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Fiction is like a spider's web, attached ever so lightly
perhaps, but still attached to life at all four corners.
Often the attachment is scarcely perceptible.
— Virginia Woolf

Notes from the Editor...
Several months has passed since I announced the launch of Cahaba River Literary Journal, and let me be the first to
say, it has been one of the most exciting
and liberating experiences I have ever
had. Reading the selection of essays, stories and poems has been rewarding and
helped me come back to life in so many
ways. It goes without saying that the artwork in this issue is very good, too.
I feel as if I know all of you. My personal goal is to help each of our writers
and artists have a journal to have their
work published in. We are small and
have room for improvement and growth,
and as time progresses, that will happen.
Our subscribers are our sole support at
this time, and every dime is used for
postage, ink, paper and website fees. Although this is an expensive venture, it is
worth the love, the time, effort and monetary support that is put forth. I'm so
proud to be your publisher and your editor!
Feel free to share information about
Cahaba River Literary Journal at your
writers meetings and with your Facebook
and Twitter friends. We need your support in every way. If you need additional
information, shoot me an email at
cahabariverliteraryjournal@gmail.com.
We run out of room in this issue and
put together an extra insert for our writ

-- By Marcella Simmons

ers and readers. There were several items
that didn't make it into this edition but I
promise that it will be in the next issue.
Don't panic - if I accepted your work it
will get published soon!
Our essay contest was a success last
month. Congratulations to all of our writers - everyone did a wonderful job!
Feel free to visit our website and leave
us a comment - feedback from our readers is always appreciated... http://
cahabariverliteraryjournal.com/.
Here’s wishing all our mothers a happy mother’s day and to all you dads out
there, a happy father’s day!
Don’t forget, April is National
Poetry Month!
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Ode to Joshua
Tree
Lauren Beth Eisenberg Davis

The desert has changed since I’ve been
here. Dust from roadside sand now mutes
the fiery petals of the desert mallow. The
open faces of desert dandelions have begun
to cup, as if preparing to say ‘closed for the
season’. Datura blossoms wither and the
creamy blooms of my favorite yucca are
edged with a trace of brown.
I want to preserve this moment in time,
but the moments are few and fleeting, as the
curtain closes on my tenure here in Joshua
Tree. Three mornings remain to awaken to
the song of my backyard companions –
knock, knock, who-who-who.
I will return to my own house with the
bed covered in three comforters, and once
again I will awake to the sound of the alarm
clock and my neighbor’s car on the street.

Father

By Tom Sheehan
His face is made of music,
notes of an order I have yet to know.
The mystics of his hands, engraved with the
timeless,
bear strange anointments.
The salt of his touch, once known,
leaps up past all of pain.
After God and my father
there are no divinities.

Artwork submitted by
Lauren Beth Eisenberg Davis
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Day at the Beach

halcyon

Wandering on his sorrel, galloping to sea
edge,
where seagulls perch on a buoy’s light,
he hesitates, anticipating a waiting surprise
to untangle the day’s snarls, remains.

the kingfisher waits and watches
a moon that floats
un-moving
across grey-green
water
but cannot affirm its
existence
like ghosts and angels
that mix in breezes
which shift the postoak leaves
lining the shore
until a finny flash
puts fear aside
dives
through that moon
into darkness
where the dead are awake

— By Joan Canby

He pulls back,
reins in,
halts
skips a stone -no matter,
if he never knows,
the secrets lying in
stones.

April is National Poetry Month

April

— By Bill Batcher

It doesn't break a sweat or make you wear
too many woolen overcoats and hats,
(perhaps galoshes for a day, but that's
the end of it). It doesn't seem to care
it is not first or last. With thirty days
it is an average month, and none of those
are for parading flags. April agrees
to bring us Easter Morn but does not raise
a fuss if March usurps that Holy day.
Its nights are not too short and not too long
(though even equinox does not belong
on its grid). There isn't much to say,
yet in its quiet way with softened voice,
I find the days of April middling nice.

— By Mark A. Fisher

About the Author: Mark A. Fisher is a writer, poet,
and playwright living in Tehachapi, CA. His column
“Lost in the Stars” appears in Tehachapi's The Loop
newspaper. His plays have appeared on stages around
California. His poetry has appeared in Lummox, The
San Gabriel Valley Poetry Quarterly, and Gutters and
Alleyways.

“I know nothing in the
world that has as much
power as a word. Sometimes
I write one, and I look at it,
until it begins to shine.”
― Emily Dickinson
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Reflections on
Gericault’s “Woman with
Gambling Mania”

— by Lynne Berry

Here is a painting done in the 1820’s by Gericault entitled
“Woman with Gambling Mania”. It stops me cold when I turn
the page of an art book and find it there.
This work is Rembrandt-like. An elderly woman clothed in a
dark brown coat emerges from a dark background, a background
just slightly different in color from her coat. Only her chest,
shoulders and head are seen and they fill two-thirds of the frame.
Her face is the obvious focal point and it is emphasized by a
white cap and a white shirt or scarf. She is older but not elderly –
dark but graying hair shows around the edges of the cap. She
looks upwards a bit, causing lines on her forehead, a slightly furrowed brow. The rest of her face is unlined though it is begin-

ning to sag a bit. She has a strong nose. Her lips are not full and they are slightly open as if she is breathing
through her mouth. Her expression is strange – one side of her mouth curves up a bit. Her eyes are open but just
a bit hooded. She stares into a space just to the right of the viewer and her mind appears to be completely empty.
I am conscious of the number of times I’ve just used the words “slightly” and “a bit” in this description, especially as relates to her mouth. It makes me think of the Mona Lisa and how she could be described as smiling
“slightly” and “a bit”. But there is a universe of difference. The Mona Lisa is secure, self-possessed, serene. She
sits solidly, grounded physically and mentally. She may (or may not) be smiling a bit, but she seems to have a
rich interior life, a lively intellect, an internal brightness.
This Gambling Mania woman seems, in contrast, like a kind of robot, looking only outward for stimulation.
There is no spark to her, no life of the mind. And while she too sits solidly, it is a heavy, resigned sitting. She
sits, she waits to be entertained, life and energy have to be injected into her from something external to herself.
She takes risks on games of chance organized by people who want to take from her whatever material things she
has of value. It seems impossible to understand all the motivations that would lead to a gambling mania. But I
can’t imagine how, for this woman, any success at gambling could feed her gnawing emptiness.
Could she ever come to see that it is she that has value? What causes her to continue to believe in her chances
at gambling and fail to believe in her greatest asset, herself?
Gericault’s “Woman with Gambling Mania” hangs in the Louvre in Paris.

