be.  Compare production values 
as well, and the costs of add-ons.  Glossy vs. 
slick covers?  Paper weight?  Paper color and 
availability?  Location of the actual printing 
plant?  Length of time after uploading your 
finished book before they will have it shipped 
to you?  Mode of shipping?  Cost of shipping? 
       7) Spend the $$ on a professional typeset-
ter who will point out any problems your title 
may have and any special considerations you 
will need to take into consideration, such as 
font, type-size, line-spacing, etc. 
       8) Contact bookstores and libraries.  Ask 
the bookstores if they will take some on con-
signment and donate a copy to your local li-
brary, and ask each if your author can do a 
reading there and sell books. 
       You are now well on your way to losing 
money and what remains of your sanity! 

“How Do You Start a  
Publishing Company?” 
(Ask Someone Who Knows) 



As always, I am struck by the wide variety of 
literary forms and subject matters published 
in the Broadkill Review.  From autoplants to 
warzones.  Who has done more harm to the 
spirit of humanity and human hope, those 
who kill you quickly with an RPG or those 
men who manufactured your 1978 Chrysler 
and tortured you slowly and incessantly? 
 I am also always interested in what 
you have to say about writing, something I 
was taught as a youngster not to do, at least 
about the craft of writing, and especially not 
about my own writing in progress.  Your re-
flection reminded me of Hemingway’s quote in 
the famous Paris Review interview with an 
incredibly young George Plimpton. 
Hemingway may admit superstitions of this 
sort, but he prefers not to talk about them, 
feeling that whatever value they may have can 
be talked away. He has much the same atti-
tude about writing. Many times during the 
making of this interview he stressed that the 
craft of writing should not be tampered with 
by an excess of scrutiny—“that though there is 

 We were recently poking around central Pennsyl-
vania on holiday and thinking about how lucky we are to 
have our health and each other, an driving east on US 30 
saw the sign that said “Flight 93 Memorial 6 miles.”  So we 
turned off the GPS, which wanted us to head south and pick 
up the Turnpike.  This was two days after the dedication, 
but there was no sign of the hundreds who had attended the 
ceremony.  We passed only a couple of cars coming out the 
long drive in to the site itself, and soon found ourselves at 
the large gravel lot where an overview of the area can be 
had.  One other car was there besides us, a couple who had 
been there for a bit and were just getting into their car.   
 Much has been made of the heroism of those pas-
sengers who tried to retake control of the plane, though 
hyperbole aside, their alternative was to let the hijackers 
fly into DC air space and take out the Capitol Building or 
White House.  They knew, after all, that three other hi-
jacked planes had been flown into the World Trade Center 
and the Pentagon, so they had little to lose and much to 
gain by the attempt.  Perhaps they might have gained a 
scant twenty minutes more of life by doing nothing.   
 But they chose to be proactive rather than passive, 
and make an effort which, even if it failed in its objective — 
to overcome the hijackers and retake control of the plane — 
would nonetheless serve the greater good and save the lives 
of fellow citizens who were not on that plane that day. 
 The Capitol Building and the White House are 
merely symbols, after all, once the people who work there 
are out of harm’s way; in this the hijackers were right.  
They wished to destroy inanimate structures for their sym-
bolic value.  The truth is, the U.S. government has contin-
gency plans in place for the continuity of governance in case 
of attack — this would ultimately have been dealt with and 
the government of the United States would have continued.  
America would have rebuilt its structures of government as 
it has rebuilt that portion of the Pentagon damaged in the 
attack. 
 I was in downtown DC that day, listening on the 
radio, and parked on the street about four blocks from the 

Capitol.  Once it became clear that the plane which had initially 
hit the first tower in New York was not a small plane or one 
which had hit it by accident, I watched the Capitol building for 
several minutes as I walked toward the DC Municipal Building 
on Indiana Avenue — the streaming lines of people exiting the 
building gave me little hope that I could renew my tags that day 
— and I remembered having stood in line Sunday night, Novem-
ber 24th 1963, to file through the Rotunda with other mourners, 
the civility and respect of the people in line, of every shape, size, 
gender and ethnicity.  I was, as I remembered that night, horri-
fied that any person or group of persons or nation knows America 
so poorly that they think that our government, fractious and dys-
functional at times as it may appear, made of the many diverse 
cultures which inhabit it, could crumble or lose resolve in the 
face of adversity. America rises to the challenge, and the results 
are seldom what those who attack the US think they will be. 
 While it is true that history is littered with republics 
and democracies, each one of those failed entities failed, in part, 
because they were nationalistic, in the original sense of “nation” 
as meaning “born together” or “of the same tribe.”  This mental 
framework made each of them exclusive and ethnocentric.  Since 
America was born of many mothers, nationalism has a much 
harder time getting established here, for the minute one starts 
ranting about “us” and “them”, cooler heads examine exactly 
where just such a mindset will take this country.  Ask Tom Bur-
nett, Mark Bingham, Jeremy Glick, Joseph Deluca, Todd 
Beamer, Edward Felt, and all of the brave passengers who 
agreed that they should attack the cockpit rather than sit back 
and wait.  Authorities estimated that it would have taken no 
more than a quarter of an hour for Flight 93 to reach DC air 
space. It is an admirable thing to take action  in control of your 
own life than to sit back and wait for life to happen to you. 
 Anyway, the memorial is already a fitting tribute.  Cool 
air blew gently across the field, geese flew by overhead, and fall 
wildflowers bloomed.  No brass bands, no nationalistic hooroar-
ing, no bombast.  That was over and done with on the tenth anni-
versary.   
 If you stood very quietly and listened, you could hear 
nothing but stillness. 

Credo  On Flight 93   Jamie Brown 
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one part of writing that is solid and you do it 
no harm by talking about it, the other is frag-
ile, and if you talk about it, the structure 
cracks and you have nothing.” 
 My friends knew that I was working 
on The Second Wedding of Doctor Geneva 
Song for almost a year, but I hadn’t even told 
them the title, the plot, or anything about the 
characters.  This left them with hurt feel-
ings.  Finally, I told them that it was very bad 
luck to talk about a work of fiction in pro-
gress.  This they respected.  I congratulated 
myself on this convenient lie, but I crossed my 
fingers when I told myself it was a lie, because 
I was reasonably certain that it was true. 
  — Bob Friedland 
 

Beautiful work, Jamie. Thanks!  
  — Piotr (Florczyk) 
 

You might be interested to know that my 
story you published in The Broadkill Review, 
"Lithuanian Sweetheart" I have turned into a 
play which is going to be performed at the 

Artisphere Theater in Arlington, Va. Septem-
ber30-October 2.  (http://artisphere.com)
  — George L. Chieffet 
   

Thanks for including my poetry.  Hope you're 
back on the dance floor. 
  — Hiram (Larew) 
 

How can you put all this work into it. You are 
very special. 
  — Michela Coffaro 
 

I enjoyed Hiram Larew’s poems in The Broad-
kill Review today (now power is restored) and 
imagine your reading them aloud-- 
   — Elisavietta Ritchie 
 

I had no trouble opening/downloading Vol.5 
#4 and have been enjoying it. It was especially 
pleasant to read poems by Hiram Larew.  
Hoping you and yours are well and to send 
you some poems to consider for TBR before 
year's end. All the best, 
  — David (P. Kozinski ) 
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 On 19 March 1944* Sunday my maternal grandfather 
was walking home in Pannónia Street when an acquaintance 
came towards him asking in terror if Hungary was truly in-
vaded by the Germans. Grandpa loved jokes and answered in 
the affirmative, adding that he was coming from the Ring 
Road where they were already collecting the Jews.  

When after one or two hours he learned how badly his 
joke backfired, my grandfather who was one of the sliest foxes 
among lawyers in Budapest started to cry. ‘We are finished, 
we’ve fallen into a trap’ he kept on repeating in despair. By 
next day he recovered and the following weeks were spent on 
feverish activity. At first, at a moderate cost he accomplished 
the conversion of his own one-storied villa in Pannonia Street 
into a ghetto as his place of forced residence. Second, he pur-
chased small-size gold coins because he had known that one 
could only pay with such currency for selfless help in difficult 
times. Third, he embraced Christianity, Greek Catholicism 
with his wife and son because that Church had asked the 
smallest amount for redemption. Fourth, and this is essential 
for our story, he decided to marry off his daughter as soon as 
possible.  

In fact the mind of Hungarian Jews was full of 
strange ideas in those days. Some were cock sure when they 
kept on repeating that the Governor would never allow his 
devoted Israelites to be harmed. Others were convinced that 
Hungary could not function without Jews even for a moment. 
Some had hopes in reason, in humanism, logic and the princi-
ple of utility, or trusted the British, the Soviets, or Hungarian 
chivalry. They even had hopes based on their own deftness, on 
their money and contacts, friends and life spent in honest 
work, resulting in their good fame. Yet others trusted God or a 
sense of safety attached to their Christian wives. Rumours 
were spread that married women would not be taken away for 
forced labour. (Naturally, the deportation of children and the 
aged did not even occur to anybody in his senses.) My grand-
dad, though he did not trust the Governor or his friends and 
even God, for some unknown reason believed in the gossip 
about women’s forced labour therefore he decided to hurriedly 
marry off his nineteen year-old, pretty and rich daughter. Yes, 
but who would be the husband? He should naturally be a 
graduate and a Jew. (To find a goy degree-holder for the pur-
pose would have been too expensive in those days.) Inciden-
tally, it was not a problem if the person was a nitwit, it would 
be easier to get rid of him after the War. The best would be an 
honest man doing labour service who would even be expected 
to do the favour of dying in the front. Soon, precisely on the 
26th of March a meeting was arranged between Évike and a 
bespectacled, lanky thirty-four year-old medical doctor with 
ears sticking out, who was allowed to go on short leave from 
his forced labour unit. All this was done with the help of a 
distant relative, Auntie Ari, a semi-professional sadchen. The 
young man had the fame of eminent expertise, who could con-
verse wittily and with culture, and he obviously liked Évike 

László András Magyar 
The Story of My Life 

and could be easily persuaded to marry her. He would do, was 
my grandfather’s reaction, turning up his nose. When, how-
ever, the wedding was held in secret, amidst modest circum-
stances in a side room of the office in Szalay Street, my grand-
dad's heart sank. ’I have given my lovely and rich daughter in 
marriage to an ugly and penniless nobody’, whispered to his 
wife who was already sobbing. 

After the wedding the husband soon returned to his 
unit, and Évike began writing letters and kept it up all the 
time to his ‘bridegroom’, as she called him, in order to draw 
closer the rather loose threads between them. Naturally, her 
letters were composed by her mother who was excellent in 
quoting Heine, the Hungarian poet Ady as well as Goethe; she 
could write ripostes in the spirit of Feydeau and Rostand, and 
even to make quite suggestive allusions at adequate fre-
quency. Surely the ‘consummation’ of the marriage was out of 
the question, but somehow the family of the husband that is of 
my father found themselves (the irritably honest father, a re-
tired official of the Hungarian State Railways, the too vivid 
mother and a seamstress sister) transferred to my grandfa-
ther’s David-starred house.  

The next months were spent on acquiring false docu-
ments, Évike was whisked away to hide in a rural convent of 
the Social Sisters, and the others also had been constantly 
hiding from November on. On one occasion both my grandfa-
thers were captured by the Arrow-cross henchmen. My mater-
nal grandpa simply stepped off the death march and sat down 
at the Buda bridgehead of today’s Freedom Bridge, next he 
took a tram and went home, but my paternal grandfather, 
who was an honest man and still could not comprehend what 
was happening to him, vanished and never turned up. During 
the Arrow-cross rule my mother, her parents and brother were 
hidden by various valiant Social Democrats against big and 
ever growing sums of money. Thanks to gold coins and to some 
luck difficult to believe in retrospect all the four of them sur-
vived the War. My father survived as physician of a Serb la-
bour company stationed near Pest, moreover, thanks to his 
corrupt and hence humane commander, he even succeeded in 
keeping his mother and sister alive. This is how liberation 
came to my parents, a term undoubtedly right in their case. 

My granddad, after the expropriation of his six tene-
ment houses at first by the Arrow-cross men, next by the So-
viet city command and finally, of his family house by the Com-
munists, immediately joined the Communist Party, and was 
shocked to find that the newly-weds did not wish to divorce, 
moreover, quite irresponsibly they were busy producing chil-
dren. At first my sister Mari, next Anna, and for the third 
time Zsóka were born out of that wedlock. Myself, thank to my 
fourth sibling who decided on non-existence at the age of a 
one-month foetus, was born in the glorious year of the Revolu-
tion. I do not wish to bore the Honoured Reader with the innu-
merable events that had taken place in my life and with the 
circumstances and twists of destiny shaping and clearly inter-
esting only to me. Meanwhile most of the figures of the above 
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this train of thought, let us consider circumstances, another 
group of factors shaping our destiny. 

The circumstances are apparently objective, in other 
words they are factual and independent of us. Such a circum-
stance among others is that we are human beings, we have to 
eat, but German occupation or Hungarian history were also cir-
cumstances just as much as Margit Schlachta’s** bravery, the 
assistance of the Social Sisters, and the Red Army; the Arrow-
cross Party were also circumstances in the above story, together 
with the activities of the corrupt commander and many other 
ones.  If, however, circumstances are studied closely one can see 
that each circumstance is actually the resultant of the concerted 
play of further circumstances and volitions. The cause of the Ger-
man occupation, for instance, was not only the consequence of 
one man’s will and of one or two circumstances, but of German 
and Hungarian history itself, and particularly every particular 
event of World War II did play a role in it, not mentioning a 
plethora of minor and older circumstances. Imagine what would 
have happened if Adolf Hitler died in the Great War or, if he be-
came a successful painter in the 1910s. Millions of minute de-
tails, wills and circumstances have to fit together so that a single 
pathetic event such as my birth may take place. It can be stated 
in conclusion that each circumstance is just as much the resul-
tant of circumstances and volitions as each will is. 

Frightened away at the sight of this terrible and inextri-
cable web of wills and circumstances people usually find refuge 
in the concept of the accidental. Many people hold that life is 
governed by chance and apparently they are right. After all my 
parents got acquainted accidentally, they survived accidentally, 
and ultimately the sperm reached my mother’s egg also acciden-
tally when she conceived me and it stuck there firmly and reso-
lutely. If one ponders over what chance is what is revealed is 
that actually it is the resultant of millions of necessary events set 
by circumstances, only in this case so many components play 
their role in the given event that it is impossible to consider them 
one by one. Clearly, for an infinite intelligence grasping the total-
ity of chances would not exist at all. To put it briefly: there is no 
such thing as chance. If, for nothing else, because chance is not a 
fact but a concept. It is not constituted in the world but in the 
intellect viewing the world; hence it cannot govern anything, and 
cannot be a cause but an explanation of events at the most. 

Now one has to put only the question: if it is not chance 
shaping our destiny is everything necessary that has happened? 
To this, however, one has to specify the meaning of ‘necessity’. It 
is a rule according to which something always identical takes 
place under the given circumstances. Such a rule can only be 
worded if all the circumstances are known and can be considered, 
in other words, if there are only very few circumstances affecting 
in a given case. Such are, for instance, the rules of physics or 
mathematics, where one is supposed to consider only a limited 
number of factors. One may say with confidence that the fewer 
circumstances play a role in the emergence of an event the more 
regular its occurrence can be. Necessity, or rule, however, has yet 
another significant feature, namely that it asserts itself only in 
the case of big numbers. For instance, it can be a regularity that 
about 20 per cent of one million people would die of heart attack. 
In the case of a single person, however, this is not a necessity 
because it cannot be forecast who would fall within the 20 per 
cent. As a result the unique can never be subjected to the rule. 
As it was seen, human life is partly the sum total of a vast quan-
tity of circumstances and partly it is unique. As a result it is im-
possible to talk about any necessity in this case. 

In summary: in fact volitions shaping destiny are actu-

story have passed away, luckily my uncle is still alive, and 
I have become a ninety kilo greying and pot-bellied gentle-
man and a respected member of society. My three children 
may also be considered as more or less grown ups and I 
have all hopes to eventually performing the role of a 
grandpa. There is nothing special in all this. Nevertheless, 
I wish to share some lessons of the history of my coming 
into existence with humanity because I think that these 
lessons can be considered as of general validity. 

First of all, as it can be clearly seen from the above 
narrative, the shaping of the destiny of my grandparents 
and parents, and in general people were – and are – influ-
enced by several factors. Some of them depended on the so-
called will of the persons concerned, but others did not. The 
latter ones are usually called ‘circumstances’. If, however, 
these two groups of factors are scrutinized one may draw 
important conclusions. 

Let us first see volition. My grandfather, as I said, 
wanted to spare his daughter from forced labour, therefore 
he wanted to marry her off. And his will was asserted. His 
daughter was married and escaped forced labour. My 
mother, in fact, did not avoid forced labour because she got 
married and this was not the final outcome of her mar-
riage, namely her safety as it was planned by my grand-
dad. Therefore it can be stated that will, even if it is as-
serted in the short term, can influence the shape of longer-
term events but not as will, only as a circumstance because 
circumstances, the will of others, would interfere. Actually 
volition in the longer term would practically break away 
from its leash and become a circumstance which has noth-
ing to do anymore with the original intention. The same 
can be observed in other respects as well. I am still tor-
mented by the idea that I can thank my birth ultimately 
for German occupation and Adolf Hitler, but as we all 
know God works in mysterious ways, in addition the thing 
can be interpreted in a way that such progress of events 
rather proved to be unpleasant to Hitler. In this case in 
fact Hitler’s will was directed to the occupation of Hungary 
and the destruction of Jews living here, but later on, quite 
unexpectedly to him, it ultimately led to my birth. I must 
confess I would very much like to see his face when he 
would be reading this piece, but luckily my desire cannot 
be realised due to more than one reason. 

The power of will in apparently shaping destiny 
should not be underestimated. For when one of my grand-
fathers sat down and the other one marched further at the 
bridgehead of Freedom Bridge, it was my maternal 
grandpa’s will to keep alive which saved his life, whereas 
my paternal grandfather’s will to march ahead destroyed 
him. Yet, all this is not so simple, because my maternal 
granddad did not sit down at the bridgehead clearly out of 
his strong will. Presumably he lost all hopes, and was 
physically exhausted, whereas one may rather suspect per-
plexity which was the lack of volition in the case of my pa-
ternal grandfather. Possibly it was not some kind of will 
but rather the force of circumstances that asserted itself in 
the given moment. It is also a grave philosophical question 
to what extent volition exists at all, or, is will not merely a 
function or resultant of circumstances. After all, one may 
consider one’s will as a sum total of our internal and exter-
nal circumstances up to a given moment in time, and may 
think that this sum total does not simply influence our will 
but it is fully identical with it. Before we would continue 
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ally all resultants of circumstances which are, in their 
turn, resultants of other circumstances. Thus there is no 
will. One can call accidental only such an event in the 
emergence of which a profusion of circumstances play their 
role. Thus there is no chance either. Finally, we have also 
understood that there was no necessity or regularity in 
individual human lives. What, then, shapes our life? 

I must say that if there is no chance, no regularity 
and not even will, only one thing can shape our life: and it 
is the multitude of circumstances we are unable to compre-
hend. Our life is nothing else but this inextricable, incom-
prehensible web, impossible to understand which we hu-
mans keep on calling destiny for ages. Destiny consists of a 
plethora of factors. Because it is impossible to comprehend 
undoubtedly there is something like accidental, and even 
something like a being, not to say that even something 
God-like. If I am asked who or what was the cause of my 
birth, and surely it would be a more attractive solution 
than Hitler, I could only name destiny as a first mover. I do 
not know who or what it is, what his intention is with me 
and with the others sunk into the waves, where he would 
lead me and what he would force me to do, if there is any 
intention or plan with us grandfathers, grandmothers, par-
ents and children. But, as once it was said by Martin Lu-
ther, I am standing here because I could not do otherwise.  
 
 
* The day when Hungary was occupied by its former 
German allies and when the deportation of Hungarian Jewry 
began. 
 
** Head of the Social Sisters Order who saved many 
Jews during Nazi rule. 

 
                                      (Translated by Dr. Vera Gathy)  
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At the Crack of Dawn 
 
 

Banging the wheel, I sang in the car, 
sang through crying,  “That’s what you get 
for loving me,  that’s what you get for. ..” 
the children might have sung along, I’m 
not much of a singer, or a crier,  but I can 
yell, “Are you going away with no word 
of farewell,” and change things around 
a little,  something to make the hurt wail 
louder, “You could have loved me 
better. ..” They’re all the same song, 
“I’m not the one you want, Babe, I’ll always 
let you down” all seasons,  all times, 
“but our goodtimes are all gone, and I’m 
bound for moving on”  its three a.m. 
and your father’s left me,  driving alone 
to my childhood home,  going home at 
thirty-nine,  three kids and a broken life, 
“a million tomorrows may all pass away,” 
too sweet,  I used to sing that one for 
its sadness,  not anger, “It ain’t me Babe, 
no no no,” but it was, it was you, and its 
over and over and ever and ever “Look out 
that window and I’ll be gone.” 