Check out eBooks by Old Mountain Press http://www.oldmp.com/e-book
Available to Order: Tom Davis' Memoir, The Most Fun I Ever Had With My Clothes On: A
March from Private to Colonel. http://www.oldmp.com/davismemoirs
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AN OLD WOODEN BOAT

— By Strider Marcus Jones

an old wooden boat,
the long sail through erotic journey
tattered and torn,
lip red paint peeling on planked carcass,
bleaches on a sandbarthe silent tributary
of it's river bed
dried and cracked.
smudges of mascara
over scented seasons
woman the shell of a
dress
she wore
with full breasts
and firm behind.
I rememberdon't take
the corn coloured sun for
granted,
or ignore
her constellation and unmentioned course,
unless, you want to pace the deck,
invisible to love
counting silent stars
talking to the unknown.
About the Author: Strider M arcu s Jon es
– is a poet, law graduate and ex civil servant
from Salford/Hinckley, England with proud
Celtic roots in Ireland and Wales. A member of
The Poetry Society, his five published books of
poetry are modern, traditional, mythical,
sometimes erotic, surreal and metaphysical
http//www.lulu.com/spotlight/
stridermarcusjones1. He is a maverick, moving
between forests, mountains and cities, playing
his saxophone and clarinet in warm solitude.

Release

— By Allison Grayhurst

By the land
I have fallen like
a shepherd without sheep
or a feather without a bird.
I have eaten all I can,
and now, I would like to move
away
from things such as food
and ridiculous hope. I would like
to let what’s left
go numb,
to stifle all passion
with a bland but brutal despair,
to reach
for nothing, to see no
plausible future, to be amused by
the thirst within, to lose the mission,
and in doing so,
lose the truth that there ever was one.
I long to bid farewell to the sun,
to turn cold and nocturnal and let
the darkness claim
final victory.

mayhap and mayhem, the
public stories

— By Christopher Mulrooney

a kitchen buttercupping a mayonnaise-and-egg sandwich
too true and the walnut gleams of the polished wood
table
with the slippery surface not too precise if possible
candelabrums and centerpiece of oak leaves and
pinecones
for the Christmas season birth of our Lord in the
sticks
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Margaret Mary Kelly, 82,
Wants to Marry Paddy Regan, 84

— By Donal Mahoney

Father Brennan had been pastor of St. Ignatius
Church for 20 years, a long time for any one priest to
remain at one parish. Usually the archbishop would
transfer a pastor after he had served seven years. By
that time, parishioners might have needed a fresh
face and fresher homilies and the pastor, truth be
told, might like to see a few new faces himself in the
pews every Sunday morning.
That wasn't the case with Father Brennan, however. St. Ignatius was a parish in decline in terms of
parishioners and he loved those who were still there,
the ones who hadn't moved or passed away. There
were only about 60 people left now, most of them
widows and widowers as well as one nice elderly
maiden who had never married, Margaret Mary
Kelly, who studied early in life to become a nun but
ultimately decided that life as a nun was not for her.
She moved back home to care for her aging parents
and did a fine job. Her father died at 84 and her
mother at 81.
Margaret Mary herself now was 82. That's why
Father Brennan was surprised to hear--word travels
like a rabbit in a small parish--that Margaret Mary
was thinking of marrying a widower older than she
was, a man named Paddy Regan, 84, who lived in
another parish a few miles away. She had never in
her life shown any interest in marriage. Nor did she
ever have to fight any men off. She was a fine woman not known for her comeliness as much as for her
wit and her holiness.
Father Brennan didn't know what to think.
"Well," he said to himself over a cup of tea, "if
Margaret Mary wants to get married, we'll do our
best for her. I just hope the groom-to-be is in fine
health. The two of them may not realize that in the
Catholic Church a couple must be able to engage in
sexual intercourse or the marriage would be null and
void. I know they have all these medications now to

give a man a boost but at 84 a man might need a
rocket to get the job done."
Sure enough, two weeks later, Margaret Mary
rang the rectory door bell and asked to see Father
Brennan. He was about to eat lunch but asked her to
come right into his small library where they could sit

and talk.
"I'm planning on marrying Paddy Regan, Father, a
widower one parish over," Margaret Mary began, "and
I thought I should come see you to make the arrangements. At our age, Paddy and I would like to get married as soon as we can. Even though we have no serious health problems, God might call either one of us
any day now. So we'd like to take our vows and, as
they say, start living happily ever after, however long
that might be."
Father Brennan didn't know how to begin to approach the potential problem of the couple's physical
readiness to engage in the conjugal act, the Church's
official term for sexual intercourse within a marriage.
Even if Margaret Mary had brought Paddy Regan with
her, it wouldn't have been any easier to approach the
subject of Mr. Regan's potency or lack thereof. Father
Brennan figured Margaret Mary might be marrying for
companionship as might Mr. Regan. Every once in
awhile, however, another Hugh Hefner pops up but that
had happened only once before at St. Ignatius parish
and the man, a legend in the neighborhood, died on his
honeymoon, blissful, Father Brennan hoped, at age 87.
"Well, Margaret Mary," Father Brennan said, "you say
you and Paddy are both in good health. Does he get out
and about or sit around all day watching TV?"
Margaret Mary didn't know what to say except that
Paddy Regan had struck her as being in fine shape, no
matter the fact that he was into his eighties. After all,
he had been a widower for three years so he must know
what he wanted to do. Besides, he had been married
twice before and both wives had died of natural causes.
CONTINUED ON PAGE 41
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A Moment of Practice

Push the Sky Away

— By Alex Stolis

— By Dave Dickson

While reading yet another book
filled with violence and sadness
I feel the wind
and see the early evening light
slipping through my living room window.
Our time here is so short.
Then, from another room,
I hear my three children
suddenly speaking Spanish in unison,
almost singing as they practice
the alphabet and the days of the week
before trying to conjugate their first verbs.
Ah! I love it. The common ground,
a moment free of greed and animosity
verging on a new closeness with my children.