  
   
  

 
 

Believe 
 
 

Train whistles night 
into cold morning 
 
Mountains climb heather 
onto dawn’s knee 
 
Carpenter sawing the jaws 
of the evening 
 
Satellite fleeing 
the sky tapestry 

  
   
  

 
 

Cleaning 
 
 

teeth set 
with the cool clean smell 
of urgent life 
 
quick slit of the knife 
quick barehand  walk to the tail 
pulsing pulsing 
 
silver scales graying flesh 
the desparate eye turned soft and flat 
finger threaded 
 
though the red red gills 
and I’ve begged one, the smallest, 
begged one with a bucket and 
 
my own yellow waders 
across the meadow 
to the brook 
 
where I thought peace lived 

  
  
  

 
 

Clouds are burning. 
 
 

On today’s news, 
after reports of the latest crash, 
an expert described 
the use of many-shaped balloons 
 
to escort and disguise 
nuclear warheads.  Balloons 
fool radar.  I see the joyous 
parade, Mickey and Minnie, 
 
Fat Man and Little Boy, 
bobbing down fifth avenue 
tethered to jumpsuited 
Macy’s crews. Some, 
 
he said, burst 
into a cloud of fine wires, 
metal shards hiding 
the bomb gone invisible 

  
  

 
 

Daughter, each dawn 
 

 
the pebbles of the riverbed 

bathe in the roselight 
and dance 
 

their joy is mine 
 
when I held your new palm 

  

Poetry by Kelley Jean White 
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Boarding Pass 

  
I cannot check my fear at the gate. 
Board with anxiety, prayers and superstition, 
Valium and wine. 
I struggle with reality and worry. 
I am boarding with my children, our first flight. 
They are as thrilled and exited as the Wright 
Brothers on Kitty Hawk. None of this 
Troubles them, since they are with me 
And I keep the world at bay. 
The plane cruises miles above earth 
While they marvel at the shapes 
Of clouds, the shadows cast on land. 
Smooth aerolons guide our steady progress. 
Children see things the years have taught me 
To ignore, wonder that tons of steel 
Can float in heaven, much less carry us 
And our  baggage, unchecked and free, 
Stuff we carry with one hand. 

 
 

Poetry by Janice Lynch Schuster 

 
Considering Somalia 

 
We witness a real food desert, 
Malnutrition, bloated bellies, 
Wide-eyed children at empty 
Breasts, bones at right angles, 
Showing through the chest. 
All of it so overwhelming, 
The irony of the starving 
In a world of plenty.  
We toss food 
From the veggie bin and never 
Clean our plates. Years ago 
We sang for their supper.  
Our good intentions paved 
The way for this hell. 
Warloads close borders. 
We close eyes. 

 
 

 
Bottner Field 

 
Little boys gather in the growing June heat, 
Ready to field,  bat, and pitch. 
They are all stars in their red 
Uniforms, helmets, batting gloves. 
Outfitted for the mound or field, 
They are sure of everything. 
Boys of summer, bat and crack, 
Mosquito droning at the ear, 
Fly balls and knuckles and curves 
Hey-- batter batter batter 
Sun, sum of desire, the ball  
Soaring to the outfield 
The boy who misses, 
The one who throws. 

 
Black Dog 

 
The black dog starts at three 
In the morning, scratching 
At the door, sniffing round the bed. 
He wants up, and wants it now. 
No matter how you pile pillows 
Over your head, his hot breath 
Burns in through small spaces. 
His nails scratch at your leg. 
You cannot shake him off 
Or get back to sleep. 
In a few hours, you rise 
To let him out. His frantic barks 
Will alert neighbor dogs 
That the day is at hand. 
He will not hush, though you bribe him 
With treats and a pat on the head. 
He is big, determined, unwilling 
To settle for what you can offer. 

 



PAGE 8 THE BROADKILL REVIEW VOLUME 5 ,  ISSUE 5 

 
 

Daybreak 
 
 

A giant ball of orange sherbet 
rises over the Brandywine River. 
Magenta streaked with gold fades 
to pink, pale as a young girl’s 
blush. Edge between night 
and day blurred, horizon 
softened with first light as if 
a watercolor brush slid across the sky. 
 
Oh Christ, not another poem 
about a beautiful sunrise. 

 
 
 

Poetry by Nina Bennett 
 

 
Mind The Gap 

 
 

Built-in shelves flank the fireplace, 
hold dozens of family photos. 
Royal Gorge, Colorado. 
My parents stand next to a plaque, blue 
and gold letters spell our state name. 
My younger brother and I, connected 
from shoulder to hip, fill the space 
where the middle child should be. 
 
My grandchildren together 
in a posed portrait. The oldest 
stretched on his side like a cat 
in the summer sun. His sister 
leans back against his legs, 
her arms support their cousin 
who at four months can’t sit 
on her own. Though 
carefully arranged, the picture 
is unable to conceal the gap 
where the baby’s big sister belongs. 

 

 
 

International Terminal A-West, Philly 
 
 

A 3-year-old with Shirley Temple curls is trapped 
in a stroller, held hostage by her older sister. 
Sis, about 5, wears a Justin Bieber t-shirt 
and bubblegum pink crocs. She grips 
the stroller handles, grimaces as she shakes 
as hard as she can. Curls bounce, 
swing out around the toddler’s head 
like a carnival ride. She screeches, 
flings herself from side to side until 
her sister lets go, mid-thrash, 
and the stroller topples sideways. 
Howls erupt. Big sister shrugs, 
walks away. 
 
You know what is coming. 
The fledgling terrorist 
sits behind me, those pink crocs 
drumming a steady beat across 
the Atlantic. If I slide my hand 
down the side of my window seat, 
I could snap that tiny tibia in half. 

 
 

 
 

Born To Be Wild 
 
 

We piled into my mother’s ice blue 
Bonneville convertible, lowered 
the top, cruised. Gas was fifty cents 
a gallon. Radio blared Steppenwolf. 
Our kazoos honked, squawked 
in harmony to the high E chord 
stretched like a tightrope 
over the organ solo. I was a newly licensed 
cowgirl, determined to last eight seconds, 
to conquer Main Street with my posse, 
bare legs stuck to creamy leather seats. 
Our hair whipped across our cheeks, 
stung our eyes, caught in the corners 
of our Slickered lips. Vapor trails 
of squeals and giggles streamed behind us. 
We rounded the corner by the Deer Park, 
passed the library, breezed down 
Delaware Avenue, cool as mint 
chocolate chip ice cream. 
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It was true.  He didn’t like her anymore and she 

couldn’t blame him really. 
But she did. 
For two weeks, he had been in Ohio visiting his fam-

ily, his two brothers and his mom Laura, their dog, and his 
Aunt Jenny.  He had sent Claire an email after four days 
which said, I do miss you, and that was all. 

She had replied:  love, you    I miss too—and there 
was a pause after the word you, like a poem. She thought he 
would understand. 

She had spent those two weeks listless and unhappy 
for various reasons many of which were unrelated to his ab-
sence, but she could no longer separate the two.  She com-
posed long-winded emails that remained unsent and then 
shorter, vaguely intimate emails she deleted almost as soon as 
she wrote them. Sometimes she pressed send when she was 
feeling rebellious, but there was never a reply, so it was al-
most as if she hadn’t sent them at all. 

Gram: Where are you?     
             
Where am I? 
Love, Clairy 

 
To this one, he replied:  I’m in Ohio, at my parent’s house. 
He did not sign it. 

She did not think of him all the time.  But if she did 
not think of him during the day, she thought of him at night, 
before going to bed.  She would look out into the darkness of 
her room and sometimes she would sit by the window with the 
moon, and she would picture him in Ohio laughing and smil-
ing his sweet smile, because that was what he was like.  She 
would picture him and she would whisper to herself and to the 
sky: Gram…Gram—can you hear me?  Please listen.  Can you 
come here?  Can you come right here?  She imagined him near 
and felt a warmth she had not felt for many months. Well, it 
was not exactly a warmness she felt, but it was as close as she 
could come to describing it—and it was not exactly true that 
she had not felt this warm feeling during all those long 
months of Fall and Winter and on and on till who knew 
when—but it only came in small, flickering moments. 

The month before he left for Ohio, and three months 
after the change, she had tried to explain, by turning her feel-
ings into something less critical.  He had laughed, and she 
was glad for his laughter, which made her feel that everything 
was the same. 

“I feel like I am a houseplant,” she said. 
“A houseplant?” 
“Yes, a houseplant.  You might water it and put it in 

the sun, but then you might also forget about it.  It’s just a 
houseplant after all.  It would wither and die and then you 
would be sorry, but you would get over it.” 

Undoing 
a short story by  
Jennifer Yu 

Gram smiled patiently, “So are you saying that you’re 
a houseplant?” 

“No. But to you I am.” 
“I don’t think you’re a house plant.” 
“I know that.  It’s just an analogy.” 
“Are you saying that I don’t water you enough?” 
“No…well yes, in a way.  But you know what I mean.” 
“I do?” 
Every conversation was like this.  She was vague and 

he heard her only in the most literal of ways.  She believed him 
when he said he didn’t understand,  but even in her belief, 
there was something raging against it.  She wanted more than 
he was willing to give, and what he was willing to give was 
something changeable and uncertain. 

The way he looked at her when she brushed her hand 
against his shoulder, and the way he grew angry when she 
tried, was something new and uncertain.  She would hate it, 
now and later. 

“Can I have your arm?” 
“No.” 
“Why not?” 
“It’s my arm.” 
“I know it’s your arm.  I just want to hold it.” 
“No.” 
“Please?” 
“No!” 
“Why not?” 
“Because! It’s my arm.” 
“I just don’t see why you won’t let me hold it.” 
“I don’t want you to.” 
“Fine.” 
“Are you mad at me?” 
“No.”  Then: “Maybe…I just don’t know why you hate 

me.” 
He sighed. 
“You didn’t used to mind.” 
“Well now I do.” 
“It’s not fair.” 
“Would you hold Jason’s arm?” 
“No.  But I am not close to Jason.  If we were close, I 

would want to hold it too.” 
Sometimes she was angry, at night or in the morning, 

and even the city glimmering across the river would not soothe 
her.  She imagined saying, “Why are you doing this?”  And he 
would ask, “Doing what?” and she would say, “I don’t know.  
Don’t you?”  And he would say, “No.  I don’t,” and she would 
feel as if there was a river between them, and while he was the 
glittering city, she was… what was she? 

Often, Claire thought of him while running.  The air 
cleared her head and she felt sharp and deep like a well that 
could swallow him whole.  Sometimes, she thought of him when 
she was driving along the empty roads or in the shower, with 
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her head knocking against the glass.  She tried crying but 
could only manage a slight watering of the eyes which could 
easily be the result of something else.  She does not remember 
having ever thought of him so much.  Or if she had thought of 
him in the past, it filled her with something sweeter. 

She mourns the absence of this sweet feeling. 
In her dreams, he vacillates between the old and new 

Gram.  The one that sees her—and the one that sees every-
thing else.  He can’t let her get in the way of his life, is what 
she thinks.  She is a traffic cone, or else she is nothing. 

 “I feel as if I have become less important,” she says. 
He looks exasperated.  “You are important,” he tells 

her. 
 “Am I important to you?” 

 “Yes,” he says this as if he is angry and she is put out 
by his anger. 
 “Don’t be angry with me.” 
 “I’m not angry.  I’m just frustrated.” 
 “So am I.  I keep crying.” 
 He has the look of someone who does not know what 
to do.  She doesn’t understand this.  She doesn’t understand 
his unknowing. 
 “I don’t know why you are being so difficult.” 
 “I’m not the one who decided that we had to be further 
apart.  I’m not the one who changed.” 

When he returned from Ohio, she drew a picture for 
him, on a napkin at Starbucks.  In the picture, she drew two 
stick figures, one boy and one girl and a line between them.  
Next to this, she drew them again, the girl in the same place, 
but the boy further away.  “This is me,” she said, pointing to 
one of the stick figures.  He smiled. 

“Why don’t they have any arms?” 
 She ignored him and pointed to the other stick figure, 

“This is you.  Before three months ago.” 
He nodded and this time, she smiled. 
There is one night she remembers and thinks of often 

when she is missing him.  She had slept over on his soft blue 
couch and it was like sleeping in the sky, she said, and he 
looked at her like he wanted to hug her, but wasn’t sure if she 
wanted to, and she didn’t even need it then, because she knew.  
She could ask: Can you sit right here? pointing at the floor next 
to her, and he would pad over in his zebra robe, which made 
her laugh.   He would kneel down and brush the hair from her 
eyes.  He would have stayed with her as she drifted into sleep, 
or he would leave, but his sweetness would still be with her in 
the morning.  You are my sunrise, she had said to him, and he 
had smiled.   That night, she had asked him to tuck her in like 
taco.  He was puzzled but open to her strangeness in affection.  
She demonstrated with his cloud white blankets, jumping on 
top and rolling them back and forth.  She looked at him expec-
tantly and he chuckled.  If she did that now, he would still 
laugh, but the laugh would be different.  The laugh would say: 
I’m going now.  I’m done. 

He never said, “You are too much Clare.”  But now, he 
looks at her as if she is someone else—he no longer really 
looks.  He speaks to her as if they are strangers, or more than 
strangers, but less than what they were.  He speaks to her as 
if he does not know her, even though this would be impossible.  
You cannot undo knowing someone.  You can undo feelings 
perhaps, but you cannot undo the knowledge that made you 
feel a certain way.  “Have you undone feelings?” she asks, but 
he does not know what she is saying, and sooner or later, she 
will stop trying to explain. “Nevermind,” she says. 
“Nevermind.” 

“I do like you,” he tells her sometimes when he is try-

ing for nice.  His kindness makes her hopeful, but he is 
changeable now; he no longer loves her no matter what. 

“I know you like me,” she says quietly in return, 
“but…do you like me less than you did? 

Do you like me less than you did four months ago?” 
He laughs again.  “What kind of question is that?” 
“It’s a truthful question.  It’s what I think.”  She says 

this with a slight edge to her voice, but it’s not a scary edge. 
 “Do you like me less than you did four months ago?” 
He does not mean it seriously, but she pauses and 

answers him seriously, “No.  I do not like you less than I did, 
though I think I feel further from you.  I feel like you are miles 
away, when it used to be inches.”  He thinks this is funny, or 
else he does not want to follow her down this path.  He is quiet 
as if he is thinking.  But he doesn’t answer her question. 
 She imagines touching him and feeling herself swept 
up in something bigger than I like you and we are close.  She 
wants Gram again, and she wants him with her always, and 
she does not know if it is good for her, to want what she 
wants, did not know if he wanted to give her even the ability 
to want it.  She feels a melancholy rising in her that is deeper 
than a body of water and she must swallow hard, because who 
is she to want? 

“I don’t want to forget.” 
 Can I draw a heart on your shoulder?   
He is cold and firm in his refusal.  She looks at him 

imploringly.  When are you coming back? 
His look says never. 
 “Do you feel close to me?” she asks him when he re-

turns from wherever he is, and when he leaves, and again 
when he returns, and again when he leaves.  And before he 
can answer she will say, “I don’t feel close to you anymore.” 

“What does it mean to feel close to you if you do not 
feel close to me?” he says, but it is not him who should be say-
ing this and she stares at him hard. 
 “What does it mean?” she echoes.  “Would you feel 
close to me if you didn’t know any better and thought I still 
felt close to you?” 
 “Yes.  What else could I feel?” 

 “I don’t know.  Feel something.” 
“Define closeness,” he says, as if she could define such 

a thing.  She wants to be able to say everything but the words 
evade her.  They sweep through her.  She leans forward and 
he  leans back and she wants to tell him to stop: why are you 
hurting me? can’t you see that you are hurting me? 

“I am not trapping you.” 
“I am not a trap.”  She says it again as if by saying it, 

she can convince him. 
“I’m good.” 
“You’re good,” he echoes softly. 

 “Am I?” 
 In another two weeks, Gram is leaving for vacation in 
Colorado and she wonders if she should say: I hope you have a 
good time.  People are supposed to say this.  (But she is not 
people).  She wants to say Stay but stops herself.  “I will never 
see you again,” she says instead.  He laughs and says she can 
call him.  She will not be strong enough, but she nods.  There 
was a time when it would have been appropriate to say, “I 
miss you,” but now, she says nothing at all.  The night before 
he leaves, she will send him an email that will say: Bye and 
nothing else.  He will not reply.  She will be waiting, without 
knowing she is waiting.  She will have dreams in which he is 
once again someone she loves without complications. She will 
forget, without knowing she is forgetting.  She will remember. 
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Christmas 2010 
 
 

Half an hour before dark 
there is no sailor’s delight on the horizon. 
Behind a scrim all day 
the sun sketches in the sky: mother 
on the steps at Mont Saint-Michel 
or bending by the banks of the Loire 
to pick a stone – so long ago – 
the castle crossing the river 
like an aqueduct. 
 
The balm of forgetfulness 
mutes the clang of language 
lazily abused. Ever-eager to bridge 
a chasm, my brother’s young hands 
pull Bach’s ideas 
from the retuned Baldwin 
right there in our living room. 
 
*  *  * 
 
From the dining room I catch 
snatches of conversation from the children’s table. 
Mostly grown, their patter is urgent and informal; 
bodies long, toned, full of sap; 
their concerns not quite saddled 
with deliveries or hobbled 
by cords of compromise. 
 
Ninety last April, 
my father-in-law recites the gentlest hymn. 
For him the most recent past dims 
or disappears altogether. 
      Our shaping moments 
filtered, re-emerge into focus – 
tableaux around the table; remarks 
tangy, jagged or soft as lips; the lists compiled, 
promised, half-achieved. 

 
 

Poetry by David P. Kozinski 
(Winner, 2009 Dogfish Head Poetry Prize) 

 
 

Four Sentences For The Artist & The Chiseler 
   In Memory: Domenico Mortellito 
 
 

When stockpiles of nukes grew like mushrooms 
a sculptor lived across the parkway;  short, 
muscular, bronze-skinned, white-haired; and for years 
he carved a bull-sized slab of granite 
on his flat driveway with clanging hammer 
and spike until emerged a woman 
whose broad back sheltered children from a mob 
of gargoyles, the work titled “Fallout”, 
his declamation of anger and hope,    
 the necessity of love and reason.    
 
Late this afternoon I remember him 
while a woodpecker above the rooflines 
chisels at the stump of a limb, it’s crown 
flashing red when drawn back before each strike, 
cracking a safe for bugs---or pecking 
profanities in the wounded wood 
without benefit of cherry picker; 
this misdemeanor witnessed from beyond 
the branches by the stool-pigeon moon. 
 
Domenico, you painted woodpeckers 
and thrushes in lush forests with pigments 
concocted for custom cars and sculpted 
a circle of dancers the hue of sandstone 
light enough for two to lift, filled a home 
with color and conversation, inclined 
us to view an olive in a cocktail--- 
its shape, shade and outline---as closely as 
we examine ourselves---with detachment 
and affection, our arms extended. 
 
So, don’t hold the moon strictly to account 
for tattling on your feathered, unschooled 
counterpart;  her frozen face and open 
mouth make her a truth-teller without arms 
and flung there at earth’s mercy she has no 
poker face, as I wager you would 
acknowledge if you were here to climb high 
and compare notes with the chiseler 
of the scarlet beret and learned beak. 
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Poetry by David P. Kozinski 
(Winner, 2009 Dogfish Head Poetry Prize) 

 
 

Veteran’s Play 
   For Michael Toner 

 
 

Slung over your shoulder in their case 
your racquets must be a lighter burden 
than the standard issue  
you carried walking point, 
lighter by far than the issues 
pounding in your head and heart 
as you entered a tunnel 
--- kill and be killed, 
whose land is this anyway, 
whose fight? 
 
There have been dark places  
to dig through and out from 
--- on a stage, in your manuscripts --- 
but today with enough  
cloud cover to keep the glare   
from your eyes as you serve   
and breeze enough to dry the sweat 
and the boundaries sharp and clear, 
you have the best weapons 
in your hands at last. 

 
 

Regression 
 

“Climate is what you expect. Weather is what you get.” 
   — Mark Twain 

 
 
 
The fan hums 
it’s too hot to read 
and I nod and close the book. 
 