You want to meet in Greenland or the middle
of the Atlantic
Ocean. There are too many spaces between
words, too much
emptiness and punishment. I need to listen
to your voice, feel
the scratch of your accent, taste the hard
edges as you say my
name when we meet. You tell me you’re
afraid of water, fear
the black motionlessness of sleep. The last
time we met it was
rain punishing the earth; God’s cold wet
hands folded in prayer.
No words and no thunder, not a cloud in
sight; the only sound,
a rumble of possibilities

A subtle smile creases my aging face
and I feel my eyes must be gleaming
even in the fading light,
even as my children wander off
and I return to my reading
as the moment has already passed.
Dave Dickson is an English Teacher for Northville Public Schools, in a small community west
of Detroit, Michigan. He has also worked as a
Clinical Psychologist with Children and Adolescents, and as a Teacher Consultant. Married for
31 years, with three young adult children, Dave
has published several poems in The Rockford
Review and The Pegasus Review and Tule

Review.
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Purple Violets

—By Barbara Ledford Wright

Mama used the Sears and Roebuck catalog to teach what I should know before starting
to school. She cut out pictures and glued them to
index cards so I could learn colors. Her expert
hands cut a complete set of the alphabet and
numbers from the catalog. I learned to match
these by searching through the thick book. By
September, Mama declared I was ready for the first grade.
I was assigned to Miss Moses’ room at Hayesville Elementary School. She was impressed that I knew so much about school. A girl named Myra became my best friend. It was
our job to water her purple violets. Under our care, the flowers outgrew the pot and Miss Moses had to divide them into another container.
Myra and I kept watering the flowers. In October, Myra announced she would be moving to Sylva, North Carolina. Her father had been assigned as principal of the elementary
school. I was sad to see my best friend go, but I continued my job. Then, one day Mama told
me we would be moving to Ellijay, Georgia. The village nestled in the foothills of the Chattahoochee National Forest,
and my daddy would haul timber there.
When we moved, the mountain side was covered like a
patchwork quilt of multicolored leaves. There was an abundance of oak trees, and Daddy would drive a truck and haul
out logs for Ritter Lumber Company.
Daddy didn’t want to drive so far to work, so he rented
a little white house with green shutters. The cottage was
surrounded by mountains, tall trees, and wild animals.
Sometimes a black bear loped through the yard, and at night
the owls hooted loudly. One night Daddy couldn’t make it
home. A truck driver stopped at our house and hollered to
Mama, “Mrs. Ledford, your husband has sent word that he
won’t be home tonight. His truck is stuck to the axles in
mud. He’s going to have to unload the logs and try to get the
truck out.”
The next morning Mama walked me to the bus. The rain had made deep ruts in our
muddy road; they were so bad that the school bus couldn’t drive to our house. I rode the
school bus many miles to a rock building with only two rooms. The older students were in
one room. Their teacher was also the principal. My classroom was in the other room and
Continued on Page 40
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Fireproof
after Robert Creeley

— By J. A. Vanek

I did not expect to love you forever.
How can I focus on another
when my eyes turn
toward the mirror
in a world that worships

Palm Sunday

— By Alan Elyshaevitz

the golden goddess of selflove
her flickering altar candle
setting faithfulness aflame,
empty churches aflame,
families aflame?
Yet, here I stand surrounded
by tongues
of flame, love tattooed beneath my skin
like the grain of an oak, wondering
if the stain of love can withstand
the fire of desire.
Biography: Joh n Van ek is a ph y sician an d
poet with works published in numerous literary
journals and showcased on public radio. He has
been invited to read his poetry at the George Bush
Presidential Library, the Akron Art Museum, Eckerd College, and the Cleveland Clinic. His
book, Heart Murmurs: Poems, is available at Amazon.com

On Palm Sunday, after church, she dines
on soup from a lopsided bowl, then palpates
her lap like a satisfied cat. The pontiff prays
on television, a sonorous largo in the key of E.
His image, the size of a sizeable egg, wobbles
in benediction. Her faith is a twisted tributary;
it streams past local politics as it makes its
way
to God. On the reinvested riverfront, birds go
kinetic when a dog is shot by Animal Control.
She owned a dog once, and a bird as well;
one was obsequious, the other caged.
In the kitchen she rinses a plastic spoon,
then cremates a greeting card on the stove,
a gift from a disinherited son who lost
her indulgence a long time ago. Despite
her pledge of intestinal fortitude, a spasm
sends her to the toilet as the pontiff waves
good-bye to the faithful. Good-bye and Amen.

Cahaba River Literary Journal

https://cahabariverliteraryjournal.wordpress.com/
Email: cahabariverliteraryjournal@gmail.com
or marcies04@yahoo.com
Needs Essays, short stories, poetry & artwork
SUBSCRIPTION: $35 (6 Issues) published bi-monthly USA
$45 (6 Issues) Outside USA
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Inadequacy to Glory

— By Judith Vander Wege

Scripture: "I h ave redeem ed y ou ...
you are precious in my eyes, and honored,
and I love you ... everyone who is called by
my name, whom I created for my glory,
whom I formed and
made," (Is.43:1, 4 &7,
RSV)

lantern dispels the darkness.
Lord Jesus Christ, speak your gospel message through me,
shine in me and
through me, empower
me by your breathe,
play your beautiful
music through me.
Amen.

In my valley,
vision is limited. High
walls rise on either
side. Mountains impassable, immovable, are barriers to the vistas of inspiration for which I yearn. I long to
'Write His Answers,' but don't even comprehend the questions. I cry out for understanding, longing to glorify God in this inadequate
human frame.
Created for your glory? Oh Lord, do you mean
me?
What is there I could ever do to praise the
Trinity?
The answer comes slowly, softly, surely:
"To them God has chosen to make
known among the Gentiles the glorious riches
of this mystery, which is Christ in you, the
hope of glory," (Col. 1:27, NIV).
Cleansed and forgiven by Jesus Christ,
I live by my Lord's power. His Spirit is at
work in me to perfect the plan of God in my
life to write God's messages. Yes, this human
frame is inadequate, yet Christ in me is God's
glory like the breath of a musician empowers
a woodwind instrument, like the wind makes
the wind chimes sing, like a light within a

"Judith Vander Wege,
a former RN, is a
Christian Freelance
Writer and Composer.
She has completed writers' correspondence
courses with CWG, ICL, and Long Ridge
Writers School, and later obtained a degree
in Music Ministry (with emphasis on composition) from Northwestern College, Orange City, IA. She has sold approximately
270 manuscripts, mostly to Christian periodicals. and several of her compositions
have been used in the church they attend,
(First Reformed in Orange City), in special
music and by adult and children’s choirs."
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FLEDGLING

Last Night

— By Laurelyn Whitt

Her small body, plunges
aims for the rail,
misses
lands with a thump on the
patio table.
I peer over my laptop.
She does the same.
Our eyes meet.
On the cap of her cocked head
several feathers stand askew,
a cowlick.
She looks crazed, or dazed.
Thick-winged, chunky and supernal
she lurches up
learning to finesse the hug
of gravity, or failing that
to make do.
Full of pluck, touched by grace
she disappears;
leaving behind
only her imprint
an afterglow in morning dew.

— By R Ferris

She snuck into my bed

ducer
writing
and rewriting
this poem.