The meat of my hand 
sticks to paper, the pen 
dries up and I close them 
in a drawer. 
 
Dead things and picked fruit 
rot fast and old folks 
who don’t make it 
to the movies or the mall die. 
 
Would it break us to deliver 
an air conditioner 
to each stifling garret? 
Drivers and lifters 
grateful for the work, 
might tip their caps, accept 
a glass of cold water. 
 
My grandmas didn’t succumb 
to heat. Lucky, they died old 
and cared about 
and not by their lonesomes. 
Through war and armistice 
and war the iceman stumped 
through their homes. 

Loopholes 
2009 Dogfish Head Poetry Prize-winning  

chapbook of poetry by 
David P. Kozinski 

ISBN 978-0-9826030-0-0 
$7.00 

sites.google.com/site/thebroadkillpress/ 
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Out My West Window 
 

“Standing on the moon / I got no cobweb on my shoe…” 
 — Robert Hunter 

 
 

      Through the trees 
angled to the horizon 
like an opened reclining chair, 
unmoored, the chalky crescent 
– unbalanced equation – 
drifts across a blackboard    

 
not one of the ships 
recorded from far above, 
pushed by the dark, rising 
      blanket of water 
again and again on the TV screen, 
toys of the tide 

 
not the maiden 
whose features the fisherman 
strives to keep in mind 
      as the ocean surges, 
his boat yaws 
like the needle of a queasy gauge 

 
not the infant a woman 
envisions under her sunny gaze, 
      although the angle 
is about the same, 
head a little higher than the feet, 
fragile as the numbers of her nation. 

 
      The disposition of lives 
and commonweal depend 
from a vortex of speeds 
and vectors; balances sought 
      or lost in a moment’s distraction, 
a mortal hand at the rudder. 

 
From a roiling land the moon appears 
a beacon for ancient longings 
      or a dusty prison forever prised 
in a briar of symbols, 
      in the talons of bare branches, 
endlessly pulled and pulling. 

 

Poetry by David P. Kozinski 
(Winner, 2009 Dogfish Head Poetry Prize) 

 
 

By The Stream 
 
 

The whispers of all the cells 
of all the leaves that fell last week 
swell to muffle thought 
and the path is mottled 
 
with these shed houses 
of dead souls 
older beyond measure than anyone 
who shuffles through them. 
 
The tree by the bank 
rose in a cleft of a stone 
and expanding cracked the rock 
   
and now its girth and roots  
      
 
hold both in place.  So 
the living break the past 
and grow upon the parts  
not lost apace. 

 

Loopholes 
2009 Dogfish Head Poetry Prize-winning  

chapbook of poetry by 
David P. Kozinski 

ISBN 978-0-9826030-0-0 
$7.00 

sites.google.com/site/thebroadkillpress/ 
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Come in, come in… goodness, what a night.  Get in out 
of that before you get drenched; it’s grand and warm in here. 

I’m afraid I wasn’t expecting anyone - I don’t get a lot of 
visitors, you know; we’re very out of the way…  You’ll forgive 
the mess, I’m sure. 

Sit yourselves down.  Is this all right?  No, that chair is 
lumpy - sit here.  Can I get you something - a cup of tea?  Or 
coffee… I think I have a jar somewhere. Tommy wanted to try 
it; all his friends were drinking it.  But then he decided he 
likes tea better - just like his old nan. No?  Well, if you’re 
sure… I’ll turn off the telly.  Nothing on it but shocking news, 
anyway.  Those poor young women… 

Sit down and make yourselves comfortable. Oh, just 
move that pillow.  It’s a very frilly sort of a house, I’m afraid.  
My lads are always teasing me about my girlish ways.  I sup-
pose it’s silly, a woman of my age… 

So you want to know about my lads?  I’m sure I couldn’t 
be happier to tell you.  They’re my little treasures, you know.  
That’s what I’ve called them since they were so high.  And for 
sure no woman could have more devoted children.  I think of 
them as my own, you see.  ‘Nana-Nina,’ they call me.  It’s just 
a silly nickname.  I’m not even sure where it came from. 

Oh they are treasures.  Tommy - that’s my oldest boy - 
he’s so good with his hands.  If I’ve had a hard day he’ll rub 
my shoulders and say, sit down there, Nana-nina, and let me 
look after you.  Michael is the thinker.  Very quiet, even as a 
child, but smart, you know.  Smart as a whip, I always say. 
And never out of each other’s sight. 

What was that?  You’ll have to speak up; the hearing’s 
not what it used to be… Oh no, their mother has been long 
gone.  Ran off with some fella she met in the chipper, can you 
credit it?  Who meets a life partner in the chip shop?  Life 
partner: that’s what they call it now.  In my day you got mar-
ried, but it’s a different age, isn’t it?  Are either of you mar-
ried?  Well, someday, I’m sure.  A couple of good looking men 
like yourselves. 

But no, their mother was always a worry.  I did my 
best, but it wasn’t easy after Des died.  A girl needs her father 
and, to be honest, Sheila and I never got on.  I wanted her to 
study hard, get a good job, but, there, you can’t tell a child if 
she won’t be told.  She had Tommy and less than a year later 
Michael came along.  Blessings, both of them.  A child is al-
ways a blessing even if the circumstances… no, I’m all right.  
Silly, really, to get upset after all this time.  Blessings they 
are, and I’ll hear no arguments from anyone.  To be sure, we 
had a few problems at first.  The youngest lad in particular 
had terrible nightmares for a long time after they moved in 
with me. And the both of them soiled the bed every night for 
months, but I cured them of it in the end. 

Are you sure I can’t get you something?  I made some 
Rice Krispie treats this afternoon; the lads like a snack when 
they get home… Well, if you’re sure.  

No, they shouldn’t be long.  They like to go to the li-
brary after school.  Sometimes they don’t get home till very 
late.  ‘We were discussing philosophy, nan,’ they say.  Imag-

HOME TRUTH 
a short story by G. J. Schear 

ine: lads their age.  But they’ve always been bright and they’re 
such diligent students.  Tommy has his Junior Cert this year.  
He’s taking a lot of science classes.  His bedroom is like a labo-
ratory!  Well, no, they don’t like me going in there -you know 
what teenagers are like about their little secrets. 

I’m sure I wouldn’t!  Shame on you, Sergeant, for even 
asking such a thing.  They may only be children, but they’re 
entitled to their privacy.  You may ask them yourself when 
they get home and I’m sure they’ll be happy to show you any-
thing you wish, but I wouldn’t violate their trust.  No, no, I 
understand you have a job to do but I have a job too, you know.  
You may take that smirk off your face, Garda Cassidy.  I don’t 
care if you are a guard; you should still show some respect for 
your elders; what would your mother think? 

Pictures, Sergeant?  Oh bless you, yes!  Over there on 
that dresser - that’s them.  That’s my lads, my treasures.  
They’re so alike, aren’t they?  You’d think they were twins.  
Everyone says so. Tommy is a little fairer than Michael, 
though. 

Ah, that picture is one of my favourites: my lads and old 
King.  He was a mongrel - cross-breed, I suppose I should say - 
but I never let that worry me.  Such a lovely dog he was.  Oh 
you heard about that.  No, I shouldn’t wonder; it was the talk 
of the village for months.  Such a dreadful thing to happen.  I 
don’t seem to have much luck keeping pets. 

But there, that was two years ago next May and you 
don’t want to know about that sort of thing, I’m sure.  You’re 
very kind, Sergeant.  You’re very easy to talk to, but I’m sure 
you wouldn’t have become such an important man if you were-
n’t.  But yes, there are a lot more pictures.  That one was 
taken two years ago at Euro Disney.  You should have seen 
them on the rides.  Fearless they were.  Well, and so they are.  
Nothing bothers them.  Yes, that one was taken at the rifle 
range.  They have a real keen eye for shooting, both of them.  
Marksmen.  They love anything that has a bit of a dare to it.  
But, then, that’s boys, isn’t it?  You wouldn’t want them to be 
weak little things, afraid of their own shadows.  No, they’re 
strong, fearless little men, just as you’d wish. 

What was that, Garda?  Of course not!  My lads in trou-
ble!  May God forgive you for saying such a thing.  No, that fire 
was an accident; my own fault, I’m sure.  It wasn’t a big deal 
and I hardly ever use that back room.  The insurance paid up 
without a bother and there was never any question about 
there being anything funny - you may take that look off your 
face. 

No, no, now you won’t coddle me.  I’m a good Catholic 
woman and I’m sure I brought those children up decent.  You 
should have better things to do with your time instead of both-
ering a poor old woman and her lads.  Why aren’t you out look-
ing for whoever killed those women?  A disgrace it is, that a 
decent woman can’t walk down the street without being shot 
down like a dog. 

 Ah, that will be the lads now.  Sergeant… Sergeant?
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My father calls twice while I’m in line for beer, and 
that’s when I know my grandmother’s dead.  

She was the last one. I’m ten minutes away from the 
start of an epic pitching matchup and then I become grand-
parentless.  
 I still want the beer.  
 I don’t call my dad back right away, I wait until I 
get the lager and then ask my friend Jeff to hold it for a min-
ute while I go make a phone call. I walk to a corner of the 
second tier’s concourse, away from the vendors, and call him 
back.  
 “Hi dad.”  
 “Grandmom just passed away.”  
 Jeff and I were so excited about blowing off work to 
see our favorite teams play each other.  
 “I’m sorry, Dad. Are you OK?”  
 “Yeah, I think so.”  
 Emma and I were going on vacation to Vermont to-
morrow. It was going to be a weekend away from the swamp 
that Philadelphia becomes in the summer—some light hik-
ing, reading on lawn chairs, and hotel sex. I hope she has 
time to call the B&B and cancel.  
 “Everyone’s coming to the house,” Dad says. “About 
how long until you and Emma can get here?”  
 “Well, I’m actually at the ball game...”  
 

*** 
 

I stay at the game. This makes me seem awful. Cal-
lous.  
 It gets worse.  
 Now that she’s gone, I think back on my grand-
mother’s life. All that comes to mind are the two years she 
spent dying. That’ll pass, I’m sure, but right now I can’t re-
member the last lucid conversation I had with her, so I think 
about the dementia.  
 And I laugh a little. Because Alzheimer’s can be very 
funny.  
 About a year ago, when Grandmom’s mind really 
went for good, my wife and I visited her in the assisted care 
facility. My mom and dad were there too. Grandmom knew 
my name  
and my dad’s, but she called my mom Lorraine—her real 
name’s Claire. Then she looked at my wife and asked, “Is 
this… Garmil?”  
 No one knew what to say, so Dad told her that this 
is Emma, Jonah’s wife.  
 “Oh,” she said.  
 In the middle of the drive home that night I couldn’t 
help but laugh.  
 “What?” Emma asked.  
 “Garmil.”  
 “Come on, Grandmom,” she said. “ At least your 
mom gets a real person’s name.”  
 I laughed again, and almost ran a stop sign.  

*** 

FEET IN THE AIR, HEAD ON THE GROUND 
a short story by 

Joshua D. Isard 
A few days later I told this story to Jeff while we were 

waiting for someone to show up to a meeting, and he said 
“That’s smurfing ridiculous.”  
 “What?”  
 “Garmil. It sounds like Gargamel.”  
 That’s when I remembered the tapes.  
 When I was a kid and my grandparents still lived in 
their house, they had a shelf full of all the VHS tapes they used 
to record my favorite shows: Charlie Brown, Fraggle Rock, 
Transformers…and the Smurfs. Grandmom even numbered 
them and kept a little catalogue—a pocket spiral notebook—
about which show was on which tape. It had an orange cover 
creased in a dozen places that I thought looked like a map of 
little white creeks.  
 All that diligent recording when I was six years old, and 
then after I’m married it returns because of a faulty connection 
in Grandmom’s brain—when she saw her grandson some 
warped and twisted neurons connected me with those VHS 
tapes, and the Smurfs. And her tongue couldn’t quite articulate 
“Gargamel.”  
 That’s all I can make of it, really.  
 

***  
 

 Jeff’s leaning forward, elbows on his knees, watching 
Josh Beckett warm up. I shouldn’t have brought him. He’s wear-
ing a Red Sox jersey, and has his navy blue hat with the “B” on 
it turned backwards. That he grew up in Massachusetts is no 
excuse as far as I’m concerned, this is Philly. He’d better not 
sing Sweet Caroline while we’re here.  
 “No one’s catching up to him today,” Jeff says. 
“Beckett’s got his best stuff, serious fucking movement.”  
 “How can you tell? We’re in the upper deck.”  
 “Look at the way Rollins and Victorino flailed on strike 
three. You guys have no shot in this one.”  
 “Yeah, well, Hamels breezed through the first few in-
nings too.”  
 “We’ll see who lasts.”  
 I haven’t told him about my grandmother dying, or how 
I’m getting concerned about having to bare the humidity while I 
sit outside at a funeral this weekend instead of enjoying a cool 
Vermont afternoon. No need to ruin his ball game, the Sox are 
only here once a year.  
 I haven’t told Emma, either. When I called her office I 
got her secretary who said she was in a meeting. Then I called 
her cell phone but it went right to voicemail.  
 Beckett strikes out Chase Utley to start the inning.  
 My leg vibrates. Sam just texted me: “Dude, you all 
right?”  
 “Yes,” I text back.  
 “Good. I’m hangin’ in, sure I’ll be fine eventually.”  
 What bullshit. My brother and I are both in our thir-
ties, both married, grandmom’s been sick for years, and he’s just 
hangin’ in? Man up, Sam.  
 He texts again, “You on your way?”  
 “No. Can’t leave yet.”  
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 “OK, see you soon.”  
 “By dinner,” I write.  
 Beckett gets Ryan Howard to hit into a weak ground 
out.  
 Jeff asks, “You texting Emma about stuff for Ver-
mont?”  
 What’s more uncomfortable, telling him now, or mak-
ing like nothing’s happened and then telling him next week 
when he asks how the trip was?  
 “Yeah.”  
 “Where are you going again?”  
 “Woodbury,” I say. “Well, just outside Woodbury, to 
this B&B with a pond in its back yard.”  
 “A swimming hole?”  
 “Yeah.”  
 “What do you guys down here love more than a quaint 
New England pond?”  
 Not much.  
 Raul Ibañez strikes out swinging and the inning’s 
over.  

*** 
 

 The Alzheimer’s really was funny sometimes.  
 I went to the nursing home where my Grandmom 
stayed once she couldn’t take care of herself at all, and when I 
walked into her room she was screaming at another patient. I 
mean, chafe the back of your throat screaming. She was sitting 
up in her bed, unloading on this little woman, about her age, 
standing next to her.  
 And this other lady didn’t just take it, she yelled back, 
spit flying off her tongue with every word.  
 None of it made sense. Not because of the absurdity of 
two sick old ladies yelling in a hospital room, and not because 
neither of them could put together a cogent thought, but be-
cause my grandmother was yelling in English and the other 
lady was yelling back at her in Spanish.  
 I went into the hallway and grabbed a nurse.  
 “I think there’s a problem between my grandmother 
and another patient.”  
 “Is your grandmother Abigail Levy or Isabel Torres?”  
 I’m of such pure Eastern European descent than my 
skin’s translucent. I’m thin. I have frizzy hair, what I’d prefer 
to call a large forehead, and I wear glasses.  
 I suppose the nurse didn’t want to be presumptuous.  
 “Abigail Levy.”  
 “Don’t worry about it Mr. Levy, they yell sometimes. 
It’s hardly a problem.”  
 “But,” I said, “they seem very upset.”  
 “As long as they’re not hurting each other we usually 
don’t stop them. They understand us telling them to stop about 
as much as they understand each other.”  
 “That’s horrible.”  
 “Not even close,” the nurse said. “Yesterday I had to 
help a patient change his clothes, and when I took off his un-
derwear he peed on me. All over me. Then he chuckled and 
said he’d been saving it for me all morning. That’s horrible.”  
 

*** 
 

 It happens in the middle of the fifth inning. Kevin 
Youkilis smashes a line drive right back to Hamels, who sticks 
out his right hand to grab it. It hits his glove, which flies off 
his hand all the way out to shortstop. Hamels recovers and 

throws out the runner, but clutches at his right wrist as he 
walks back to the mound, followed by the manager, the 
trainer, and Jimmy Rollins who returns his glove.  
 The umpire gives him a warm up pitch, which he 
throws and looks fine, but everyone in the stadium sees him 
grimace when he catches the return throw from the catcher. 
He leaves the game.  
 While the reliever warms up I decide to call Emma 
again.  
 “Jeff, you want another beer?”  
 “Hell yeah, thanks.”  
 I walk up the stairs and onto the concourse, past the 
one stand that sells decent beer, and into the quietest corner I 
can find, the one where I called my dad. I get Emma’s secre-
tary again.  
 “I’m sorry, Jonah, she’s still in that meeting.”  
 “Can you please interrupt her? This is important.”  
 “I really don’t think I should—”  
 “I need to talk to my wife. Now.”  
 She doesn’t say anything as she puts me on hold, I 
just hear that click.  
 I look back through the concourse and see a TV show-
ing the game. The reliever’s already given up a double.  
 Emma picks up.  
 “What’s wrong, Jonah?”  
 “Grandmom died this afternoon.”  
 “Oh, hun, I’m so sorry. Are you OK?”  
 “I’m fine.”  
 “How’s your dad?”  
 “I think he’s OK.”  
 “Are you at the house yet?”  
 “No, I’m at the game with Jeff.”  
 “What?”  
 I told her about getting the call while I was in line for 
a beer. “It just seemed worse to tell him and leave.”  
 “Yeah,” she said.  
 “So, I’m going to go up to the house after the game. 
Around five or so. Can you leave work then?”  
 “Of course.”  
 “And can you call the hotel in Woodbury and cancel?” 
  “Fuck,” she said. “I haven’t had a day off from this 
place in six months.”  
 “Death is pretty inconvenient sometimes.”  
 “Yes it is,” she said.  
 By the time I get back to the seats with our beers it’s 
2-0, Red Sox.  
 

*** 
 

 Jeff insists on staying through the last out, through 
Papelbon striking out the side in the ninth to save it for the 
Sox. On the subway ride back to center city he starts talking 
about New England summers, how his job in Philly almost 
isn’t worth three months of humidity.  
 “Our winters are better,” I say.  
 “I love the fucking snow. I’ll take salt trucks and crap 
driving over this,” and he lifts up his elbows to show the sweat 
under the arms of his jersey. I look down at my grey Phillies t-
shirt and see a few dark spots on my chest.  
 We get off at the same stop and he asks if I’m going 
back to the office.  
 “No,” I say, “I actually have to go somewhere with 
Emma.”  
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 “Cool,” he says, “I’ll see you when you get back?”  
 “Monday morning at the office,” I say.  
 We shake hands and walk in opposite directions. 
Back at my building, I take the stairs two at a time, and once 
inside I stand in front of the window unit air-conditioner. 
There’s no time for a shower, but I give myself a few minutes 
with the cold air blowing on my stomach, making a little para-
chute out of my t-shirt.  
 I am not sad, I am hot. My other three grandparents 
all died before I turned ten, so I don’t have any frame of refer-
ence about how my mind is supposed to work in these situa-
tions. I think about what to wear tonight, whether I should 
put on a undershirt just to prevent sweating through a polo or 
an Oxford. Worrying about clothes seems like an odd way to 
mourn my dead grandmother.  
 I go with the red polo, no undershirt.  
 

*** 
 

 Climbing into the car, I think about how up until a 
year ago we could still pick up grandmom from the facility she 
lived in and take her to my parents’ house for family dinners. 
It wasn’t easy, and it took us twenty minutes to get her from 
her room to the car between the elevator, helping her into the 
seat, and folding up her walker to put it in the trunk, but she 
liked it enough that we did it. Sam and I took turns playing 
chauffeur.  
 The last time Emma and I picked her up, I knew it 
would be the last time as soon as I walked into her room. 
When you have a family member with Alzheimer’s you get so 
used to the strange that you sometimes miss when things de-
cline further. Until something dramatic happens. With toilet 
paper.  
 I walked into her room, ready to help her off her bed 
or her chair and get her walker, except the walker was deco-
rated with white bows. Made of toilet paper. White bows on 
the handles and all up and down the legs.  
 “Grandmom,” I said, “what did you do?”  
 “Doesn’t it look pretty?” she asked. “Like a wedding.”  
 I called my father and told him about the TP on the 
walker. He sighed.  
 “Just do what you have to and bring her over here.”  
 “OK,” I said. I took a picture on my phone before 
cleaning it all off and taking her downstairs.  
 

*** 
 

 With the beginnings of the afternoon rush, it’s a fif-
teen minute drive from our apartment to Emma’s office.  
 “How are you?” she asks as she climbs into the pas-
senger seat.  
 “Fine,” I say as I merge back into traffic. “I feel a lit-
tle awkward. I never told Jeff.”  
 “Why not?”  
 “What’s the point? I’m not broken up, I didn’t want to 
leave the game, and if he’d known it would have just hung 
over the whole day. His team isn’t in town often, why ruin it 
for him?”  
 “I guess that makes sense.”  
 “Did you call the B&B to cancel?”  
 “Yeah,” she says, “it hurt to do that.”  
 “I know, hon. I’m sorry”  
 We get out of the city early enough that we miss most 

of the traffic, and it only takes a half hour to get to my parents’ 
house.  
 My mom and dad answer the door together, and we 
take our turns exchanging hugs, each a little tighter than 
usual to show support for the family.  
 “Are you all right?” Mom asks.  
 “Sure,” I say. Then I ask dad, “How are you?”  
 “Still fine,” he says. “We got a few pizzas, so help your-
self. Sam and Rebecca are both here, too.”  
 “All right,” I say. “Do you need help planning any-
thing? With the funeral?”  
 “No,” he says, “but thanks. It’s all been ready to go for 
a while. It’ll be on Sunday morning.”  
 “Not tomorrow?”  
 “No, some of the family won’t be able to get here for 
tomorrow. Then Saturday’s Shabbat, so Sunday’s the first day 
we can do it.”  
 “All right,” I say.  
 As we walk into the dining room my dad says, “I heard 
Hamels got injured today.”  
 “Yeah, took a line drive off his wrist.”  
 “Will he be all right?”  
 “I don’t know,” I say. “From my seats it looked like it 
hurt.”  
 

*** 
 

 Sam is wearing a yarmulke. He never wears one. He 
did for a few weeks after he got back from his trip to Israel in 
college, but not since then. When he sees Emma and me walk 
into the dining room he stands up so quickly that his chair 
nearly falls backwards, then he walks over and embraces me. 
Not a hug, but a full on enfolding, complete with two claps on 
my back.  
 While he has his arms around me I say, “Whoa 
there...”  
 He lets go but keeps his hands clasped to my shoul-
ders, then looks me in the eye. We are the same height, have 
the same hair (his is longer, mine kept very short), and the 
same wiry build. Somehow, though, I always think he looks 
goofy and I don’t. The yarmulke doesn’t help.  
 “You’re OK, Jonah?”  
 “Yeah.”  
 I lean my head to the side and look past him to his 
wife, who is still sitting at the table, finishing her slice of pizza.  
 “Hi, Rebecca.”  
 “Hi Jonah, I’m very sorry about your grandmother.”  
 “Thanks,” I say.  
 Then Sam lets me go and envelops Emma. He doesn’t 
clap her on the back, but he holds her a little too long for my 
taste. He mutters into her shoulder, “thank you for being here.”  
 We all finally sit around the table, the dark brown oak 
one that’s been in the house my whole life, the one that has 
nicks and scratches on it but which my mother hasn’t replaced 
even though I’m sure she could afford to. When she uses a ta-
blecloth on holidays no one can see the imperfections, but to-
night there are no pleasantries—we eat off paper plates, and 
let some of the toppings fall right on the wood as we take slices 
out of the box.  
 We talk about anything except grandmom. Dad asks 
about work, if we’ve found any good new restaurants in the 
city, if we think the Flyers will actually get a goalie in free 
agency.  
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 This is nice. No dwelling, no need for it.  
 After we finish eating Sam asks us all to stay at the 
table for a moment. Then he pulls out a piece of paper form 
his back pocket, unfolds it, and puts it on the table in front of 
him. He starts reading from it. 
  “Yit'gadal v'yit'kadash sh'mei raba…”  
 It’s the Mourner’s Kaddish.  
 As he reads I look at the paper and see that it’s a 
transliterated version.  
 

*** 
 

 When my mom, Emma, and Rebecca start cleaning 
up the paper plates, my dad gets up without saying a word 
and walks down the short hallway to our garage. Sam and I 
trade glances, and we get up to follow. We find him in the sec-
ond fridge where he keeps extra soda, bottles of water, and 
beer. He’s already holding three bottles of Yuengling.  
 “Here,” he says and gives a bottle to each of us. “Let’s 
go out back.”  
 We walk back through the kitchen, to the living 
room, and then out the sliding door to the patio. It’s dark now, 
still hot and humid, but the breeze and the beer are enough to 
keep us from being too uncomfortable.  
 My brother, my dad, and I each sit down and twist off 
the caps in one motion, the same motion. We do things like 
this pretty often: we crack our backs the same way when we 
get up from a meal, we have the same stupid fist pump when 
the Flyers score a goal or the Phillies hit a home run, the 
same uncoordinated dancing at weddings and bar mitzvahs. 
Emma thinks this is both adorable and hilarious. I think it’s 
annoying, but I can’t help it.  
 I’m about to take a sip when my brother raises his 
bottle and says, “To Grandmom.”  
 My dad, sitting between us, picks up his bottle, and I 
follow. We clink the necks together. and say, “To Grandmom.”  
 Sam apparently forgot that our grandmother had 
been teetotal for sixty years, that she drank nothing but water 
and Schweppes Ginger Ale up until the day she died.  
 We all drink, then lean back and look out at the dark 
outlines of the trees in the back yard. There are three oak 
trees in a line towards the end of the yard, and their canopies 
spread out and graze each other about fifteen feet in the air. 
This was our home run wall when we played ball here as kids. 
When we were ten we could hit it over the trees once in a 
while, by twelve regularly, and by thirteen it became annoy-
ing to go get our baseballs from the neighbor’s yard where 
their collie would gnaw on them. But by then I’d stopped pre-
tending I could play for the Phillies anyway.  
 “What do you remember most about her?” Sam asks. 
I turn to him and squint—my eyes had adjusted to the dark 
yard.  
 I wait for my dad to say something, but he doesn’t. 
His long fingers are wrapped tightly around that bottle. He 
keeps his focus out on the yard.  
 “Jonah?”  
 I look over at him and say, “I don’t really want to talk 
about this right now.”  
 “It’s important to remember,” he says.  
 “I do remember, I just don’t want to talk about it.”  
 I look back at the yard, the gloaming punctured in 
yellow pin-pricks by the fireflies.  
 “I remember how giving she was,” Sam says, “how 
she would take us anywhere we wanted before we got our 

drivers licenses.”  
 “Will you just be quiet, Sam,” I say. He gives me this 
look of a puppy who just shit on the carpet and doesn’t know 
why he’s suddenly being rapped on the nose. “Since I found out, 
the only memories I have of Grandmom are the funny parts of 
her dementia. The argument she had, the Garmil thing. That’s 
all I’ve thought about, and I’ve laughed.”  
 “Jonah, there’s so much more to her—”  
 “You don’t think I know that? Just let me figure it out 
myself.”  
 “You’re my brother, I can help you.”  
 “Come on, Sam, I don’t need help.”  
 “Will you two shut the hell up.” Dad doesn’t sound 
angry. He sounds tired. “Stop prattling on about yourselves 
and shut up.”  
 Sam and I look at each other across our father, who’s 
eyes are fixed on the yard.  
 “Dad,” Sam says, “we were talking about Grandmom.”  
 “No you weren’t,” Dad says. “Please just be quiet.” He 
takes a gulp of beer, and I can hear the carbonation fizzing in 
his bottle.  
 I have no idea what this is like for my dad. I don’t 
have any grandparents left, but he doesn’t have any parents. 
Does that mean he feels more like our parent now that ever, 
since he’s no one’s child, even though Sam and I are adults? 
Does he now see himself as the family elder, the one who’s sup-
posed to have all the answers? He’s been in that role for twenty 
years. Is it just mortality? Does he miss his mother? Hasn’t he 
the whole time she’s been sick?  
 I sit there on the patio after I’ve finished my drink. I 
want another one, but I don’t get up. My dad sips on his, 
slowly, like it’s bourbon instead of beer. And I wait. And Sam 
waits. We say nothing. We barely move around in our chairs. 
Every once in a while I look over at my dad, and I catch Sam 
doing the same, but he never looks at us. He just keeps sipping 
that beer, and we wait.  
 

*** 
 
 On the ride home Emma asks what we talked about 
on the back patio.  
 “Not a lot,” I say, and then told her what happened.  
 “Did he say anything after that?”  
 “Hardly anything.”  
 “Well,” she asks, “what did he say.”  
 “He took ages to finish his drink. I kept looking at my 
watch but it was dark enough that I couldn’t read the dial, so I 
don’t know how long we were there and quiet, but it was a 
while. And then he stood up and said, ‘I’m glad you two were 
here tonight.’ Then he walked inside.”  
 “That’s all he said?”  
 “That’s it.”  
 We drive down the expressway into the city, and 
there’s traffic, because at any given time of day there’s traffic 
on that road. I turn on the sports radio station to find out 
about Cole Hamels’s injury.  
 They report that he expects to make his next start.  
 
 
 
 
 

-fin- 
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I. Love 

 
A man busies himself at home while his wife goes to 
the corner store for their lunch. A few minutes after 
she departs, the phone rings. The man breaks off what 
he's doing and answers. It's the wife.  
     "Do you still love me?" she asks. 
     It's hard to say precisely why, but it's a difficult 
question for the man. There's no confusion--he loves 
the woman--but the question itself is trying.  
     He hesitates a moment, then tells her, "Yes, but--" 
    "But?" 
    "You're not here," he says. 
    "So?" 
    "Are you the same?" 
    "The same?" 
    "As you were a few minutes ago, before you left?" he 
asks. 
    This is what love is for the man, only what he can 
see right before him. 
 
 

 
II. Xmas 

 
Two sisters, alone in life but for one another, spend 
Christmas together every year without fail. One sister 
awaits the holiday with childlike delight. The colored 
lights, the first snowfall, even the frenzy in the stores 
lifts her up like no other season. But on Christmas she 
is always sad, like she has lost something dear. 
 
The other sister goes from Thanksgiving to Christmas 
as if through a painful din. She looks forward only to 
its ceasing. For her the beauty of the season is what 
Christmas people with all their anxious obligations 
won't let get born--the immodest demands of extended 
family, the checklist gifting, the yuletide shill. Every-
thing seems turned upside down. 
 
But on Christmas day she's always surprised to feel 
herself raised up as if out of nowhere by a spirit as 
true as a star. There's a stillness in the world and al-
ways at least some one moment when she can hear 
well enough to be reminded it's all just hearts beating. 
When the joy finally comes, she turns to console her 
poor sister. 

 

FIVE FABLES 
Fiction by Brian Collins 

 
III. Joy 

 
A man overnights at his mother's house before visiting 
her in a nearby hospital, where she is recovering from a 
fall. To send to a friend a short Christmas story he has 
written, he connects to the only open wireless signal 
there, a network named "JOY" that is whispering from a 
little pink house one block west. The man of course has 
no way of knowing where JOY is, nor that the old man 
who lives in the little pink house has been dead for three 
days--killed by an embolism like a club to the head, but 
lying as if in repose upon the cord rug in his kitchen. 

 
 
 

IV. Work 
 
A man wakes to what he thinks is the day he must re-
turn to work after a two-week holiday. (In fact it is his 
last day of vacation.) While having his coffee he is over-
come with despair over having to go back to his dull job, 
and he decides to take another day's rest for himself. His 
wife, who knows perfectly well it is Sunday, thinks noth-
ing of the man's staying home, but she can see he is not 
quite himself--not quite himself or somehow lost.  
 
The following day he returns to work and discovers his 
mistake--the day he thought he stole had been his own. 
There came upon him then such shame for his own fool-
ishness that something deep inside him broke, and he 
was never able to return to time as everyone else knew 
it. For the rest of his life he was always one day ahead. 

 
 
 

V. Home 
 
A man wakes in a room he's never seen before, a house 
he doesn't know. He has feelings, understanding, but no 
memory--not a thread. He gets up and ghosts around. He 
sees photos of himself with strangers--two children and a 
pretty young woman. The house is winter-quiet. He won-
ders if he is dreaming or something has gone wrong with 
his head? But everything has that fullness of the real, 
time like clockwork, and he feels fine. Then the doorbell 
rings. 
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Weathering Changes  
 
 

Summer's heat burned away 
the colors in leaves.  

and left behind crumpled, 
 brown offerings 

to announce 
fall’s arrival. 

The geese 
 have flown off 

taking their colors on wings. 

                   

Poetry by a. mclean 
 
 

Chairs 
 
 

A rocking chair lulls his soul 
in day-dream rhythms. 

In his high-chair, stubby fingers smear  
chocolate pudding on the tray. 
In his junior chair, he spears  

Cheerios floating 'round his bowl.  
His play-school’s plastic chair feels cool.  
On a dining room chair, he must stretch 
 and point his toes to reach the carpet. 

The needlepoint on granny’s chairs itch.  
Classrooms’ wooden chairs are carved with initials;  

none are on church pews, but three are on her bridal gown. 
Polished law firm chairs gleam, resting before his desk.  

His first-class seat by the window is uncomfortable,  
but the canvas chair by the pool is perfect. 

Chairs for speakers on stage are always hard. 
Today, alone in his wheelchair, stubby fingers 

 smear chocolate pudding on his tray. 
He rocks himself, facing floating faces, he stretches,  

and points his toes, then enters the blue pool.  
Chairs always stay behind in life. 

 
 

Resignation 
 
 

Today I heard summer sigh, 
announcing its departure 

after the earthquake came, 
a tornado claimed,and 

torrential rains washed others away. 
 

Wide awake,  
I slumber and wonder 

why I take for granted a day,  
the sun's rising, 

the moon’s setting, 
winds that sweep hours away 

with birds calling, 
and cats stalking, 

in rituals contrived to betray, 
while leaves whither, and 

stagnate water lingers, 
shame arrives and calls my name, 

for taking for granted a day. 
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 “Lose the breast?” My lips go numb with disbelief.   
As if I could lose my breast and suffer only the mild regret of 
leaving my breast, like my favorite pen, at the bank.  I am in 
Dr. X’s office, getting good news and bad news, but right now 
I don’t know which words are intended to be good news.  
Words like mastectomy, malignancy, and metastasized wash 
over me. Words surging, in and out of my head, like ocean 
tides.  I imagine myself rowing frantically against storm seas.  
Salty spray runs down my face. The word “recovery” repeated, 
has an odd echo effect that leaves me dizzy. 
 An overhead speaker softly plays a song I once liked, 
connecting it forever with this moment.  I watch Dr. X’ lips 
moving, out of synch with his words, as he shows me x-rays.  
He will refer me to a woman surgeon, as I have requested. 

He says that Dr. Y is a fine surgeon. She specializes 
in a range of reconstructive procedures to make the whole 
experience less traumatic.  I listen to his hollow good cheer 
and wonder how often he gives this wretched news each day.  
I imagine he does not let himself know what women feel when 
they’re told they will lose part, or all, of themselves.  He’s 
unlikely to lose parts of his body.  I wonder if he has a wife or 
daughter. 
 As if reading my thoughts, he reaches out and 
touches my shoulder lightly.  “If my wife needed this surgery, 
I would want Dr. Y to do it.”  He tells me his office will contact 
Dr. Y’s office with test results and set up a consult next Tues-
day.  “The trick,” he says, “is to live, to defy this terrible dis-
ease.” 
 I leave his office and walk with unreliable knees past 
the receptionist as the office background music shifts abruptly 
to tinsel tunes played like carnival music, an artifact used in 
amusement park carousals, recorded for background to drown 
out reality.  Strains of a tune from my childhood, and I re-
member, as if I am ten again.  I don’t know the name of the 
song or the words.  I made up words to sing when I rode my 
favorite carousal pony at the park. 
 

I had gotten the phone call a week ago, Tuesday, to 
come in to discuss my recent  mammogram.  My heart 
thumped wildly as I lowered myself into a chair and clenched 
my hands around the phone.  As if I’d never feared this mo-
ment. “Yes. I could come in to see the doctor and schedule 
more tests on Tuesday and Friday.  I need to cancel meet-
ings.” 

I have so much to do at work.   I’m much too busy for 
this.  I’m indispensable.  What about my quarterly budgets 
and reports? 

I hang up the phone, having agreed to additional 
tests and Tuesday’s meeting with Dr. X, a course of action 
sure to alter my life.  I know this even as I run my hands over 
my offending breast.  I feel betrayed by a close friend.  Stung.  

THIS ARROW MARKS ME 
A short story by 

Jan Bowman  
And I regret my lifetime of uncharitable complaints about my 
body, harsh words used to describe my breasts as I stared at 
myself in clothing store dressing room mirrors.  Perhaps now I 
will pay the price with my pound of flesh.  I am tempted to ask 
my body for forgiveness, but I hardly know where to begin.  I 
resurrect a prayer from childhood and chant it like a mantra 
against the inevitable. 
 

I arrive early at Dr. Y’s office.  I fill out insurance 
forms and my wet hands smudge the ink.  I agree to pay what-
ever my insurance won’t cover.  Spare no expense.  As if I could 
refuse to pay the hospital after losing my breast.  But what if I 
did not have the insurance that permits Dr. Y and her team to 
cut, stitch, and restore me.   I regret that I never got around to 
taking out a disability policy and must dip into my savings 
until I can work again.  I wonder if I should call my ex-
husband about all this, but I remember how busy he is now 
with his new wife and children.  Perhaps I should have con-
fided in someone at work or called my sister in California. 

I return the forms to the receptionist and settle into a 
hungry leather chair to wait. 
I scan magazines on the tables.  Stacked neatly next to Time 
magazines are specialty magazines with headlines touting 
clothing geared for women with special needs and marketing 
prosthetic devices and underwear for those of us whom surgery 
has rendered hard to fit.  Some magazines show sexy under-
wear, promising that passion is possible post-surgery. 
 Of late, I have considered the idea of passion, rarely.  
Until now.  But before the bad times in my failed marriage, I 
once lived on tender slices of joy rendered by a touch.   I have 
taken my pleasures too lightly.  Gazing now into what appears 
to me to be a cataclysm, I hope that the best of what has been 
before, will be again, and I vow to wrap my arms around my 
second life. 
  Here in the waiting room almost everyone whispers.  
Quiet murmurs blend with soft background music and the so-
licitous flutter of soft voices, then footsteps, as a nurse leads 
one of the women waiting with me into a hallway to an exam-
ining room.  As they walk through the doorway, light from the 
hallway forms a shimmering aura of soft pink and purple 
around them, as if their bodies ride waves of fear and hope. 
 Compassion is mixed with custom, but these nurses 
are subdued, for they know how little separates us at this mo-
ment.  A matter of dots on a screen.  An unwelcome density.  
For we are women, all of us, likely to be spirited away at any 
time through a portal for a test of our essence. 

A slender young woman in faded jeans, leather jacket, 
purple socks and Birkenstock sandals checks in with the recep-
tionist.  “Oh Olive,” the receptionist says. “You look wonder-
ful.”  A nurse in her early thirties comes out to greet the young 
woman and they hug.  Olive slips out of her jacket and slings it 
over her shoulder with careless ease.  She smiles and her short 
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curly hair looks like new growth on a hillside after a forest 
fire.  Her eyes burn defiantly.  She wears a purple shirt with 
the words, “Proud to Be” in large white letters across the 
front, and on the back of her shirt the words, “Of the Clan 
of One-Breasted Women”.  The lines are credited to a 
writer, Terry Tempest Williams.  Olive wears no bra and no 
prosthesis.  Her shirt lies flat against her left chest; her 
shoulder slopes forward slightly, as if resisting a weight.  I 
think of the empty sleeve of a war veteran. 
 Our eyes connect and she smiles.  She is a particle at 
the point of open awareness, like a magnifying glass focusing 
light and heat.   Energy from her body touches me and I am 
warmed. 

I look down at my breast, lying quietly under my 
blouse.  I try to imagine my body without the weight, the 
warmth of blood, the substance of tissue, but I cannot.  I wish 
for an elixir, a potion stronger than anything produced by 
medical arts. 