Laurelyn Whitt's poems have appeared in
various, primarily North American, journals
including Nimrod International, The Tampa
Review, Puerto Del Sol, The Malahat Review,
PRISM International, Rattle, Descant and
The Fiddlehead. The author of four awardwinning poetry collections, her most recent
book, Tether (Seraphim Editions: Woodstock,
Ontario) won the 2013 Lansdowne Prize for
Poetry. She lives in Minnedosa, Manitoba.

Love, I find, is like singing. Everybody can
do enough to satisfy themselves, though it
may not impress the neighbors as being
very much. — Zora Neale Hurston
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in the quiet of the
night
fussing with me
caressing me with
soft inspiration
relentlessly whispering
into my ear
until finally I relented
and took her full on
while my wife
complained
on my other side
I rolled with my se-

Her Blue Eyes

— By Richard Ferris

Her blue eyes
sparkled with mystery like
the bluest galaxy
captured by
NASA’s Hubble universe observer
Her lips, her hips
her nose, her neck
they all escape me now
so many years ago
but her eyes
her infinite blue eyes
imprisoned me.

Piñata

— By Bob Strother

Gabe climbed down from the ladder, folded it up, and
leaned it against the mature red maple currently shading most
of his backyard. The piñata— a brightly-colored paper maché
toucan— swung gently from a lower limb in the late afternoon
breeze. He’d purchased it from a store called All Things Paper
along with an assortment of cups, plates, party hats, and a
“Happy Birthday” banner he’d hung on the side of the rented
picnic table.
The bicycle he bought for his son’s sixth birthday, had cost
him most of a week’s pay, but it would be well worth the price
for Gabe to see the look on Dylan’s face when he wheeled it out.
So what if it was a day late? That wouldn’t matter. Gabe’s ex
would never have spent that kind of money on a bicycle. Even the hard-earned money he
coughed up every month for child support and alimony. But then, that was just one of a number of things they couldn’t agree on.
He checked his watch. He still had a couple of hours before Wendy was supposed to drop Dylan off, and the other kids were due. Everything was pretty much ready—ice cream in the freezer, Winn-Dixie sheet cake decorated and candled, party favors already place on the picnic table. Gabe lugged the ladder to the storage shed and then went inside to shower and change
clothes.
He had just gotten out of the shower when Wendy called.
“Dylan won’t be able to come over today, Gabe.”
“What do you mean he won’t be able to come?”
“He’s sniffling. I think he may be coming down with a cold.”
“Damn it, Wendy. You can’t do this. I’ve got everything ready.”
“Everything what?” she asked.
Gabe pinched the bridge of his nose with two fingers. “I mean I’ve got everything ready for
his birthday party.”
There was a brief pause on the line. Then she said, “He’s already had his birthday party,
Gabe. It was yesterday.”
“Yes—the party I wasn’t invited to, as you well know. I made plans for him to have a birthday party here with me this afternoon. I’ve got a dozen kids from the neighborhood coming in
a little more than an hour.”
“From your neighborhood?” she said, laughing. “What are they, Mexican kids?”
“Some are, well, maybe most of them are, but what does it matter? They’re still kids looking
forward to a party.
Continued on page 38
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It Was Quiet, There

— By CL Bledsoe

The older kids fought for the backseats
where the bus driver couldn’t see. They stole,
punched, threatened worse. We thought
they were tough because they chewed
tobacco, dipped, carried condoms in their
back pockets that wore a ring into the denim.
As long as they didn’t get loud, the driver
didn’t care; they were football players, rich
kids. The junior high was only a few
miles from my house, so I walked most days
through the stream that bordered the school,

LIVING IN THE TWENTY
FIRST CENTURY

— By Azka Farooqui

Feelings are gone, treachery is on
Hearts are barren, like carved from stone.
World devoid of peace, Wars at increase,
Hatred everywhere, waiting for release.
People fake, safety at stake.
Lies and Frauds, for one's sake.
Apathy everywhere, no one cares,
Whoever dies, or who is spared.

the patch of woods full of sticker bushes.

No one to trust, nothing is just.
In such a world, how can I adjust?

Bio: CL Bledsoe's latest collection is Riceland.
His latest novel is Man of Clay. He lives in northern Virginia with his daughter.

But I will kill my despair, for victory is near.
And I will succeed, by fighting my fear.

"On The Other Side of
the World"

— By Robin Sinclair

She digs with dirty hands
toward the other side of the world.
Soil olive black
she rips at roots and grips
the earth in desperate clenches.
She cries, tossing sand and clay
and worms and beetles to the side.
She screams, "please God, let me see the sun
from the living side of life."
'On The Other Side of The World' can be found in
Robin Sinclair's upcoming poetry collection, “Whisper
Little Voices,” due for release September 2015.

Step by step, together we will spread,
Fragrance of love and honesty ahead.
Just take my hand, United we will stand,
And sow the seeds of change, All over the
land.
BIO: Azka Farooqui is an aspiring writer and poet
from Karachi, Pakistan. She is seventeen years old
and is a student of Computer Science at Institute Of
Business Administration, one of the top business
schools of South Asia. Her poetry and fiction has been
published or are forthcoming in Teen Ink Magazine,
Amazing Kids, Soap Stone Creek Journal, Vshine and
various other local and international, online and print
journals. Apart from reading and writing, she enjoys
sketching. She welcomes comments to
azka.farooqui@hotmail.com.
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Jesus Christ is Seeking You

From The Pastor's Study... http://fromthepastorsstudy.net/
Luke 19:10

“For the Son of man is come to seek and to
save that which is lost.'
The purpose of Jesus' coming was to
reach out to the unsaved. To reveal to mankind a
better way of life, “For The kingdom
of God is not meat and drink, but
righteousness, and peace, and joy in
the Holy Ghost. (Rom. 14:17)
As a minister of the gospel of
Jesus Christ for fifty years, I have
come to see the great need of humanity. Man needs a saviour, and Jesus
Christ is the only saviour, “Neither is
there salvation in any other: for
there is none other name under
heaven given among men, whereby
we must be saved” (Acts 4:12).
In our time I see so many
people who have lost their way from
the home of God, from the fields of
truth, from the path of obedience, from the fountains of true joy. Men are surely found wandering
in darkness, in misery. Many are walking in forbidden ways, many are stumbling on the dark
mountains of sin and foolishness.
Jesus came to seek out a lost race of people. Today, Jesus Christ is seeking to lead men
back to true righteousness. He desires to restore
people to there true heritage. “If any man thirst,
let him come unto me, and drink” (St. Jh.7:37).
God was determined to restore man, and
in due season he manifested himself in the person of Jesus Christ, (St Jh.1:14) he spake,
wrought, live, suffered and rose, ascend and left
behind the great work of redemption in all its
fullness, the gospel of grace, “For by grace are
ye saved, through faith;” (Eph. 4:8).