The nurse puts her hand on Olive’s right shoulder 
and leads her to a nearby examining room.  They stand out-
lined for a moment in the soft light. The door to the hallway 
and room is ajar, slightly, for only a moment, but long enough 
for me to overhear the nurse say, “So you’ve finished the 
chemo and the tests look great. That’s good news.” 
 The nurse returns and nods to a frail young woman 
who is probably in her early twenties, calls her Betty, but she 
looks too young to be a patient.  Surely her breasts are still 
prepubescent buds. She sits alone in a corner near a fake 
potted palm tree, as though relishing shade at an oasis.  Her 
body seems transparent, faded by the struggles of the flesh. 
Her fragile features and baldness remind me of a doll, Miss 
Fritters, from my childhood, who lost her hair as a result of 
an accidental overnight soak in the bathtub. 
 As the nurse leads Betty away, she signals to me.  
“You’re next,” she says. 
 Ceiling music swirls above my head.  The smell of 
my fear is thick, sweet and leathery, like pony sweat on a 
summer afternoon.  I am ten again and filled with fear for my 
first live pony ride.  I sooth my fear tenderly until I am calm 
enough to stand and follow the nurse into the hallway.  I ask 
for a glass of water and the nurse leads me to a water foun-
tain and hands me a paper cup that I must hold with both 
hands.  I sip, but  cannot swallow.  I glance at the swaying 
floor as the nurse’s sturdy white clogs move toward me.  She 
guides me to Dr. Y’s office. My brain feels unavailable, as if 
it’s left the office.  I am surprised to be so frightened still. 
 Dr. Y greets me in her office, her face sincere and 
concerned as she shakes my hand.  She shows me pictures of 
varying shades of gray.  The invading white masses are cir-
cled and she points to charts with my breast outlined in red 
magic marker.  She speaks 
softly of possibilities and probabilities.  She gives me hope, 
and booklets that explain what I’ve just heard and forgotten.  
I had written questions to ask Dr. Y, questions that 
shrivel in the back of my throat, while my notes lie curled 
and forgotten at the bottom of my purse.  My arms are 
clasped to my sides.  I try desperately to keep my body from 
bursting apart before Dr. Y can cut and patch me to a new 
fragmented wholeness. 
 Dr. Y hands me a card with her home and office 
numbers.  “Later,” she says, “you will think of questions.  
Call and I’ll try to answer them before your surgery next 

Tuesday.  Also, when you check into the hospital next Mon-
day…” She stops in mid-sentence and studies my face as if 
measuring my need. 

She pulls her chair closer and leans toward me.  She 
takes my hand and says, “Believe me, I know what this is 
like.”  She places my hand against her right breast and says, 
“I had surgery three years ago next month.” 

I am stunned by her confession.  I nod, unable to 
speak in the face of such humanity.  I gather my breath in 
slow waves and take in her words.  I whisper the story of Dr. 
Y’s compassion as consolation to myself in the car driving 
home. 
 

I lie on a gurney outside the operating room on the 
fourth Tuesday. 

“Tell you my name?”  Panic rises from me like a bird.  
Don’t they know my name?   As if I could forget my name. I 
am unable to speak it. I am embarrassed. I cannot remember 
my name. My body and brain are disconnected from each 
other. 

My thoughts hover over me like a worried parent. 
I worry that the hospital could make an error.  The 

surgeon might remove the wrong breast – it’s happened before 
- leaving me with the rogue breast with its offending densi-
ties.  Then I relax.  Congratulate myself for having the fore-
sight to use a marker to leave an arrow and the words, “This 
One” on my breast this morning, before they gave me injec-
tions that permit me to float above the soft green lights of the 
operating table.  In the distance music is piped into overhead 
speakers.  I breathe in time to the music and pray.  Masked 
faces bend over me.  Dr. Y and her colleagues have found my 
carefully labeled breast.  They pull the sheet away; I feel cool 
air on my abdomen and the room is quiet for a moment.  They 
have found the note I taped to my belly early this morning.  
The note with questions I could not ask before.  I think of 
questions to add, but it is too late to ask:  Will I feel the 
weight of a phantom breast?  Will my grief be bearable? 

I said goodbye to a part of me this morning that I 
realize only now that I love.  I long to touch my breast one last 
time.  My arms will not be moved.  I feel my breath gather 
into a cold, unwieldy point. I watch the clock on the wall be-
hind the nurse, but I cannot make sense of time anymore.  Is 
the large hand more important?  The clock is faulty.  It does 
not indicate days or years. 

A masked face leans over and pats my stomach gen-
tly. She injects yellow fluids into the I.V. in my arm. “Here’s 
your cocktail,” says the nurse who holds my hand.  Turning 
my eyes ever so slightly toward her face, I drift away into a 
circus scene.  A broad bay pony canters around a sawdust 
ring. A handsome older woman rides this pony. 

She’s wearing a splendid beaded iridescent cape.  
Balancing high above the pony’s flashing hoofs, she stands on 
one foot at a full gallop on the pony’s back. She is fearless. 
This amazing woman performs remarkable feats. She looks up 
into the crowd and smiles at me.  I believe I’ve known her all 
of my life. 
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Breughel has been 
and is gone 

the embodied truth remains 
 

1 
 
Morning 

moving across the fields 
imposing no condition as to what would be the outcome 

 
Where the harvesters moved 

as if out of the sorrows they came like an abiding healing 
 
Where for every psalm they uttered to earth 

I uttered one for the sleeping woman with apples and henna in her hair 
 
Her body luminous across the cracks of history 

allowing grace to enter the world in spasms of flesh-caused grace 
 
2 
 
Barges sailed the river  

(epics of cargo, epics of tides) 
 
Past children on towpaths 

past the innocence of strangers 
 
Having no allegiance but to the tide  
 
As I had to cargo, hawser, and tide 
 
Holding me to history  

holding to Flanders 
 
The ooze of poetry seeping underground 

rising with the streams of spring into my veins 
 
Surfacing into the lived-in world  

it wanted to be part of 
 
The hammer of memory beating the anvil  

of the lived-in moment 
 
Climbing the word-tree  

drawing water-washed stones from streams 
 
Measuring my skills against those arts 

aiming for comet and flame 
 
Moving by moonlight when it pleased me to move 

speaking new words  
 
Though the streams were still webbed with spits of winter snow 

 
 
 

AUBADE 
a poem by 

Martin Burke 
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3 

 
Perhaps there is no beginning to be named 

no moment when the rose opens to our admiration 
 
I called on the masters  
           to bestow a true authority to my scribblings in their margins 
 
Yet the old books tell lies 

the charts made by others are useless 
 
Even so this is the cave you must enter  

(no light but a deception of light)  
 
Beating on the walls  

(though when Aeschylus wept Greece shuddered) 
 
As a child tells you the one you have been waiting for  

has delayed his coming -again. 
 
4 
 
So was that Shelley’s lark just now or thunder from the west? 
 
Whoever – whatever, this is what it spoke:  

I have been happy in this vocation.  
I have no other message for the world. 

 
Ancient lore rumbled underground  

ending in the simple words: Not to be a destroyer; 
 
Where the sacred pleaded for admission 

where traditions rose up to overthrow traditions 
 
Where a breath of sea-wind curled in from the coast 
 
5 

 
Barges, cargo, hawser - 

yet am I the swimmer in the tide or a servant filling a jar with oil? 
 
Questions but no answering dove 
 
Walking in a flourishing garden  

memory was already storing in the barn-halls of the mind 
  
Searching for the dove who brings his liberty  

to North Sea and Atlantic 
 
Setting out like a sailor 

intending to confound death (the heart has these expectations) 
 
So who is he 

this one come from the harbour with an oar in his 
hand? 
 
Whoever he is he is splendid 
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6 
 
Stars cast their light against the dark 
 
A form of wonderment makes itself known 

then all is dark as the rose is dark 
 
Does the river flow away from  

or return to its source? 
are these the stars Breughel saw? 

 
Visions come  

yet must I ask instruction or approval?   
 
Must I be silent where birch and elm are beautiful? 
 
Shaping these words on the stone of time 

beating the anvil of this necessary art  
 
Saying the world within the poem  

is equal to the world in which it resides 
 
7 

 
Need more be said? 
 
Must example follow example  

down a hallway of twisted mirrors to end where summer ended in a slow and sultry  
pace under a sweltering sun? 

 
Meanwhile a moonlit figure stirred the new necessity  
 
Orpheus entered the world. 
 
8 
 
Silence, moonlight, stars 
 
What was the accurate word for the one who stood with an undisturbed air watching the river flow away 
from, then return to Bethlehem or Gethsemane? 
 
“Hail winter!”  I cried 

rebuking the sun while the hoarfrost gathered on my hand 
 
Coming to consciousness by what I remembered 
 
Speaking to the necessities 

to history, to the desolations as to the joys 
 
Yet all was gladsome as my love and I drove out 

to find in the fields of Ieper a credence this poetry would not otherwise possess 
 
9 

 
One by one the festivals came 

 
The darkling star of Christ’s shadow  

moved from origins in stone to the sea of affliction 
 

The sea was littered with shipwrecks 
streams and drains were clogged with rubble 

 
Where then the articulation to bless the streams  

to make whole the rancid fruit? 
 

I pruned roses 
unclogged the streams, attended the many needs of the garden, as redemption made its 
claims though it had only one to make - 
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(a story is easily told 
the Magi set out, the child was born in dark) 

 
Yes,  there is much I do not understand 
 
10 

 
Vagabond of the self to the self  

a shadow falls across the page -so may I speak a healing word? 
 
Sing to the sky?   

I will sing to the earth! 
 

The apple has been replaced on the tree 
the drains have been unclogged 

 
A moment in which everything is valid  

even so, there is much I do not understand: 
 

The orchards abide in desolation 
the trees have been hacked down  

 
“In my Father’s house…..”  

yet merchants are bartering the goods of sacrifice  
 
There is much I do not understand 

 
Night  
            footsteps through a grove: “Master, what must I do?”   

 
Night again 

the question repeated -so where is the lark and was that thunder in the west? 
 

I entered the city 
 
Traditions abounded but I was not bound 
 the mind seeking meaning where bread is broken on a healing 
stone 
 
To mix grey clay with the spittle of song  

operative as sand upon the glistening mirror of the eye. 
 
11 

 
Which was when the birds appeared 
 
Coming from beyond the world  

into the world for necessity and equally for delight 
 
Curves of passion, curves of grace  
 
Dismissing all heresy from the sky 
 
The flames of their wings alive in the flames of the sky 

as if the masters of fantastic arts were blessing us with audacity 
 

Passing into, then out of 
that landscape of dream in which morning defined its pleasure 

 
In which Breughel has been  

had been but is gone  
yet the embodied truth remained: 

 
I winnow the air for its seeds of light 

       I usher in by such the verbs of living. 
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Edward M. Lukacs’s Novel 
Caribbean Ventures 

(conclusion) 
Chapter 60  

 
 Charles Lochner was driving the Camry down Bay 
Street, just passing Parliament Square. Things were very 
quiet in the car's rear seat. Too quiet. Remembering the van-
ity mirror, Emma put down her visor, ostensibly to check her 
lipstick. She put it up again, quickly!  
 She said to Charles, in a very clear voice, "I guess 
we're almost there. Perhaps we should start looking for a 
parking space." Immediately, there were some muffled 
sounds of shuffling and rearranging in the rear seat.  
 After allowing a decent interval to pass, Emma 
turned in her seat. She said to Geoff and Laila, "I've not been 
to the British Colonial before, have either of you?"  
 Geoff said, a little huskily "I've been there but not 
often, for it's not cheap." while Laila was busily straighten-
ing her hair. Emma looked over, only to see Charles staring 
straight ahead, silent, but with a smirk on his lips.  
 He said “Oh, good! We'll be able to park right at the 
door!" He turned around and parked at the left kerb, almost 
in front of the door.  
 They went into the hotel together, with Laila lead-
ing the way toward the restaurant. Years before, while still a 
teenager, she had worked there as a maid. The hotel, which 
had been built in the days when the sun still did  
not set on the British Empire, was built in a grand, gracious 
style that is seldom achieved in more modern hotels.  
 The main dining room was very much in this mould. 
It was a large but well proportioned room, tasteful and 
graceful in its proportions, its fine furnishings and decor, an 
ideal room in which to enjoy a fine meal at leisure. At the 
restaurant, Laila was greeted with the deference that is  
often paid to the esteemed competition, and they were eated 
at a pleasant table where they could take in the view of the 
while room.  
 Once seated they ordered their drinks. They pe-
rused their menus, ordering food and wine at the waiter's 
return. Charles, on a whim and tired of fish, ordered a Beef 
Welly. Emma thought that was a good idea and did the 
same. Geoff and Laila ordered lamb.  
 The wine list, or rather, its prices, gave them a rude 
awakening. But the sommelier made an excellent recommen-
dation, a virtually unknown estate bottled Bordeaux, and 
one with enough age on it, a 1977 Chateau Lanessan. It 
proved to be so good that they ultimately consumed several  
bottles.  
 The conversation was relaxed and almost enthusias-
tic. Emma breathed a sigh of relief; things would probably 
work out. The soup was served, and everyone turned to the 
beginning of the meal.  
 It was a pleasant, clear evening. Once again, the 
sunroof of the Jag was open as Raymond and Julia rode to-
ward the restaurant. She was amazing! In one hour flat, she 
had gone from shorts and a tank top to movie star. She was  
wearing a really lovely cocktail dress in powder blue with a 
translucent white silk shawl. She rarely wore it because they 
seldom went anywhere fancy enough to justify wearing it.  

 They rode past the hotels along Cable Beach, each lost 
to their own thoughts. Finally, he said "This has been one hell 
of a week. I'll be glad to put it behind me."  
 Julia thought for a moment and said "But in the end, 
everything has turned out well. That's really all you can ask for. 
Besides, you all had some action and an adventure. And you've 
found a new man to work for you as well. It hasn't been all bad."  
 "I guess you're right. One thing that I'll to have to work 
on immediately is getting Lochner's employment regularised. 
And another thing; Fowler's been a Lieutenant entirely too 
long. I'm going to have to see if I can do something to get him 
promoted to Captain. He's very good and he deserves it. They 
pulled to the kerb, virtually in front of the entrance but for the 
blue Camry just ahead of them.  
 They walked into the hotel, arm in arm, happy to be in 
its gracious lobby again. They turned toward restaurant where 
they were greeted and seated at a table toward the beach side of 
the dining room. The waiter appeared with menus and they 
ordered drinks, Raymond having a Rob Roy and Julia a Gin and 
It. They both settled on red snapper with a mango glaze. He 
also ordered a white Bordeaux, a 1985 Graves from Chateau  
Bouscaut, a fairly fruity white, but sufficiently dry to counteract 
the sweet glaze.  
 As their soup was served, Julia kicked Raymond lightly 
under the table and looked pointedly to her left. He turned to 
look in that direction for a moment, where he spotted his Lieu-
tenant and his new employee with their two ladies. He mut-
tered something under his breath, then he looked at his wife 
sheepishly.  
 "I swear, darling! I had no idea they were even going 
out this evening, let alone coming here!"  
 She laughed, seeing his discomfort. "It's all right! But it 
certainly seems to be getting very difficult to have a quiet din-
ner on this island without running into them!"  
 He looked at her, still sheepishly "We could just not 
notice them, I suppose."  
 Now she laughed in earnest. "For God's sake, Ray-
mond, they're good people and they're your associates and they 
may well become our friends in the future. Of course we have to 
notice them!" With that she got up, beckoning to him to follow. 
They walked to the others' table, virtually unnoticed until they 
arrived. The dinner party there was happy and animated. 
Fowler by chance looked up as he saw someone approaching 
and, seeing his boss, he stood up. "Relax, Geoff! We just noticed 
you sitting here and decided to say good evening."  
 Laila and Julia looked at each other in silence. It was 
unbelievable, almost a cliché! Then Laila laughed and said 
"Mrs. Pinder, you just have to tell me where you buy your 
clothes!" Everyone else, seeing that they were dressed identi-
cally, did a double take, and Julia laughed heartily, saying "I 
suspect that you already know... And please call me Julia." The 
ice was broken.  
 They talked for a few moments and it was Charles real-
ised that since dinner was already under way and seating was 
pretty well set, the two parties' joining was impractical. He 
asked whether they might all move to a larger table together to 
the hotel's club for some dancing. Julia then took the lead by 
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saying that she and Raymond would be delighted to join the 
party later.  
 After they had returned to their own table, Julia was 
thoughtful as they ate. Eventually, she said to her husband "I 
think that your Lieutenant has found himself someone."  
 Raymond looked over at the other table, quietly 
watching the couple for a moment. He watched Geoff's defer-
ence toward Laila and the careful attention that he was pay-
ing to her, and she to him as well.  
 "I think you may be right." He laughed, "Of course, 
this is something quite new. Geoff has had it made for years. 
He's always sampling the better looking tourist talent quite 
shamelessly. Bit of a rake and a cad if you ask me, though 
really, a fairly decent one. But from the look of it, you may be 
right. This woman may well have set the hook and begun to 
reel him in!"  
 Julia made a face at him.  
 He continued "Of course, Geoff really is a decent 
man, an honest and honourable one, whose only fault has 
been never hesitating to take advantage of the opportunities 
which always seemed to be knocking. So eventually he would 
decide to settle down. I always thought that it was going to 
happen when he met a woman who was his equal, and Laila 
surely is that. I'd be glad to see him marry her. She is much 
like him, energetic, well educated, and honest. From all out-
ward appearances they should fit together well."  
 They ate on, finishing their dessert, a simple Key 
Lime Pie, served with coffee and white port. They were set-
tling their check when Julia noticed that the other party was 
also breaking up. Raymond and Julia walked over to join 
them.  
 The small band was playing on the terrace near the 
pool, next to a covered dance floor. The party went outside 
and, with a little juggling, a table for six was arranged in the 
open but convenient to the dance floor. Once they were seated 
they quickly became one party, talking with increasing famili-
arity as they enjoyed the music, an occasional dance, and the 
tropical evening's breeze.  
 Julia was dancing with Geoff. Since it actually was 
the first time that she had seen Geoff and Laila together, she 
remarked, "Geoff, I see you've found yourself a very lovely 
friend. I'd not met her before tonight."  
 Geoff looked at Julia, whom he had known for some 
years, and then he said, with the frankness of familiarity, "I 
think she's exceptional. She's beautiful, smart, sincere, and 
very kind. I don't think I've ever met anyone like her."  
 Julia looked him in the eye as they danced on. 
"Perhaps, Geoff, you ought to think carefully about what 
you've said. If you really feel that way, it would be a shame to 
let her get away."  
 "Honestly, Julia, I've been thinking the same thing 
quite a lot lately."  
 The music ended and they returned to the party 
where they met Charles and Laila, also returning. Emma and 
Raymond had been talking in earnest, but they stopped as the 
others approached the table.  
 It was getting late, and Julia could see that her hus-
band was tiring. She leaned over and said quietly "Darling, 
you look like you're asleep on your feet. Let's make our ex-
cuses and go home."  
 They said their goodbyes, sincerely happy for the ex-
cellent company that they had had, and made their way to the 

car. As they drove away from the hotel, turning westward on 
Bay Street, Julia said "I really think that Geoff may have met 
his match. He said as much while we were dancing."  
 "You may well be right. They certainly were together 
with a capital T. From what I know of her ability and reputa-
tion, he'll be a lucky man if she accepts his proposal. She's 
absolutely first rate in every way."  
 He got out of a little bit of traffic, then continued 
"While you were dancing with Geoff and Charles, I was talk-
ing to Emma. She's another really fine young woman. She is 
convinced that Laila and Geoff are quite serious about each 
other and she too is hoping that they get together. She told me 
that Geoff had known Laila for about a year and had first 
dated six months ago. But that until very recently, almost 
every single time that they tried to make a date, one or the 
other had to cancel it due to pressure of their work."  
 She thought for a moment, then said, "Well, if the 
were still trying to be together through six months of cancella-
tions, they must be serious! But then, it certainly seems that 
way. They look at each other as if the room is empty but for 
them. I'd be very surprised if they aren't engaged very soon."  
 Fifteen minutes after leaving the British Colonial, 
they pulled into their driveway. Shirley opened the door as 
they walked up to it.  
 Julia spoke first. "Good evening Shirley. Was every-
thing all right tonight?"  
 The children were in bed and had caused her no trou-
ble. Raymond paid Shirley, thanking her sincerely for once 
again coming over on short notice. As she left for her home, 
next door, he stood on the front step for a moment deep in 
thought. It had been a hell of a week! It was hard to believe 
just how many things had happened in one week and how 
much their normally placid existence had been stirred up, or 
possibly, changed. He went into the house, to his wife and his 
family.  
 At almost the same time, Alyssa Smith opened the 
door to her little brownstone on 35th Street in Georgetown, 
Washington, DC. She walked into the living room and imme-
diately turned on the air conditioning. The house was humid, 
almost stifling, but then that was normal for Washington in 
August. She walked through to the kitchen where she took a 
bottle of Gerolstein water from the fridge. Carrying it to her 
sideboard, she poured a generous shot of MacAllan in a tum-
bler, then she filled it with the cold sparkling water. She took 
it upstairs with her where she undressed as she ran a bath.  
 As she lay in the bath, she sipped her drink, wonder-
ing as the hot water soaked the tension and fatigue out of her, 
just how much trouble she would be in the morning. For what 
had begun as a half-hearted effort to check on a minor prob-
lem, this trip had degenerated into complete disaster in an 
instant. Of course, such planning as there was had been slap-
dash, non-existent, really, and not her fault. And no thought 
of any sort of fallback position had been considered or even 
suggested.. It was not exactly your brilliantly conceived opera-
tion!  
 Now she would have to explain away the mess that 
she had made of a simple job, and worse, to explain it to the 
very people who had put together the slapdash fiasco and who 
would be attempting to cover their own backsides by taking a 
strip of skin off hers. Oh well, she had survived worse! And, as 
was typical of many other highly skilled civil servants, if CIA  
gave her too much grief she could always find a private mar-
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ket job at twice the salary. Or more, she thought as she sipped 
her single malt, soaking away the fatigue and worry, deter-
mined to be alert and well rested for the morning.  
 As Charles undressed he too was deep in thought. 
His week's holiday had technically ended in the late afternoon 
when his BahamasAir flight back to Miami had left without 
him. He had really just come to Nassau for a change of scene 
but the events of the week had changed his life.  
 He would stay in Nassau for the next week, and if the 
Bahamas Government confirmed his full time employment he 
would return to Homestead to pack in his job and toput the 
condo on the market. He still had to find out about importing 
his household goods and to determine what to do with his car.  
 Perhaps Emma might join him for a week, since her 
plane would not take her back to England for two more weeks. 
Then he would have to travel to England to meet Emma's par-
ents and possibly to Toronto as well, to meet her sister. He 
had never been to England, though over the years he had had 
any number of Brits as friends and he had become decidedly 
an Anglophile.  
 He would have to be careful with his money. He was 
prudent man, a bit tight-fisted, perhaps, and as a result he 
had plenty of savings. But moving to another country, even a 
nearby one, would be expensive. And as to marrying! He had 
not even begun to address the cost of gallivanting all over 
creation to meet families prior to their wedding. He walked 
through his darkened room and out onto the small balcony 
where Emma was waiting for him. Once he was there, beside 
her, her mere presence made his concerns fade away into ado-
ration.  
 Geoff Fowler had begun to regret not taking his own 
car almost as soon as they had left to go to the restaurant. But 
under the circumstances, he had felt that Laila would be more 
comfortable in the foursome. Earlier, the mere presence of 
each next to the other in the back seat of the Camry had 
aroused such passion that they had narrowly avoided detec-
tion by their friends. They had acted like a pair of teenagers!  
 “Or had they avoided detection?” he thought, with a 
grin on his face, remembering how Emma had pointedly bro-
ken the silence in the car.  
 Now they were back at the Pilot House, sitting by the 
deserted pool, sipping iced tea, though still dressed in their 
finery. Once again neither of them seemed to be willing to call 
it a night. He couldn't very well ask her to leave the hotel 
again, her home, to go to his. He certainly couldn't, especially 
after this morning's fiasco, take her back to his apartment.  
 Yes, they were indeed back together again and yes, it 
was clear that each loved the other. But the rules had appar-
ently changed; he could feel it in her manner when he had 
first arrived. He wanted her so much that he hurt, and he 
loved her truly.  
 Geoff laughed a little, reflecting upon the less than 
virtuous years of his bachelorhood, of what he was about to 
give up... no, what he had already given up, totally. Then he 
turned toward Laila, who was looking at him, curious to dis-
cover what had suddenly made him chuckle so.  
 He took her hands in his, kissing them. Then he 
looked into her eyes and quietly said "Laila, I've been looking 
since last night for a way to say this elegantly, but I'm at a 
loss. I love you more than anyone or anything else on earth, 
and I want to marry you, if you'll have me."  
 She looked into his eyes. She could see the hurt of the 
last day in them and his sorrow as well as his need. He knew 

what he had done to her and it had hurt him as much as her. 
It would not happen again, ever.  
 Things were all right now. The past day had been 
painful as they had been tested by events that they could not 
control. But they had survived the hurt and misunderstand-
ing and they now understood each other totally.  
 "Geoff, I'd be happy and proud to be your wife." Each 
thought to themselves that things between them were indeed 
better now, on the right track again, as they shared a gentle 
kiss. Strangely, that kiss was far more powerful and passion-
ate now that they were as one, even though the urgency was 
gone.  

 
Chapter 61  

 
 On board the NR-1, the mood was jubilant. Everyone, 
from Captain to cook, was in good spirits, relieved after days 
and nights of operation under nearly continuous silent run-
ning conditions. The boat was in the Northwest New Provi-
dence Channel. They were heading home.  
 But before they could cross the Gulf Stream, they had 
decided to skirt the coast of the Bahama Bank, staying out of 
the powerful current of the Stream. They would actually turn 
south, following the edge of the Bank to Bimini, from where 
they would sail due West, toward Miami, running at their full 
four knots. The Gulf Stream's current would carry them to-
ward the North almost as quickly as they could travel west-
ward. As a result, they would arrive off Fort Lauderdale in-
stead of Miami after twelve hours' hard steaming, arriving at 
Port Everglades in the early evening on Wednesday, ten days 
after leaving Port Canaveral.  
 Their stop for fresh fruit and produce had not been 
unnecessary, for the ship was a very small one and most food 
aboard was pre-packaged or of a sort that required minimal 
preparation. The fresh fruit that they had bought, coconut, 
mango, pineapple, bananas, oranges and carambolas, together 
with the smoky-flavoured Mangrove Honey, had been com-
bined into a big fruit salad, of which everyone seemed unable 
to get their fill.  
 That little luxury had definitely perked up the weary 
crew. But still, Captain Witherspoon kept a careful watch on 
his ship's operation. Good though his men were, they were 
now very tired and on the way home. It was the very time 
when accidents or lapses of judgement might hazard them all, 
so he circulated among those of his men who were on duty. He  
could sleep, unconcerned, when they were once again tied to 
the dock. But until they were alongside their tender, catnaps 
would have to do.  
 He beamed with pride when he thought back upon 
how well his crew had operated, day after day in the tiny, 
cramped boat with none of the comforts of even a normal sub-
marine, while at all times maintaining almost total silence. 
They were real professionals. Which, he thought, of course is  
really a fair description of any good submariner, because there 
are few serious operational mistakes that a submariner is 
lucky enough to walk or swim away from, alive.  
 The sun was coming up as they passed Chub Cay 
again, this time at full speed, boosted along this time by a 
current of several knots. They would be off Bimini by this 
time tomorrow and, hopefully, tied to the Port Everglades 
quay about fourteen hours later. They cruised now at sixty 
feet. It was no longer necessary to run with their sonar in pas-
sive mode, so they were able to run nearer to the surface with 
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its ship traffic and fish nets, running only deep enough to 
eliminate the uncomfortable effects of wave action on the boat. 
 

Chapter 62  
 
 Martin Amberg awoke with a start. He decided im-
mediately that he was not happy! His head felt like someone 
had been using it for a football. He put it back down on the 
pillow as the previous day's events replayed in his mind.  
 “My God!”, he thought,”What a party!”  
 After the three men had left the rescue plane the 
wildly cheering airmen had carried them to the Base Mess to 
celebrate. After a meal and about an hour of drinking the local 
rum, he could not remember anything else.  
 He smelled something unfamiliar. It was on the pil-
lows. A woman's perfume! It was on all the bedding!  
 "Well, I must have had a hell of a night!”, he thought. 
“It's a pity, but I don't even remember meeting a girl, let alone 
bedding one!"  
 He stood up, very slowly for he was very wobbly, to 
make his way to the bathroom. He found and took some aspi-
rin there and then he washed his face, splashing cold water on 
his hair and neck.  
 He was now more alert. He looked at his surround-
ings. He was in was some sort of efficiency apartment, with a 
bedroom which also held an easy chair and small sofa. In an 
alcove there was a single-unit kitchen and a small table with 
two chairs.  
 He checked the dresser. His few clothes were all 
there, and they had been neatly folded! He went to the tiny 
closet to find his windbreaker, pants and shoes there. He be-
gan dressing.  
 When he walked outside, he found a guard on duty 
there.  
 "Well, if this is the local Gulag, at least it's got palm 
trees!" he thought.  
 The guard, who had been assigned to allow him pri-
vacy and rest, smiled at him. He said in English "You look like 
you been run over by a truck! How was the broad?"  
 Amberg laughed. Apparently this was not the Gulag 
after all. "I don't even remember the broad! Not at all! Who 
was she?"  
 "Man, if you don't remember her you must be dead! 
That was Barbara Ortiz, the base commander's daughter. 
Everybody on the base has been trying to get into her pants. 
She's just unbelievable! She looks like a Greek statue!"  
 "Where can I get something to eat?"  
 The guard pointed. "Over there; at the base mess." 
Amberg thanked him, then he walked toward the large build-
ing.  
 In Nassau, Tariq Assad had decided to go home. He 
called Air Canada at Nassau International Airport. He re-
served a first class seat on their Wednesday flight to Toronto, 
then he went down to the café for breakfast. He would be 
sorry to leave if only, he reflected, for the reason that the  
waitress, Angela Rolle, seemed to anticipate his wants before 
he had decided on them. Without having to ask she brought 
him espresso coffee, which was not normally served at break-
fast, and a brioche, along with butter and preserves.  
 He could get used to this! Assad sat quietly, reading 
as was his habit The Independent and The Financial Times as 
he enjoyed the too-brief coolness of the morning. He had only 
a small amount of business to do today, the last for this trip, 
and then he would be free until his plane left, perhaps to see a 
bit of New Providence.  

 He was still sitting there when Emma and Charles 
appeared, leaving the lobby and walking toward him around 
the corner of the pool. He beckoned to them to join him, and 
they did. They talked freely about the week's drama and they 
told him about their engagement and he wished them both 
well. But he looked troubled.  
 Finally, Emma asked, "Mr. Assad, may I ask what is 
wrong. You look unhappy or worried. Is everything all right?"  
 "Everything is fine, Emma. I am worried because 
yesterday, I saw Laila sitting right here. She was apparently 
worried about something. I sat with her and I tried to cheer 
her up. Ultimately I found out that it was something to do 
with Leftenant Fowler.  
 I tried to make her feel better, saying that I thought 
he was a fine man, and that they made a handsome couple. At 
that point, she became very upset and left the table. I feel 
terrible about causing her distress and I'm trying to decide 
how to apologize to her without making matters even worse."  
 "I wouldn't worry, Mr. Assad. Every couple has their 
good and bad times and you just happened to stumble upon 
her during a bad one. I'm certain that Laila understands that 
you were only giving support and encouragement."  
 They ordered coffee and a light breakfast and sat 
with Mister Assad, talking about their week. Assad was very 
interested in the pursuit to Cay Sal Bank but he was not at 
all happy that Martin Amberg had avoided arrest. He told 
them, truthfully, that he had never met the accountant who  
had sent him the parcels. And he explained to them that there 
was no illegality in employing a courier or agent to handle 
banking transactions anonymously in a country which had 
strict banking secrecy laws.  
 He was extremely happy at their engagement and he 
whole heartedly wished them well. When he learned that 
Emma's sister lived in Toronto, he gave them his card and he 
insisted that should they come that way, they call him while 
they were there.  
 Angela was pouring coffee and juice while they were 
talking about their engagement and she congratulated them 
as well. Soon Beatrice Littlejohn came out of the kitchen and 
did the same.  
 As Emma sat there, listening idly as she wool-
gathered, she awoke abruptly to the realisation that for the 
last week, half of her office's staff was also at the hotel on 
holiday. Yet, she thought, she had said nothing to any of them 
in days, nor did she feel any real need to do so. She thought  
about how suddenly and dramatically the direction of her life 
was changing; how transient were her old loyalties and friend-
ships. She would tell them of her engagement when, upon 
returning to Exeter, she gave her notice in two more weeks.  
 Just before Charles, Emma and Mister Assad were 
ready to leave the café, Laila and Geoff came into the café. 
Emma again kicked Charles under the table. This time it was 
Geoff who was wearing yesterday's clothing.  
 Charles caught her eye and smiled as he said quietly 
"I don't know what I'm going to do with you. You have an ab-
solutely filthy mind!"  
 Good morning, Laila, Geoff! Please come join us." said 
Charles.  
 They moved a second table close by and sat down. 
Angela was there in a flash, juice and coffee at the ready. 
"Good morning. Can I get you something?"  
 "Just juice and coffee right now, Angela." Laila 
turned to Geoff , whispering, "Should we tell them?"  
 He looked at her and said "Of course!"  
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 "Geoff has proposed to me and I've accepted. We're 
going to be married. " The whole table congratulated them. 
Angela was so happy for her boss that she was practically in 
tears.  
 Mr. Assad sat quietly, thoughtful, after wishing them 
well. He was relieved that he had done no permanent harm. 
But equally, he felt a bit of pride because he had seen the 
need to bring one couple together and had done something 
about it, and he had even had a small hand in this second one.  
 His entire life had been involved in the keeping of 
confidences and secrets. In the murky world of finance, there 
was pragmatism and reliability, trust but no real friendship 
or even loyalty, except to the person currently paying one, and 
only while one was in his pay. His was a cold and isolated life 
and one in which there was seldom a handshake or a greeting  
because he usually did not even know the names of those 
whose business he was doing. There was great reward to be 
reaped, but non of it personal. If he had played even the 
smallest role in the happiness of these two couples, then he 
felt that it must be one of the best things that he had ever 
done; certainly one of the most human.  
 He announced to all his imminent return to Toronto 
and his words were greeted with sincere regret. All present elt 
that they had benefited from his friendship and they would be 
sorry to see him go.  
 Julia Pinder was putting coffee and juice on the 
kitchen table. Her husband was reading the morning Guard-
ian as usual. She said "I wonder what happened after we left 
the restaurant last night."  
 Raymond Pinder looked at her with a crooked smile 
on his face. He said, "Something quite biological, I should 
think!"  
 She made a face at him "You're impossible! But 
you're probably right. I do hope Geoff grabs her while he has 
the chance. Laila is a keeper."  
 He sipped his coffee while he looked through the pa-
per. No-one had caught on to their activities as yet. It was a 
good thing, too. He'd hate to have to tell the press that he and 
nine men had been on a seven hundred kilometre wild goose 
chase, and worse, in a helicopter that cost about five thousand 
dollars per hour to operate. He wondered about the remaining  
parts of the puzzle. He'd check into them when he reached his 
office.  
 That was not the only thing that would occupy his 
time this morning. There was the matter of Lieutenant 
Fowler, and then the matter of Lochner. He wondered also 
about Emma Nicholass. She was giving up a responsible job in 
England. He was not at all certain that she would be content, 
at least initially, with sitting at home playing housewife.  
 “Julia, I was just thinking about Lochner's girl, 
Emma."  
 "Yes? What about her?"  
 "She has been working as a copy writer for BBC in 
Exeter and she has degrees from the University of London in 
both art and journalism. I wonder where she might find em-
ployment here? She and Charles are not going to be living 
very high on the starting salary that we'll probably be offering  
him."  
 Julia thought for a moment. "I can ask at work. We 
might not have a position open at the College of the Bahamas, 
but we might fit her in somewhere. Certainly Zed NS could 
make use of her talents, or perhaps DuPuch could use her. I 
don't think it would be a problem to find her a good job."  
 "That's good. It's not really my business but I'd like to 
see them off to a good start."  

 
Chapter 63  

 
 It was lunchtime again, and once again Tariq Assad 
was having lunch, his last before departing, at Graycliff 
Manor. At his table were the same men as had joined him 
earlier in the week. He had called them together, but this 
time, Assad was not feathering his own nest.  
 The MP was speaking, "The pastor of the church in 
Adelaide was practically beside himself with joy! There is so 
much work to be done there, especially for the children! And 
your gift will allow him to do things that he had no hope of 
attempting for several years yet."  
 "I'm happy that I could do some good. But truthfully, 
the person who you should be thanking is the young man who 
told me about the town and its needs."  
 "Who is that?" the MP asked.  
 "His name is Charles Lochner. He's been on holiday 
here, and he discovered the village with his fiancée, Emma 
Nicholass. He is of ordinary means, but Miss Nicholass told 
me that he had left a large contribution himself, in traveller's 
cheques at the church. She said that he regretted not being 
able to leave more, but he simply didn't have it."  
 "The Pastor mentioned that a total stranger had done 
that! But a tourist? In Adelaide? No tourists go there. Where 
are they from?"  
 "Miss Nicholass is British and Mr. Lochner is Ameri-
can. They met here and fell in love. They are going to marry 
and settle here in Nassau."  
 "But what will he be doing here?" The bait was being 
tasted. Now Assad set the hook.  
 "Apparently there has been some sort of an espionage 
case that your Colonel Carver and his staff have been working 
on. Mr. Lochner actually discovered the spy and immediately 
went to Major Pinder to report him. As I understand it, he 
then was instrumental in getting data from the electronic  
systems left behind as the agent fled, and was helpful in his 
near-capture. Major Pinder is trying to find a way to put him 
on his staff. At dinner the other night, Colonel Carver told me 
that Pinder considers him to be extremely valuable."  
 Assad paused. Then, looking directly into the eyes of 
the Member of Parliament, in a steady, firm voice, he said "I 
have only known Mister Lochner for a week, myself, so I can-
not write a meaningful recommendation regarding his abili-
ties. But I am impressed by his intelligence and his honesty, 
and I suspect that he is not a person who takes his obligations 
or alliegences lightly. He is a good man."  
 The M.P. said, "Let me have their names.", as he re-
moved a small notebook and his Pelikan fountain pen from his 
pocket. Neither Charles nor Emma would ever learn of the 
wedding present that they were being given in gratitude for 
the friendship that they had freely given to a lonely stranger.  
 Martin Amberg was sitting in the mess. He was 
thinking about dinner later, and what would be on the menu. 
No, maybe he would go into town.  Varadero had a lot of at-
tractions if you had dollars. He had many dollars and now 
that his head once again working properly, he was in a cele-
bratory mood!  
 He was finishing his beer when he sensed someone 
walking up directly behind him. He turned in his chair and 
found himself staring straight into a cleavage the likes of 
which men have often dreamed about. He looked upward into 
a clear complected and beautiful face, which face smiled down 
at him and then said, mockingly, "Hi! Remember me?"  
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 "Yes, I do!”, he said, not having the foggiest idea who 
she was, “But that was a hell of a party and I'm sorry, but I'm 
sort of hazy about your name."  
 "It's Barbara, and you were muy boracho!"  
 Barbar Ortiz? He could not believe that truly, he 
could not remember anything at all of this glorious young 
woman. But who could blame him when he lied, happy to be 
in her presence, and then asked her if she had eaten yet.  
 "No? Well, I have some dollars. Let's go into Varadero 
to a nice place for dinner! You'll have to choose; I've never 
been here before."  
 "I'd love that!", she said, smiling at him.  
 He got up to go with her, still staring in amazement 
at this glorious woman and wondering how he could possibly 
not remember her. The guard had not lied; she did look like a 
Greek statue! He was already liking Cuba.  