People have lost there way, many are
traveling in the wrong direction, many have lost
there spiritual treasures, there peace and there
hope, “Woe unto them! For they have gone the
way of Cain,” (Jude 11).
As a minister we are seeking
to win back the soul of men. We
come in Jesus' stead by various approaches, by laying a loving hand on
all the souls that come our way. Jesus through us declares "Behold, I
stand at the door, and
knock,” (Rev.3:20).
If we would not be shameful
and ungrateful, if we would not make
His dying and ever living love to be
no avail to us, if we have any regard
for present and immortal blessedness, if we would win the prize and
enjoy our heritage of eternal life, the
only possible response we can make
to seeking Jesus is to open wide the
door of our hearts and bid enter. Jesus is seeking you out through us preaching His word to
you. “How then shall they call on him whom
they have not believe? And how shall they believe in him of whom they have not heard? And
how shall they hear without a preacher. And
how shall they preach, except they be
sent?” (Rom10:14).

*** Pastor Meeks has been pasturing
for fifty years. His articles have appeared in numerous newspapers and
publications nationwide, including
The Louisiana Challenger and Pentecostal Herald.
From The Pastor's Study...
http://fromthepastorsstudy.net/
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"HOW EACH FEELS"

—By Syeda Hafsa Ahmed

That girl whom you just called fat in the hall,
She daily sees her skinny future in crystal ball.
That shy boy with glasses whom you pushed
with hate,
He hid his tears wishing friendship to be in his
fate.
That popular girl with gum you think is fake,
She is afra
id her heart might again break!
That nerdy girl with dirty dress you looked
down upon,
She works hard to see herself in doctor's gown.
That girl you considered ill-mannered seeing
her in anger,
She weeped all night cursing her bad temper.
That punk who seems so rude, wicked and
cold
His mother died when he was barely six years
old.
Tired, I'm thinking how a world would be better
If at least for once people had felt for each other.
If looks, dresses, style wouldn't have mattered
Trust me! no heart would have scattered!
The people who seems ordinary , you can't just
shover
Remember? "Not to judge a book by its cover"!
Judge only by heart, I beg you please
On top of that, know how each feels!

Syeda Hafsa Ahmed writes from Karachi,
Pakistan...

The Tao of Doing Less

—Koh Tao, 2012
-- By Jota Boombaba

All night, breezes blow through trees
palm fronds imitate the rain
When light appears, I rise from bed
slip into the hammock on the porch
Dogs already up and down the beach
island mynas pecking, fallen garden seeds
It’s enough for me, this warm humidity
this balm to ail my aimless wandering
Each morning, we wake to reinvent ourselves
Each day attempts to best the day before
Though not today, not in this old hammock
not with time before me like an open road
This morning brings its gift of slow simplicity
nothing but nothing wrapped in nothing
I light a cigarette, take a sip of water
scratch a bite that itches on my arm

If your happiness depends on
what somebody else does, I guess
you do have a problem.
— Richard Bach

I have come so far to do so little
give me more, give me more, give me
more
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Through the Porthole
Silver discs spun slowly into the foreground of what she could glimpse from the
porthole, but as they caught the
pale light and drifted past her
field of vision, she wondered if
they weren’t really bubbles.
Extending a tentative finger,
she felt the pane that separated
her and the foaming froth in a
limitless briny blue.
She was seeing almost
too much, she thought wildly,
rubbing her legs to stay warm. Shafts of gold
struck through the murk and brightened the
reef that stretched up, and up, beyond what
she could discern through the porthole, and a
pair of eels flashed past.
She detected vibrant splashes of color
that she didn’t know existed, and upon second look realized they were fish. They
zipped about with abandon, impossible rainbows moving past her porthole.
Now her shivering hands were
pressed up against the porthole glass, and a
great sob filled her throat and stayed there.
The reef seemed to be shaking violently,
causing strange creatures to come rushing
out : one had a face similar to an ugly man
she’d seen on board earlier that day, and
startled her by grinning before it tucked in its
fins and dove out of sight.
A burst of brightness revealed an expanse of sea grass, fronds waving and greeting her, she thought, and she found herself
grasping against the porthole glass in an effort to connect – were those ladies of the
deep teasing her? Something, anyway, was

— By Rod Landis

waving.
A shape appeared in a spuming spray on
the other side of the glass, making her gasp; it wore her mother’s face, or maybe it was her
best friend, or her sister who
had been dead for three years.
Her thoughts were
stumbling along now like leaden feet climbing stairs. When
did it become so difficult to take
a breath? She could no longer feel anything
below her waist, but kept on peering, baffled,
at the odd objects sinking past the porthole:
shards of metal and tangles of rope, and when
they struck the reef beneath an eruption of
blood, tissue, and bone came boiling up from
below and obliterated her view.
She died there, in the wreck, but many
slow minutes after everyone else had. She
thought -- before the pressure on her brain
became intolerable and her lungs filled with
the rising oblivion -- what a kind shelter God
had provided. In her solitary air pocket she
had a porthole window, and because by seeing beneath she had seen more, she was able
to prepare to meet the watery world that was
coming.
Author’s Bio: Rod Landis is a Professor of English at University of Alaska Southeast, in Ketchikan, Alaska. His daughter, Spencer Landis, is a sophomore at Ketchikan High
School. While this is the first time "Through the Porthole"
has appeared in print, the poem will be featured in a gallery
opening, "Exquisite Deviations," at the Main Street Gallery
in Ketchikan. More than a dozen local artists will interpret
discrete sections of the story and, working in isolation, create
correspondent art pieces across a range of visual media.
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GREENWAY

— By David Radavich

This is where
city-dwellers come
to appoint themselves.
An aria
of nature through
the suburbs
that used to be
beyond habitation.
Now there are
dogs, bicycles, bird-notes,
babes in strollers,
long-distance runners
and so many

leaves hanging
over the root-pocked
trail
that we might
just burst into life.
"David Radavich's recent poetry collections are America
Bound: An Epic for Our Time
(2007), Canonicals: Love's
Hours (2009), and MiddleEast Mezze (2011). His plays
have been performed across
the U.S., including six Off-OffBroadway, and in Europe. He
has been president of the
Thomas Wolfe Society and the
Charlotte Writers' Club. His
latest book is The Countries
We Live In (2014).
www.davidradavich.org."