 
Chapter 64  

 
 The second week had passed by quickly. Charles, 
Emma, Laila and Geoff all had been saddened by the depar-
ture of Mr. Assad on Wednesday morning. Charles and 
Emma, with the considerable help of their new friends, were 
slicing through the many difficulties of their decision to immi-
grate with uncanny ease. For no apparent reason, it was al-
most insanely easy for Colonel Carver to get Charles hired 
permanently, with only their sworn declarations that they 
intended to immigrate needed to completely resolve the De-
fence Force's citizenship requirement. It was, in his memory 
at least, something totally without precedent.  
 On Thursday Emma was shocked to receive a call 
from Zed NS 1, the Nassau's television station. The Broadcast 
Manager informed her that they had heard that she might be 
looking for employment as a copy writer in the near future 
and they understood that she had extensive experience with  
BBC, Was that true? Yes, indeed it was.  
 An appointment for intervew was arranged for the 
next afternoon! Of course they realised that she was on holi-
day; receipt of a formal resumé could wait until later. Also, 
Julia Pinder arranged for her an interview at College of the 
Bahamas for the following Monday.  
 Apparently the arrangements necessary to begin 
their new life together were going ahead happily at the same 
breakneck pace as had their romance and engagement. All of 
the ducks were, seemingly without effort on their part, align-
ing themselves into a neat row with breakneck speed.  
 Neither Charles nor Emma could not fathom why it 
should be so, but they were not willing to question why, in-
stead accepting their good fortune gratefully. They had been 
given and were grateful for a good deal of help from the Pind-
ers, and even Colonel Carver's wife Virginia had gotten in-
volved.  
 The couple had been very busy, planning their move-
ments over the next few weeks. Emma would first go to her 
interviews and then on to Toronto for a few days with her sis-
ter. Charles would join her there in a week, where they would 
take advantage of the lower Canadian air fare prices to book 
cheap flights to London and then back to Nassau.  
 On Friday of his second week in Nassau, Charles left 
for Miami on the Chalk's flight to Bimini and Miami. He had 
no great desire, by flying the cheaper Bahamas Air, to set foot 
in Miami International Airport at any time soon, for after his 
stunt, he worried that he might not get out again! He went 
home to pack, to turn in his job effective as soon as his re-

maining annual leave ran out, and to arrange to sell his con-
dominium and move his belongings into storage.  
 He would take the Renault R-21 with him, they de-
cided. Emma was familiar with the car, which was almost 
unknown in North Anerica, She was almost envious, since it 
was considered a luxury model in England, and much of 
Europe, beyond the reach of many people. No, she would be  
willing to put up with the occasional inconvenience of an air-
freighted part, especially after Major Pinder had told them 
that he seldom waited for more than three days to receive a 
part for the Jag by air from England. And besides, they 
agreed, the Renault was so new that he would lose a fortune  
in depreciation if he sold it.  
 Charles' return to the US via Chalk's Watson Island 
terminal was completely uneventful, as was his taxi ride 
home. His first action upon entering the door of his condomin-
ium was to call the realtor through whom he'd bought it. She 
said that at the moment, there was actually a short waiting 
list for units! A quick sale, she assured him, and at full price 
was possible, even likely!  
 He could not believe his continuing good luck. After a 
lifetime of effort, of banging his head against one stone wall 
after another, suddenly events seemed to be pushing him 
along, and away from his old existence.  
 Perhaps in some odd way it was just meant to be. He 
was careful in his habit of thorough planning, but he was also 
wise enough not to question his luck too closely, especially 
when no-one was asking him for anything up front. Instead, 
he hurried along, purposefully as always, but with a light  
heart, and confidently, toward the start of his new life and his 
love.  

 
Epilogue  

 
 The sun is hot on the beach at Varadero, Cuba as it 
slowly roasts the Canadian and European tourists while they 
baste themselves with lotions. The year is 2005. Fifteen years 
had passed and still no American tourists come to Cuba be-
cause their national pride was hurt forty-five years ago.  
 If the sunbathers on the beach were to listen care-
fully, they might hear the sound of a large aircraft engine, 
alternately working very hard and slowing down. If some of 
them were to look to the South they just might see, barely 
above the treetops, a very large old biplane, an Antonov AN-2,  
which was dusting crops on the nearby farmland.  
 Sergei Kolnikov sits in the pilot's seat of that plane, 
smiling as he throws the big biplane around in a turn--not so 
much a turn as a climbing turn, transitioning into a 
"Vollplane", the sliding yaw practised by aviators in World 
War One to allow rapid descent when landing their unhandy,  
rotary-engined planes. As he flies the plane by feel, he thinks 
about his past, about pilot training in the Air Force of the 
now-defunct USSR, about being an Ace several times over in 
the latter days of Vietnam, and about being an Ace again but 
not being able to talk about that because the five reconnais-
sance planes which he had shot down were over the USSR 
and several Warsaw Bloc countries.  
 He thought about his being cashiered for stunting, 
with the head of the Moscow Air Defence Wing telling the 
head of the Air Force "I don't care that he's a superb pilot! He 
is a loose cannon and he burns up my equipment like cheap 
cigarettes! I won't court martial him if you will send him 
somewhere where I'll never have to look at him again." And 
so, he was 'exiled' to Cuba to train pilots.  
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 That world had ended with the fall of Communism, 
and fate was triply kind to him. Firstly, he automatically was 
no longer an officer of the USSR Air Force, as there no longer 
was a USSR Air Force. Secondly, when the end came he was 
still in Cuba, where he was forgotten in the turmoil at home. 
He was quickly hired by the Cuban Government as a pilot in-
structor and also as a pilot for special occasions where his pe-
culiar skills were needed.  
 He had prospered in his middle age. And he had fi-
nally married a beautiful woman who, today, in homage to 
popular American stars of the television that he could receive 
from Miami, he still calls "Mambo Spice". They live with their 
two children in Varadero, perhaps the prettiest seaside  
resort in Cuba.  
 
But the third trick of fate was a rescue mission which he had 
flown in the very plane that he was flying today, sixteen years 
ago, to Cay Sal Bank. Then, to his total surprise, he had 
earned the very prize that made him the "Top Gun", in at least 
his eyes, of the old Soviet Air Force. He reached out of the pi-
lot's window and touched the side of the old plane, no great 
feat at a hundred fifty kilometres per hour. He patted the fad-
ing silhouette that he had painted there, sixteen years ago, of 
the F-14 Tomcat that he had downed that day, with this plane!  
 As Charles Lochner walked from the Oxford Circus 
tube station, he passed a brass plate by a doorway in Oxford 
Street that announced "Tube Alloys, Ltd." and a few doors 
later he saw another across the street that announced 
"Universal Exports". Finally he turned into a doorway next to 
a large jeweller's shop. The brass plate there read "Caribbean 
Ventures, Ltd." He walked up the stairs to the offices there on 
the next floor.  
 Emma was waiting for him there . She put her face up 
and he kissed her, asking "How badly did you bankrupt us this 
time at Harrods?"  
 "I wasn't that bad! And anyway, I went to Marks and 
Spenser instead, with a side trip to Fortnum and Mason, so 
you won't have to mortgage the farm!"  
 He turned to the secretary, asking "Hello, Emily. Can 
he see us now?"  
 Emily spoke into the intercom, then she said "He said 
to come right in.", then she rose to open the double-layered 
leather-covered doors. "Mr. and Mrs Lochner, sir."  
 The man looked up from his desk and said "Charles, 
Emma! It's good to see you. Please sit down." They waited as 
the secretary withdrew. He then continued, “Have they taken 
good care of you during your stay?”  
 Charles said "Oh, yes sir! The training made this trip 
well worth while. With what we've learned here, we can train 
up our people up to standards that they'd never achieve other-
wise. And the supplies that you'll be sending will be a great 
help also. We're a small country and we just cannot afford to 
buy that sort of equipment, even though you might consider  
it outdated and surplus."  
 "Then, is there anything else that I can do for you 
before you leave? No? Well, then I wish you a safe trip home. 
Oh, and when you are back in Nassau, would you please give 
my best wishes to Raymond, and Julia? We were classmates at 
Dartmouth, you know."  
 Emma put out her hand and said, "Thank you for 
your assistance, and also for your offer of a letter of recommen-
dation to Oxford for young Charles when he's ready to leave 
Canterbury Cathedral School. I'll be seeing Julia as soon as 
we're at home, and I'll pass on your greetings."  

 With that, they left the office, entering the waiting 
government-owned Daimler for the trip to Heathrow Airport, 
and home.  
 Tariq Assad looked out through the window of his 
town house at Valletta Harbour. He decided to go down to the 
café for his lunch and told his servant so.  
 As he walked out onto the hot, sunny street, he 
thought. Tomorrow there would be a reunion for his seventy 
fifth birthday. His sons, Fuad and Mahmud were flying into 
Malta from Aleppo and his son Hassan from Toronto. It was 
fortunate that he had bought this big old house; what with  
grandchildren, he would have eleven to accommodate! The 
servants had been busily preparing the house and stocking 
the larder.  
 He had just returned from Nassau again. It was prov-
ing difficult to convince his many customers that he really did 
intend to cut down his workload in order to enjoy at least par-
tial retirement. While he was there, he had seen Raymond 
and Julia Pinder. He had had a lovely dinner and a fine eve-
ning of conversation with them in their home. It was odd how 
his pursuer had gradually become his friend!  
 It was disappointing to discover that Emma and 
Charles were in England for a few months. He had hoped to 
see them, feeling very good about that time, sixteen years ear-
lier, when he had played Cupid.  
 As Mr. Assad was walking on the quay toward his 
café, Martin Amberg sat, drinking a half litre of Augustiner 
Brau and eating his lunch in a Munich beer garden. It was 
crowded and noisy. The verdammt American tourists were 
like flies, forever buzzing around and disturbing everything.  
He should have gone elsewhere but the food here was good, 
and prepared much in the style of his childhood home in Mal-
chen. He would have to ask if the cook was an "Ostie" like 
him.  
 When the world gets turned upside-down, everything 
falls off, then lands somewhere else. After the Cubans got him 
out of the Bahamas with the rescue flight from Anguilla Cay 
in Cay Sal Bank, Martin Amberg had worked for them for 
awhile.  
 He never did figure out how the Bahamian Intelli-
gence people got on to him; he had been at it for almost ten 
years with no sign anyone had any suspicions at all. Perhaps 
it was someone from outside because of that flap over the so-
nar tests. No-one had ever caught on to his swindle in the  
confusion, and the Russians no longer needed him if he did 
not have a listening post, so they found it convenient to leave 
him working for Fidel in Varadero, Cuba.  
 But fate can be most fickle. The newly reunited Ger-
many quickly examined the most secret files of the Stasi and 
other secret East German agencies. It was a time when they 
wanted to have greater access to Cuba, and they were on very 
good terms with the Castro government. Then one of their 
people, an Ostie intelligence type “gone west" after the reuni-
fication, discovered Amberg, still doing his electronic spying, 
living in Varadero, Cuba.  
 He was approached by the local Bundeswehr opera-
tive and negotiations ensued. He was told that all was for-
given, and in 1999, he with his wife, Barbara, returned to 
Germany. He was now an employee of the very Bundeswehr 
whose radio traffic he had for years monitored! Now prosper-
ous and having no further need to cheat anyone, he was happy 
to be back in Germany, but he still missed the tropics occa-
sionally. Perhaps, since retirement was possible now, they 
might return to Varadero.  
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 Sitting there, he thought about that time past. He 
remembered Charles Lochner when he had opened the door. 
He had been expecting Tariq Assad and instead, Lochner was 
standing there! Discovered!  
 That was when he sent the coded microwave message 
which, when decoded, was an order for a specific number of 
flowers to be delivered to a cruise ship cabin by a Trinidad 
florist. In fact it was the message telling the Cubans when he 
would be on Cay Sal Bank, or more specifically, Anguilla Cay, 
to be picked up. He then called a local dive service who had a 
trip, by float plane, scheduled to go there in two days.  
 The rendezvous went smoothly... almost, that is. An 
huge old Antonov AN-2 enclosed biplane, a plane ideal for 
that sort of work, picked him up from the deserted coral is-
land's beach. It took off from the unprepared field for the sev-
enty kilometre flight to Cuba as a military helicopter raced to  
intercept them. All went smoothly until an F-14 Tomcat possi-
bly from Key West, or perhaps from an American carrier, fired 
across the old biplane's bow, attempting to get the plane to 
turn away from Cuba, which was by then only twenty-five 
kilometres away.  
 That's when the pilot, Sergei Kolnikov, brought the 
plane down to a few meters above the waves. He told his copi-
lot to jettison the door, where, ready for use, there was a Rus-
sian shoulder-launched anti-aircraft missile, similar to an 
American Stinger, which they were carrying as insurance  
against being caught on the ground by hostile aircraft. As the 
Tomcat came past on its second pass, the pilot's aim wandered 
a bit, perhaps because of his very low speed and altitude, and 
several bullets tore through the plane's fabric wings.  
 Now the gloves could come off! They might be killed, 
but now they could fire back and be in the right. Kolnikov 
shouted "Shoot the bastard on the next pass, Paco!"  
 The copilot jettisoned the door and then he opened 
the carrying case and armed the missile. He put it over his 
shoulder. Kolnikov had said "It's a heat seeker. Point it right 
at the upper wing-tip. Don't worry; by the time it launches the 
tip will have moved out of the way. I'll yell out 'Fire' and you  
do so immediately, even though the plane is not there yet. The 
missile will find it."  
 And so it had happened, though the missile's back 
blast blew a one meter diameter hole in the other side of the 
Antonov's cabin. The missile took out the port engine and ver-
tical stabilizer of the Tomcat; he saw its flight through the 
window.  
 The two man crew had ejected from the plane, land-
ing a few hundred meters within Cuban waters. Cuban MiGs, 
called out to assist by Sergei, ignored the incursion of the 
Navy helicopter into Cuban airspace to rescue the pilots so 
long as the Antonov was not molested. The old biplane strug-
gled on to a landing at the Varadero Airport under a heavy 
escort of MiGs. Amberg and both the pilots were hailed and 
féted as heroes.  
 Martin Amberg smiled as he sat in the warm Munich 
sunshine. Holding up his glass in salute, he said aloud, "Those 
were good days!"  
 
 

-fin- 
 



 
 

Tides 
 
 

With patience and persistence 
you coach your body to the ebb 
and slow current of melancholy tide 
and you go forth and recline back 
taking and giving  
learning and teaching 
until the final Acheron 
with its undulating end 
going one direction and you know 
this better not be the final   
still you have many things to achieve 
still you have many people to touch 
then  there must another time 
there must be 
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Poetry by Manolis Aligizakis  
 
 

Old Couple 
 
 

Long and narrow rusted table 
hardly stands motionless 
bleached out tablecloth as though 
thrown in debts of river for a long time 
cloth faded like her eyes gazing the sea’s 
agony that reaches the foreign land 
where her son has vanished  
 
shade of grapevine thick like a sin 
and harsh like a thought pounding   
her memory that light of hope may be reborn 
 
and he brings two plates 
trembling hands pour wine in two glasses  
small plate with olives piece of feta 
 
and the sigh expertly camouflaged by a smile   
the lone cicada that insists to disturb  
monologue of their loneliness 
 
finally he sits next to her when 
above them the grapevine laughs 
as his calloused fingers touch 
her wrinkled hand and the sun 
somewhere higher than everybody 
roars with laughter when old man says 
to her…you forgot to make the salad 
   
“In memory of my parents  
in their late years of life in the village” 

 
 

Burden 
 
 

He put his bag on the floor, 
laid next to me 
he raised one leg and 
leaned it against the wall  
as though to leave on it 
a fleshy mark  
a faint human trace 
the other leg was resting  
on the cool cement 
 
suddenly as though he remembered  
something very important  
 
he got up  
walked to the table  
leaned down and smelt  
the last bloomed rose  
then he let a sigh float 
in the darkened room  
as though to release 
burden of his last breath 
and without any word  
he collapsed on cool cement 
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GAME ON! 
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Poetry by Sid Gold 
 
 

PITCH 
  

 
Who can succeed  
in walking away from himself, 
leaving the past strewn 
across the grass like so many 
fallen leaves? You remember 
the animal music of her moan, 
how you longed to preserve it 
& listen to it again & again 
at the touch of an earlobe. 
 
The afternoon light fell 
through the blinds like a shower 
of straw. An hour when nothing 
that passed between you 
needed the drumbeat of speech. 
 
You hear that silence still. 
It has its own moonlit pitch. 

 
 

WHAT FOR 
 

 
I had schoolteacher’s hands  
not workingman’s hands  
or so I was reminded  
often enough & I believed it.  
No pancaked knuckles,  
no split nails that’d  
never grow back whole,  
no bent fmgers pointing off 
in the wrong direction,  
no leathery mitts.  
 
Wear gloves, always,  
they said, strong-arming  
drums of brass fittings,  
bales of aluminum siding,  
taking an Exacto knife  
to coils of copper wire.  
You’ll tear up your hands  
soon enough anyways  
& then one day you’ll stop  
& ask yourself What for?  



Fourth Issue of 
The Delmarva Review 

Is Off the Press 
  
The Delmarva Review announced publication of its fourth edition, which will be avail-
able at regional bookstores, libraries and on the Web for download.  The annual literary 
review features compelling new writing from 33 authors in eight states, the District of 
Columbia and the Ukraine.Intelligent, sturdy, free-spirited, genuineness and heart are 
all qualities that describe writing in the new Review,” said Linda Fritz, editor of the 
literary journal. “These are also the wonderful equine qualities of the wild Chincoteague 
pony, featured on our cover.” 
 Published by the Eastern Shore Writers’ Association (ESWA), the review fo-
cuses on “evocative and memorable” new poetry, short stories, and nonfiction from writ-
ers in the Chesapeake region, while welcoming work from all writers, regardless of geo-
graphic origin. 
 The Delmarva Review expanded its content from previous issues. The new edi-
tion includes five short stories, 28 poems, three essays and five reviews of recent notable 
books. In addition to the print issue, it is available in a digital edition on Kindle at Ama-
zon.com, where apps are available for reading on smart phones, tablets and other 
downloadable devices. 
 The 2011 issue highlights new poetry from featured author Wendy Elizabeth 
Ingersoll, of Newark, Delaware. She distills poetic images from memories of her father 
and days gone by.  
The color cover “Chincoteague Wild Pony” is by Maryland photographer Katherine 
Mann.   
 Celebrating its four-year anniversary, the Review has published prose and po-
etry from 95 authors, most from the tri-state region, and others from 14 states, the Dis-
trict of Columbia, and six foreign countries. Twelve of the poems and stories were nomi-
nated for Pushcart Prizes, a prestigious national literary award.  
 The Delmarva Review is a nonprofit publishing venture of ESWA, with addi-
tional funding from private contributions and sales. ESWA supports writers and the 

literary arts across the tri-state region. 
 A volunteer editorial board is responsible for the review’s content and publication, including Wilson Wyatt, chairman, 
Linda Fritz, editor, Mala Burt, managing editor, John Elsberg, poetry editor, Amanda Newell, co-editor of poetry, Margot 
Miller, fiction editor, Harold Wilson, co-editor of fiction, and George Merrill, nonfiction editor. The copy editor is Jeanne 
Pinault. Laura Ambler is the publication’s designer.  
 The review is for sale at regional bookstores, including: the News Center, in Easton, Mystery Loves Company, in Ox-
ford, Creative Xpressions, in St. Michaels, and The Writer’s Center, in Bethesda, Maryland. Single issues are $10 each. Two-
year subscriptions are $18. An order form can be downloaded from the website: www.delmarvareview.com.  
 Fiction writers are encouraged to enter the Delmarva Review Short Story Prize contest, offering cash prizes up to $500 
for first place, plus publication in the 2012 issue. The competition, open to all writers, will conclude on November 1, 2011. See 
the website for “Contest” details: www.delmarvareview.com. 
 Writers interested in submitting work for consideration in the next issue should consult the Review’s website for sub-
mission dates and guidelines.  
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Poetry by Lyn Lifshin 
 
 

DOWNSTAIRS THE CATS 
 
 

were giving birth in 
the coal bin. My sister's 
birthmark grows under 
her yellow hair. In a 
month, the water in the 
cellar would be rising, 
my mother keep sending 
brownies to Fort Devon 
while one cat carried four 
kittens between her teeth 
up the wet stairs to the 
kitchen as my mother's 
hands gnawed each other 
at the radio bulletin of 
FDR dying. Wind. The 
old big brown Zenith, 
my mother in heels, 
just standing in a 
ring of spilled flour 

 
 

MALLETS BAY 
 
 

the sun swallowed by 
Lake Champlain. My 
sister and I on the 
screened in porch 
hearing a story that 
will scare us even 
after we can't still 
remember it. The 
cousins are laughing. 
A smell of damp 
flannel and smoke. 
Fireflies in the 
plum leaves and my 
mother's cigarette 
on the glider next 
door, a firefly we 
can't stop watching  

 
 

NO MORE LYING ON THE GREEN CHINESE RUG 
 
 

rolling tin foil, 
listening for water 
in the conch shell. 
No more trains, no 
more men made out 
of clay, no more 
Chinese chair with 
dragons. No one 
singing blue birds 
over the white cliffs 
of Dover as the sun 
falls behind the 
hen house. I'm in 
Stanny's room. I 
know my uncles will 
tuck me in, my father 
rub my back when 
he comes back from 
where my sister 
is getting ready, is 
almost born 

 
 

STONES IN THE DRIVEWAY 
 
 

we're in the sun looking 
for smooth white pebbles. 
Her apron stained with 
fudge. My grandmother, 
the clay man we made 
in the dark green of the 
porches loses his legs 
in the hot grass. Later she 
sings there'll be white  
cliffs over in a small bed 
in this blood sun. Thirty 
miles north in Burlington 
my sister breaks thru 
mother's skin 
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LAKE CHAMPLAIN, SMELL OF OIL CLOTH 
 
 

candles in the rain. 
We slept in flannel, 
marshmallow on our 
fingers. Louis Arm- 
strong from a hall 
across the lake where 
my mother danced on 
Friday night while the 
girl who stayed with 
us turned Inner Sanctum 
down low and my 
sister and I put a glass 
against the thin wall, 
scared ourselves close 
to throwing up. Birch 
trees filled with 
blood in our dreams 
of a murdered 6 year old 
under the ferns near 
the water 