Dream World/Awake World

— By Gail Rudd Entrekin

Cidadas begin to cease, one by one.
Tree frogs fall into slumber, the fog
pauses, begins to consider turning back
over the mountain, the sun seeming to approach
as we turn into its blessing. Under quilts
the other world disappears behind a closing door
leaving something, some small vision,
a blue scarf, an old woman’s leather shoe,
something without its story, something
to ponder as the light arrives, lose into the light
when we stir and rise: a sheet corner
knotted around a bed post; a microphone,
the air still moving where the speaker vanished;
muffled plonk of distant tennis balls; an adult
in a leather nose cover with a strap, stroking
a sick child; prosciutto on a paper plate with two
unknowable things ; a person in red hip waders
standing in the icy water in front of Mendenhall Glacier
waving.
Gail Rudd Entrekin h as tau gh t po etry an d English literatu re
at California colleges for 25 years. Her books of poems are: Rearrangement of the Invisible (Poetic Matrix Press, 2012), Change (Will Do You
Good) (Poetic Matrix Press, 2005), nominated for a Northern California
Book Award, You Notice the Body (Hip Pocket Press, 1998), and John
Danced (Berkeley Poets Workshop & Press, 1983).
Poetry Editor of Hip Pocket Press since 2000, she edits the press’
online environmental literary magazine, Canary
(www.hippocketpress.org/canary). She is editor of the poetry & short
fiction anthology Sierra Songs & Descants: Poetry & Prose of the Sierra
(2002) and the poetry anthology Yuba Flows (2007).
Her poems have been widely published in anthologies and literary
magazines, including Cimarron Review, Nimrod, Ohio Journal, and
Southern Poetry Review, and her poems were finalists for the Pablo Neruda Prize in Poetry from Nimrod International Journal in 2011. She
and her husband live in the hills of San Francisco’s East Bay.

Cahaba River Literary Journal
2413 Bethel Rd. — Logansport, LA 71049 USA
Email: cahabariverliteraryjournal@gmail.com
https://cahabariverliteraryjournal.wordpress.com/
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Funny, isn't it?

— By Jeanne Charters

So, this is the tale of two women. Very different women. First, there was me, really years
short of being a woman at 18 but, like most
girls that age, quite certain I knew the scoop
on everything. It's wonderful to be 18 years
old, pretty, confident, and smug that your
life is going to be a dazzling road of utter joy.
Especially since you have snagged the coolest
boy in your small town. A handsome, smart,
well-off young man who would two years later propose marriage. For purposes of continuity, I will call him Studly. But I'm getting
ahead of myself.
The second woman's name was Florence.
Florence was 50 years old, had never married—Studly and his two brothers called her
an old maid. Truth be told, so did I. We paid
little heed to the fact that Florence had enjoyed a successful career in fashion merchandising, had traveled the world, and had
spent a year in Italy. I later heard that she
had been having an affair with an Italian
man during that entire time. Gasp! Florence?
Well anyway, the way I met Florence was
when Studly's father decided to marry her.
His wife had died the year before—a long,
lingering cancer death that everyone in my
town mourned. She was a much beloved figure there.
Turns out Florence had been Studley's
mother's college roommate at St. Mary's of
Notre Dame a hundred years earlier and had
always had a crush on Arters, her pet name
for my future father-in-law.
So, after a very brief (some called it scandalous) engagement, Arters and Florence
decided to get married. I was invited to the
wedding and traveled to another state with

Studly and his two brothers. The wedding
was nice—simple and Catholic, and the reception boozy. Coming from a non-drinking
home, I was kind of surprised at the amount
of champagne Arters, Studly, and the other
brothers consumed. Were I smarter, I'd have
recognized a red flag that day, but, of course,
in my smug stupor of "knowing everything,"
I thought it was cool.
We drove them to a train station. They
were heading to Manhattan for a honeymoon. As the train pulled away huffing and
pouring out steam, the two newlyweds stood
on a back platform and kissed. Yuck! My
three male companions started tittering.
"What's funny?" I asked.
Studly said, "Do you think they'll do it?" A
roar of laughter went up from his brothers.
When I figured out what do it he was talking about, I shook my head and said, "No,
they're much too old." After all, they were
both 50 years old. Lord God almighty, nobody that old still did it. Meanwhile, I was
coming from the naive place of virginity with
absolutely no knowledge about what doing it
was all about.
After I married Studly at age 20, my time
with Florence was challenging. I had four
babies in close succession, and Florence and
Arters' mansion was hardly child proof.
I spent most of my visits there trying to keep
one of my little hellions (Arters' word—not
mine) from breaking some priceless chochka
or smearing a poopie diaper on an oriental
rug. I developed a terrible problem with
shortness of breath during those visits and
Florence suggested I needed an X-ray of my
lungs.
My kids hated those visits and so did I.
But as the years passed, my girls became civilized—relatively—and were welcome in
CONTINUED ON PAGE 26

Page 19

Goodbye
— By Evie Kalvelage
Morning again in Room 320. Past her bed to the bathroom. She’s still breathing.
Relief mixed with dread and anxiety. Reality diluted by surreal comprehension.
Doctor makes his daily visit to examine. Shakes his head.
She's amazing. So strong. What a fighter. But today might be the day.
What? She’s fighting? Did she change her mind? Does she want to live?
Oh my God. Did I make a mistake? Does she need help to fight?
She's stirring. Agitated. Face troubled. Suffering. Is she hungry? Thirsty? In pain?
Is she trying to tell me something? Nurse. Please hurry. Bring the Ativan.
Take away her unrest. I can't bear it. Give her peace.
A few minutes. She quiets. Peaceful again.
I hold her hand. The hand that worked too hard. The hand that scrubbed and cleaned.
The gentle hand that cared for me, and taught me many things.
I memorize her face. Think of all that will never happen.
Blessed to be here at the end. I cherish each moment.
I read out loud. Talk to her. Can she hear me?
Nurse says, “Oh yes, it's been proven, hearing is the last to go.”
I pray she's right. Lots to say. Apologies and regrets to voice.
Never dreamed our time together was so short.
Just as nurse warned. A breath. A long pause. A breath. An unnerving pause. Finally a
breath. Her last.
Kindly nurses come. Examine. Declare it official. Record the time. Papers signed on autopilot.
Family arrives to weep. To hug. To say farewell. Seek comfort from each other.
Out the door. Down the hall. I can't. I must return. One more look, one more touch. One
more kiss.
So serene. Is that a smile on her face? Where is she? Must be beautiful. Peaceful. She's
earned it.
Hate to go. But it's time. Hope you know how much I love you.
I’ll miss you every day. Good-bye Mom.
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The Lion in the Gardens of the Guenet Hotel

— By John Coyne

On the last day of our 1962 Peace Corps training in Ethiopia, we had a farewell dinner at
the Guenet Hotel in the Populari section of the capital Addis Ababa.
The Guenet Hotel, even in 1962, was one of the older hotels in Addis Ababa. It wasn’t in
the center of town, but south of Smuts Street and down the hill from Mexico Square, several
miles from where we were housed in the dormitories of Haile Selassie I University.
While out of the way, this small, two story rambling hotel, nevertheless, had a two-lane,
American-style bowling alley, tennis courts, and most surprising of
all, an African lion in its lush, tropical gardens.
At that time in the Empire no Ethiopian was allowed to keep a lion,
the symbol of Haile Selassie’s dynasty. His Imperial Majesty, Haile
Selassie I, Conquering Lion
of the Tribe of Judah, Elect
of God, Emperor of Ethiopia,
had a private collection of
animals, including the Imperial lions, antelopes and
monkeys, as well as cheetahs, all at Jubilee Palace,
the royal residence on Menelik II Avenue in Addis
Ababa.
There was also a small government lion park near
the main campus
of Haile Selassie I
University at Sidist
Kilo, a quarter
mile below the
American Embassy. This park had about twenty full-grown
lions in a large circular cage and sometimes late at night we
would hear them roaring in the distance.
Occasionally, and rarely, a wild lion would wander down
from nearby Mt. Entoto looking for food and be spotted by
townspeople and that would create headlines and eyewitness accounts in the next day’s morning paper.
As you can imagine, seeing a lion up close and personal
in the heart of Africa was something special for a group of
young Americans new to the continent.
Over 275 Peace Corps Volunteer teachers had arrived in
Addis Ababa in September of 1962 at the end of the African
Highland long rains. We were the first Peace Corps Volunteers to Ethiopia and on our final day in Addis Ababa, before being dispatched to our teaching assignments throughout the
Continued on page 35
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The Leaves of Summer Defiance
— By Tony Hicks

Winters hoary breath bites cold
nipping at the last of summers leaves,
Each one slipping the twigs bony hold
then spinning down sadly from the tree.
Down, down, as the bitter wind sighs
and summer counts her damming loss,
Each leaf a drop of gold; now dying
that she slowly forged at great cost.
The uncaring tree rattles witch fingers
clacking in the cold winds icy blast,
Shaking the hardy leaves that linger
desperate to shed summer at last.
And around my feet the leaves pile
those gentle buds that did burst in spring,
Are now heaped dead and dying; so to lie
while winters mournful winds do sing.
But those same cruel twig fingers
from which today leaves fall to die,
Hide blossom, that in springs warm zephyr
will burst forth to the cuckoos cry.

War Story: What If?

— By Thelma Zirkelbach

The stench of blood filled Dr. Elliot Stein’s nostrils; the cries of the wounded, the crackle of gunfire assaulted his ears. He ached with fatigue, but
there was no respite from war. Sew up one
doughboy, make room for the next. Elliot
shrugged, trying to release the tension in his
shoulders. He remembered a transatlantic voyage with his parents a few years ago. Paris had

— By Murray Dunlap

www.murraydunlap.com
In defiance of depression, I lift my chin, and
I smile.
Our lives take unexpected turns, always.
Some sharper than others.
On a dime, my life turned inside out.
I was confused, angry, and thought of ending
my life.
But, in defiance of depression, I have moved
on to smile.
When I lift my chin to kiss my love, I am reminded: So very much to embrace.
And so many things to love. Life is good, after all. In spite of it all.
With the God-given grace to start over, I do
just that.
The coma: I woke up.
The wheelchair: I stood up.
The book: I wrote.
With a fire in my belly, I turn to face the
world.
I turn in defiance of depression, and I remember to smile.

been lovely, serene. Now France was a battleground, overrun with mud and death. Yet he was
here by choice. As soon as America entered the
war in 1917, he’d volunteered.
He nodded to a nurse who looked as tired as he.
Hopefully, he’d seen his last patient of the day.
That was not to be. “Doc,” a strained voice called.
“Can you come out here? We got us a problem.”
Elliot hurried from the medical tent and found
two enlisted men carrying a wounded soldier on
CONTINUED ON PAGE 43
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The Pauper Of Wales
I wanted to visit a friend who attended a university a few hours’ drive away, so I looked at
a bulletin board for ride-share notices. I
found some fellow students who were going
to the same place during spring break. The
price seemed reasonable, though I didn’t
have much cash. All I had to do was split the
cost of gas with the other riders.
I was living on about $15 a week. That’s how
much I allowed myself to take out of my
checking account, which held about $200 for
the entire semester. Otherwise, I used food
stamps. The coupons would buy any kind of
food, even steak, but wouldn’t cover cigarettes, which were more important than
food. When I smoked, I could think.
At the beginning of our trip, we followed a twisting road that was covered with
snow. A young woman was driving, and I
was riding in back. At one point, the driver
went around a curve on the side of a mountain and lost control. The car started to spin
as the wheels lost traction. I felt the chassis
make a 360-degree turn beneath me and saw
the edge of the road come toward us. I
thought we were going to break through the
guardrail and tumble down a cliff. I thought
this was it—the end of the world as I knew it.
I had a vision of my college roommates waiting in vain for my return. They wouldn’t
know what had happened—I’d been in a car
that had wiped out on a snowy road and
rolled down a cliff. The other riders must
have been thinking the same thing, but no
one said anything as the car skidded onto the
icy gravel at the side the road and came to
rest.

— By Thaddeus Rutkowski

Shortly, the young woman brought the car
back onto the road and continued driving.
After a while, one of the riders, possibly the
woman’s boyfriend, said, “You know, we’re
in no hurry.”
Later, after a leisurely ride, I arrived
at my friend’s room. I told him I was hungry,
and he said we could eat in the cafeteria in
his residential college. He would use his pass
card, and I would be his guest. We went to
the cafeteria straight away and found it was
closed for spring break.
“A college neighbor of mine has a sister here,” I said. “We could find her, and
she’ll let us into her cafeteria.”
We went to a different residential college but couldn’t locate the sister. There was
no directory of students’ names, and since
I’d never met the person, I had no contact
information for her. I could picture her sister
in my mind, and I could guess at the unmet
person’s features, but I saw no one who fit
the image. The cafeteria in that college was
closed, anyway, except for the maintenance
workers. The university had been abandoned
for vacation.
“Maybe I could borrow some money
from you,” I said to my friend.
“I was going to ask you the same
thing,” he said. He pulled out the lining of
his pocket, and nothing fell out. “I don’t have
a penny.”
Banks were closed, and if I couldn’t find a
teller, I couldn’t cash a check. “I guess we’re
broke,” I said.
We came back to my friend’s room to look
Continued on page 35
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That Moncus Boy