 
THROATS BANDAGED,  

MY UNCLE IN A DARK ROOM 
 
 

with photographs of 
relatives above his 
head. Appletree thru 
the window. Days 
with the door closed. 
Then, on the porch, 
on the glider. Green 
leaves. Spirea. Wicker 
gasket, chairs where 
he made up verbs 
to win word contests, 
read about the blood, 
the heart, strange 
things about the body 
in medical books that 
grew damp in the 
August air, the pages 
sticking together. Girls 
with damp thighs 
opening in the yellow 
roses maybe like those 
"Dirtie Gertie" drawings 
he'd slap me down for 
reading on the same 
porch so many 
years later 

Poetry by Lyn Lifshin 

 
 

MY MOTHER STAYED UP THE FIRST MONTH 
 
 

spraying in corners. 
There was a waterfall 
but there wasn't any 
yard. My sister kept 
locking herself in the 
bathroom. All one 
year I dreamed of fire, 
woke up crying in the 
yellow room. One day 
people were throwing 
paper and crying. They 
said now the fathers 
would be coming, that 
there were people no 
body knew coming 
back to live in the 
rooms as if they had 

 
 

WALKING HOME 
 
 

I could feel the 
elastic pop as I hurried 
past Otter Falls. 
Chunks of ice in the 
whirl pool. I felt 
my cheeks burn as my 
stretched out under 
pants fell to my 
ankles. Then I ran up 
the dusty hall steps 
into the room over the 
water. No one could 
imagine the sounds 
that came from that room. 
Even if you stood out 
side the wooden door 
and listened it all sounded 
like water crashing what 
ever was in its way 
against the stones 
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Poetry by Lyn Lifshin 
 
 

ALL AFTERNOON 
 
 

the sign from the 
candy store shook 
against the glass. 
Hurricane moving 
into Middlebury. 
Lights went out. 
By morning other 
people were in our 
rooms eating venison. 
My mother put a 
towel between her 
legs to stop the blood. 
There were holes 
in all the houses. 
Irene, sweet Irene 
on the radio as 
roofs floated by 
down Otter Creek 
and Florence and 
I slept in one bed 
with a candle. 
Stars thru the torn 
sky glass, my uncle's 
shy girl up from 
Wilkes-Barre digging 
the half light that 
his her broken skin  

 
 

COMING BACK FROM CAMP 
 

 
after 48 hours on 
the toilet with 
the door shut, 
Love Without  
Fear spread open 
on the brown chair. 
If you let a man 
put his tongue in 
side then you'll 
let him do any. The 
falls over that hot 
gravelly roof, I 
flushed July down, 
not sure of much 

 
 

WANTING A HOUSE AROUND ME LIKE A SHELL 
 
 

Ok, my sign is cancer, and like a crab I am 
supposed to be carrying my house around 
with me. When I played the game with 
squares, circles and wavy lines, I put the 
triangle around everything: starved for order, 
for what people say. Which isn't strange, 
going around for years as a fatty when inside 
I felt skinny. How many years of hearing 
"when you're Jewish and live in a small town" 
and living in that small town in the town's 
only apartment with furniture stacked on top 
of old TV's, ugly wallpaper with Chinese boats 
on it down the dark hall and fuzzy bugs in 
the bathtub if you put the light on fast 

 
 

AFTERNOONS MY SISTER LOCKED HERSELF 
 
 

in the bathroom and 
someone had to go outside 
on the roof, play "use a key." 
Or we'd stop in Rutland 
for a bedroom chest. I 
pretended not to hear the 
salesman say "it must be 
hard to have one who's 
so pretty and he pointed to 
my sister and then, looking 
at me, said "and then, 
the other." At home my 
sister ate eggnogs to not 
be so thin while I hated my 
thick body. Dust grew in 
the storeroom closet. At night, 
with the sun in the brown 
room, we heard the falls, 
even in July, from Otter Creek 
shake the windows. I threw 
the scary book of German 
morals with the drawing of a 
girl with no hair in the lesson 
on matches into the hall, 
counted the m and m's under 
my pillow, dreamed of 
dancing, if being as thin, 
having a tiny waist like that 
forties star, Vera Ellen 
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DREAMING AND DRIVING 
 
 

a zipper breaks. I 
forget I'm not the 
fat girl having clothes 
let out. All week 
running up stairs in 
my mother's, hearing 
my feet echo. I drive 
thru Main Street 
wanting the names 
to bring back what 
they were. Calvi's, 
Ben Franklin's. Ben, 
my father's name too. 
The park that November, 
August now. Driving 
past Weybridge St 
to this woman who 
sewed skirts 15 years 
ago the first time I 
saw chickens killed, the 
heads slit. Chicory 
then, too. The daughter 
who talked with her 
fingers in bleached jeans, 
wheat blond, thin, now 
dead at 20. I remember 
the knife coming down, 
feathers. Her school 
smelling of wax and hot 
incense and walking back 
in the dark snow. Flash of 
rulers. Don't wear patent 
leather shoes someone said 
they'll see your. If I walk 
in thru the back door. If 
I turn the handle. But I drift 
past in a yellow car who 
is it asking for a good strong 
zipper, chickens fluttering 
in the wet red grass 

Poetry by Lyn Lifshin 
 
 

THAT NOVEMBER 
 
 

after JFK my father 
slid to his face in the 
park. In a week, my 
grandfather started 
dying. They never 
even brought the 
coffins inside. Not 
black and shiny like 
for Dick Wood's 
father, lips surrounded 
by flowers, sobs. 
These were muffled, 
except when they 
cut the black ribbon. 
We washed our hands 
in our pail outside 
so as not to bring death 
into the house and sat 
with our shoes off, 
sat Shiva tho we did 
not understand, tho 
we didn't understand, 
the mirrors, all the 
windows waxed, white 

 
 

AT NIGHT THE SLASHED CHERRY 
 
 

stretches roots 
deep under the 
garage. Revenge 
on my grandfather. 
Pits will star his 
night. And for 
sinning with the 
egg girl, 50 years 
back, the chicken 
house grows wings, 
claws settle on his 
lips and nothing 
sleeps right 
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 It was the middle of the night and particularly dark 
which was surprising since the moon in the depths of the 
jungle country normally shines brightly enough to see ones 
way. I was deep in my slumber having consumed a passable 
dinner, a little wine following a day of hard labor in my gar-
den when my shoulder was brutally shaken by two excited 
children urging me to “get up Papa! Get up! Frog eat moon!” 
 
 Well with such an urgent and insistent order ringing 
in my ears I had no option but to scramble out of my bed and 
follow the two excited children outside into the garden where 
their Mother was standing clutching two saucepans and 
banging them together like some kind of demented drummer! 
 
 The two boys excitedly joined her picking up two 
sturdy sticks and whacking away at two nearby sturdy tree 
trunks and shouting their lungs off. The noise was ear-
splitting and made even worse by the neighbors joining in the 
cacophony! From nearby we also hear insistent ‘booms’ from 
what could be nothing else but massive fireworks or canons! 
 
 The boys gave me a huge stick and urged me to fol-
low their example and beat the nearby tree trunks with it. 
“Frog eat Moon!” Frog eat Moon!” they chanted over and over 
again as though their life depended on it. Urged on by the 
boys I joined in whacking away at the unfortunate tree 
trunks with the large red ants disturbed from their night 
time habitat slumber dropping on me from above from the 
broad leaves of the unfortunate tree. Just  deserts I thought 
as I brushed the stinging beasties off me and out of my hair. 
 
 At the bottom of the road leading up to our house I 
saw a Police car cruising by with the Policeman in the pas-
senger seat leaning out of his window, his revolver in his 
hand pointed up to the dark sky above and firing off round 
after round into the dark void. Crazy, I thought – they’ve all 
going crazy! 
 
 This performance went on for some minutes and I 
tried to puzzle out the reason why. I followed the boy’s ex-
cited shouts as they looked up into the night sky above. “Frog 
eat Moon!” That had to be the answer. But - what frog? Why 
the Moon?  
 
 Suddenly the area of dim light began to fade and 
blackness descended.  There was a hushed silence – all bang-
ing and clattering of wood on wood and saucepan on sauce-
pan together with the shouting ceased. The silence hung in 

Frog Eat Moon 
a short story by 

Derrick Sherwin 
the air and pounded in my ears louder than the noise that had 
ceased. Then, like a window being flung open the blackness 
receded and the pale moonlight flooded everything to the ex-
cited cheers of the children and their Mother and from all 
around the neighbors. 
 
 There was celebration all around with cheers and 
laughter replacing the noise of the banging and crashing of 
saucepans and wooden sticks. Slowly the light within my 
brain began to dawn as the Moon’s light illuminated to dark-
ness of the jungle. It was a semi-eclipse of the Moon! This 
natural phenomenon had been given a Thai cultural explana-
tion for something that was easier for the people to under-
stand and their reaction and subsequent celebration their nor-
mal reaction. They had won! – they had driven off the devil 
frog that had attempted to eat their Moon! 
 
 I subsequently tried to offer a scientific explanation 
for the natural scientific explanation of the occurrence but 
without affect – they preferred their own explanation and be-
sides it provided a cause for celebration, an event that Thais 
enjoy! And so back to bed with my imagination conjuring up 
images of massive frogs trying to gobble up a gigantic Moon. 
 

Eugene O’Neill National Historic Site 
In Danville, California 
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September 
 

Sep. 1, 1789  Marguerite Blessington 
Sep. 3, 1745  Karl Viktor von Bonstetten 
Sep. 6, 1860  Jane Addams   
Sep. 7, 1866  Tristan Bernard 
Sep. 7, 1756  Willem Bilderdijk 
Sep. 9, 11778  Clemens Brentano  
Sep. 11, 1885  D. H. Lawrence 
Sep. 11, 1762  Joanna Baillie 
Sep. 11, 1862    William Sydney Porter (O. Henry) 
Sep. 12, 1649  Sir Thomas Pope Blount 
Sep. 13, 1876  Sherwood Anderson    
Sep. 15, 1867  Oetr Bezruc 
Sep. 16, 1880    Alfred Noyes 
Sep. 17, 1883    William Carlos Williams   
Sep. 18, 1709  Samuel Johnson    
Sep. 20, 1884    Maxwell Evarts Perkins   
Sep. 22, 1680  Barthold H. Brockes    
Sep. 24, 1896  F. Scott Fitzgerald    
Sep. 25, 1897    William Faulkner    
Sep. 26, 1888    T. S. Eliot     
Sep. 26, 1859  Irving Addison Bacheller 
Sep. 27, 1821  Henri Frederic Amiel 
Sep. 28, 1840  Rudolf Baumbach 
 

October 
  

Oct. 1, 1760      William Beckford 
Oct. 2, 1879      Wallace Stevens    
Oct. 4, 1797      Albert Bitzius (Jeremias Gotthelf) 
Oct. 6, 1869      Bo Hjalmar Bergman 
Oct. 8, 1833      Edmund Clarence Stedman 
Oct. 9, 1863      Edward William Bok 
Oct. 10, 1870    van Alekseevich Bunin   
Oct. 11, 1782    Steen Steensen Blicher 
Oct. 13, 1817    William Kirby 
Oct. 13, 1797    Thomas Haynes Bayly 
Oct. 16, 1854    Oscar Wilde     
Oct. 17, 1792    Sir John Bowring    
Oct. 20, 1554  Balint Balassi     
Oct. 22, 1919  Doris Lessing 
Oct. 25, 1884  Eduardo Barrios 
Oct. 25, 1941    Anne Tyler 
Oct. 26, 1880 Andrei Bely 
Oct. 27, 1914    Dylan Thomas    
Oct. 27, 1932    Sylvia Plath     
Oct. 28, 1659 Nicholas Brady    
Oct. 28, 1903 Evelyn Waugh 
Oct. 29, 1740 James Boswell    
Oct. 30, 1885    Ezra Pound 
Oct. 31, 1795 John Keats     
 

November 
 

Nov. 1, 1880  Sholem Asch 
Nov. 2, 1808   Jules Amadee Barbey D’Aurevilly 
Nov. 3, 1794  William Cullen Bryant   
Nov. 5, 1735  James Beattie 
Nov. 8, 1806  Roger de Beauvoir 
Nov. 9, 1721  Mark Akenside 
Nov. 9, 1928  Anne Sexton     
Nov. 10, 1883  Olaf Jacob Martin Luther Bull    
Nov. 11, 1791  Jozsef Katona  

Literary Birthdays 
3819 North 13th Street  
Arlington, VA 22201 

 gargoyle@gargoylemagazine.com 

 



PAGE 62 VOLUME 1 ,  NUMBER 2 

The Broadkill Review 
and its contents are © Broadkill Publishing Associates, LLC 2010 
 
Address correspondence to:  
The Broadkill Review 
c/o John Milton and Company Books 
104 Federal Street, 
Milton, DE 19968 
Phone: 302-684-3514   
e-mail: the_broadkill_review@earthlink.net 

A JOURNAL OF LITERATURE 

CONTRIBUTORS TO THIS ISSUE: 

John Milton & Company Quality Used Books 
“Pre-owned books read just as well.” 

Bringing you the best in used books since the last 
millennium — A proud sponsor of  

The Broadkill Review, featuring the best in 
contemporary writing. 

Nina Bennett is author of Forgotten Tears A Grandmother’s Journey 
Through Grief, is a Delaware native. Her poetry has appeared or is forth-
coming in numerous publications including PULSE, Bryant Literary 
Review, Alehouse, Panache, Yale Journal for Humanities in Medicine, 
Philadelphia Stories, The Broadkill Review, & the anthologies Mourning 
Sickness and Spaces Between Us: Poetry, Prose and Art on HIV/AIDS. 
 

Jan Bowman’s work has appeared in Third Wednesday, Minimus, Buf-
falo Spree (1997), Folio, The Potomac Review, Musings, Potato Eyes and 
others.  Upcoming publication is scheduled for Big Muddy in Spring, 2012. 
She has attended the Iowa Summer Writing Festival Workshops, work-
shops Abbott at Gettysburg College/The Gettysburg Review and at Tinker 
Mountain Writers’ Conference at Hollins University.  She is working 
to complete a story collection.  
 

Jamie Brown is Publisher/Editor of The Broadkill Review 
 

Martin Burke is an Irish poet/playwright living in Belgium who has pub-
lished twelve books of verse in the USA, UK, Ireland, and Belgium. He is 
the founder/director of the bi-lingual theatre group Theater Zonder Thuis 
(The Homeless Theater Company), and he is associated with The Green 
Door - htpp://thegreendoor.net and blogs at burkedelphicghent.tumblr.com 
 

Brian Collins grew up in New England, studied at Vassar and UCSC, and 
now teaches English in New York City. He is the author of When in Doubt, 
Tell the Truth (Columbia U.P.) and a novel about the Great Famine. His 
essay "The Great Shock" will appear in The Los Angeles Review of Books in 
Ocotber. Brian is on the web at materialistfriends.com. 
 

Shea Garvin is an artist and poet who has read from his poetry in Brixton 
Coffee shops (London), and bars, cafes and bookstores from Austin, San 
Antonio, Boston, Baltimore, Ocean City, and Milton, Delaware. He was a 
finalist for the 2006 & 2007 Dogfish Head Poetry Prize. 
 

Vera Gáthy MA (Engl.,) PhD (Sociology), was born and educated in Buda-
pest, Hungary, and is involved in social science research, teaching at uni-
versity, and translating.  Her primary field of interest is India studies.  
Doctor Gathy lives in Budapest, Hungary. 
 

Sid Gold is a Prize winning Poet who is also an Educator and a scrapmet-
als recycler, which, he says, are almost the same thing. His Working Vo-
cabulary is available from the Washington Writers Publishing house, and 
his latest book, The Year of the Dog Throwers, is available now from Broad-
kill River Press. 
 

Joshua D. Isard studied creative writing at the University of Edinburgh, 
Scotland, and now teaches at Arcadia University where he directs the MFA 
Program in Creative Writing.  His fiction has recently featured in The 
Broadkill Review, Barrier Islands Review, and Press 1. 
 

David P. Kozinski is the winner of the 2009 Dogfish Head Poetry Prize. 
He was nominated for a Pushcart Prize by the Schuylkill Valley Journal in 
2005 and again last year by Mad Poets Review. In November, 2007, he was 
the recipient of the Eugene J. Szatkowski Achievement Award for his po-
etry and visual art. In 2000 he was one of ten poets selected by Robert Bly 
for a workshop sponsored by The American Poetry Review. His poems have 
appeared in 19 publications, in print and online. He has been a featured 
poet at numerous readings at regional venues. He has exhibited his visual 
art at the Manayunk Art Center and other venues since September, 2005. 
 

Lyn Lifshin is author of The Licorice Daughter: My Year with the Ruffian, 
Texas Review Press. Also Another Woman Who Looks Like Me, from Black 
Sparrow at Godine. She has over 120 books & edited 4 anthologies. 
 

Edward M. Lukacs was born in Elizabeth, New Jersey in 1943. He grew 
up in Point Pleasant, NJ and lived on the New Jersey coast until 1983. He 
has worked in the computer and radio electronics industries, and retired 

from the Naval Observatory. He has completed a number of several short 
pieces of literary nonfiction, and four novels. He is currently working on a 
sixth. He is a lifelong boatman, and an avid photographer who is a mem-
ber of the Royal Photographic Society. 
 

László András Magyar PhD (classical Philology), was born and educated 
in Budapest, Hungary. He is active in the fields of the history of medicine, 
poetry, literature, translating Latin, German and Greek authors, and edit-
ing journals. He is Director of the Semmelweis Library for the History of 
Medicine, in Budapest. His main fields of interest include the history of 
renaissance medicine, and the history of sexuality.  He has published ca. 
50 books and translations including  4 belletristic works (2 books of poems 
and 2 collections of short stories). R. Magyar lives in Budapest, Hungary. 
 

a. mclean has been writing poetry for years. 
 

Manolis was born in the small village Kolibari west of Chania on the 
Greek island of Crete in 1947. At a young age his family moved first to 
Thessaloniki and then to Athens where he was educated, achieving a 
Bachelor’s Degree in Political Sciences at the Panteion University of Ath-
ens. He served in the armed forces for two years, and emigrated to Van-
couver in 1973, where he worked in several different jobs over the years. 
He attended Simon Fraser University for a year, taking English Literature 
in a non-degree program. He has written three novels, a large number of 
collections of poetry, which are slowly appearing as published works. Vari-
ous articles, poems and short stories in Greek as well as in English have 
appeared in various magazines and news papers in Canada, U.S., Austra-
lia and Greece After working as an iron worker, train labourer, taxi driver, 
and stock broker, he now lives in White Rock where he spends his time 
writing, gardening, and traveling. Towards the end of 2006 he founded 
Libros Libertad, an unorthodox and independent publishing company in 
Surrey, BC with the goal of publishing literary books.  
 

G. J. Schear was born in Dublin and returned to in 2003 after living in 
the US for twenty years.  In 2010 she completed a BA with Honours in 
Humanities, focusing on literature.  She has spent several years working 
in the theatre and has written two (as yet unproduced) plays.  She is cur-
rently looking for a publisher for her first novel, Shakespeare’s Tree. Her 
short stories have previously appeared in Innisfree and Hayden's Ferry 
Review. 
 

Janice Lynch Schuster is the author of a collection, Saturday at the 
Gym and nonfiction co-author of the 2nd edition of Handbook for Mortals: 
Guidance for People Facing Serious Illness. She is a Senior Writer for the 
Altarum Institute.  
 

Derrick Sherwin is currently completing a collection of short stories 
about my time in Thailand. They are anecdotal and aimed to amuse.   He 
has also written a novel, Next, about his time there.  
 

Kelley Jean White is a graduate of Dartmouth College and Harvard 
Medical School, Kelley White worked as a pediatrician in inner-city Phila-
delphia for nearly thirty years. She has recently returned to her small 
New Hampshire village and begun work at a rural health center in the 
North Country.  Her poems have been widely published, in journals in-
cluding Exquisite Corpse, Nimrod, Poet Lore, Rattle and the Journal of the 
American Medical Association and in several chapbooks and full-length 
collections, most recently Toxic Environment from Boston Poet Press. She 
is the recipient of a 2008 Pennsylvania Council on the Arts grant in po-
etry. Two Birds In Flame, poems related to the Shaker Community in 
Canterbury, NH, was published in 2010 by Beech River Books. 
 

Jennifer Yu is a teacher and writer,  currently completing her graduate 
degree in creative writing at Fairleigh Dickinson University.  She likes to 
compose stories in her head while running and in quiet, clear moments of 
the day. Visit her blog at: http://isagreynbel.wordpress.com/ 
 