We Are All Just
Walking Each Other
Home

— By Frederick W. Bassett

Albert Moncus, the kid next door,
was the first person to look up to me.
He followed me, toe to heel,
whenever he could slip
away from his over-anxious mother.
And he liked to take refuge
alone in the old tepee I=d built
in the meadow between our houses.
There I had worn the mantle
of a Creek warrior for a few seasons.
There in the dirt, I had written
the name of my first secret love.
So I left the tepee standing for Albert
when we moved back to the country.
Later that summer, I overheard
Mr. Thomas telling my father
about that Moncus boy.
Lightning had struck the tepee.
Neither man mentioned the boy
who built it. But there I stood,
sinking into some strange sorrow.
The wrong boy was dead.
———

Author’s Bio: I was an outdoors boy growing
up in Alabama. Then to everyone astonishment, I earned four academic degrees, including a Ph.D. from Emory University. Now retired from academia, I spend most of my time
reading and writing creatively. I have two
novels, South Wind Rising and Honey from a
Lion, and four books of poetry, the most recent being The Old Stoic Faces the Mirror. My
poems have also been published in more than
80 journals and anthologies.

-Ram Dass
— By Devon Miller-Duggan

1. Pretty street ending in a
cul-de-sac against the wall of a park.
A gust loosened
thousands of cherry-blossom petals,
spun a spiraling cosmos.
They wanted escape. Or substance. Or nothing.
2. Museum room, small.
4 walls, 4 big Rothkos,
color fields, fields where
verbs grow like oceans
or everything. Where they touch—the colors—
blur, cross, blend, bend,
yield, flutter, scratch, thud, shove,
become, escape, greet, teach, change voices.
3. Butterflies gather on the eyelids of Amazonian turtles,
drinking the turtles’ tears for salt.
The turtles sun themselves,
eyes rimmed with bright wings,
letting their tears sustain
animals both more beautiful
and more fleetingly-lived.
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The thing always happens that you really believe in; and the belief in a thing makes it happen. — Frank Lloyd Wright
(1869 - 1959)

Training Cambodians in Vietnam 1970-71

— By Tom Davis

From December of 1970 to August of 1971
I spent my time training Cambodian soldiers. We received plane loads of C-130s
filled with trainees from twelve to sixty-four
years old. I often think about those young
boys who had to become men all too soon.
The Khmer Rouge, under the leadership of
dictator Pol Pot, inflicted a nightmarish
slaughter between 1975 and 1979, causing
the deaths of at least 1.5 million Cambodians. This bloodbath surely cost most of the
men and boys we trained their lives.
Up to that point, Special Forces had two
missions, Direct Action (DA) and Unconventional Warfare (UW). The mission, to train
plane loads of civilians for the Cambodian
government, was neither of those. This new
mission was to be called Foreign Internal
Defense (FID). When the 5th Group left Vietnam and returned to Fort Bragg in March

1971, B-36 at Long Hai was one of a few units
that the Group left behind to turn Cambodian civilians into Cambodian soldiers. Also
involved in this endeavor were B-43 at Chi
Lang and B-51 at Dong Ba Thin. For that
next year, these Special Forces training units
never exceeded more than six hundred personnel; yet we trained and equipped seventyeight Cambodian light infantry battalions.
Each battalion contained 512 soldiers. I was
proud to be a small part of that effort.
I signed into B-36 and proceeded to the
bunker where I would spend the next eight
months. Waiting there for me was a guy who
looked no more than eighteen. John Murphy
was tall with brown hair and a manner about
him that was so mature I dubbed him a
young fuddy duddy. Actually, he was the
youngest officer in the entire United States
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Funny, isn't it?

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 19

Made Land Fall

— By Cat Dixon

Dolly, the meteorologists had named her,
was a category one (the nerve
to classify these things);
the name of a baby girl’s ragged toy,
of a blonde, chipper
country singer, of a clone.
They name giant
swells of wind and rain
as if somehow they have control
of its, now her, movements;
a little girl throwing a tantrum told
to hush, then sent to her room,
but she won’t listen. After
Dolly’s older sister Katrina
made land fall years ago,
tearing down levees
and sweeping away everything, naming
things seems ludicrous.
--------------------

Author’s Bio: Cat Dixon teaches creative writing
at the University of Nebraska, Omaha. She is the
board secretary of The Backwaters Press, a nonprofit poetry press out of Omaha. Her work has
appeared in Sugar House Review, Midwest
Quarterly Review, Temenos, Coe Review, Eclectica among others. Her full length book Too
Heavy to Carry was published this spring by
Stephen F. Austin University Press. Her website
is www.catdix.com.

the family manse until their own babies came along.
Funny, isn't it that history repeating itself can be
amusing if you're not the one responsible for the damages.
Anyway, years later, after alcoholism had claimed
the lives of both Arters and Studly, Florence and I finally became friends. I had remarried by then, an Italian man who wanted to show me Europe. His immigrant family, though short on funds, always managed
to travel back, whereas mine and Studly's parents never considered leaving America.
It helped that my new husband, Matt, could speak a
smattering of French and German and that travel to
Europe then was pretty affordable. Fly there, rent a
car, and drive through four or five countries, staying in
Zimmer Freis or B and Bs that cost a song. I loved it!
Finally, though, I had a strong desire to see the land
of my heritage—Ireland. Matt was game because he
realized how frustrated I got with my inability to communicate in Italy, France, and Austria.
We went back to my hometown for a visit with my
folks. While there, I called Florence. She invited me
over to her apartment for tea, and I was really happy to
see her again. Here was our conversation.
"Florence, we've been all around Europe now, seen
the Alps in all their splendor, and now want to go to
Ireland. I know you've been everywhere. I don't want
Matt to be disappointed in Ireland. It would break my
heart."
She smiled an ancient smile. By now, Florence was a
very old woman. "Jeanne, every country you've seen
has its own beauty. So does Ireland. But there's a difference. Ireland is magical."
She was right. We just returned from our third trip
there. It has inspired for me the writing of my first
novel, Shanty Gold, which will be published next year.
Thank you, Florence. You were right. Ireland is indeed
magical.

Jeanne Charters invites you to accompany her on her journey to publication.
Please visit jeannecharters.com and sign
up to receive her weekly blog. Shanty
Gold is an historical novel which will be
published in 2015.
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Do-over Days

— By Debra Callaway

“When I’m old and gray, will I remember
today? Will I remember thinking about
when I’m old and gray?” The thought came
to me late one night as I sat, resting on the
zig-zagging flight of stairs I had been attempting to draw. I was a freshman art major assigned to execute a perspective drawing
of the twisting, turning flights of stairs that
climbed like ivy up the Fine Arts Building
lobby. I thought my question quite profound.
Now, forty years later, I know the answer.
I am approaching “old and gray” and I do
remember that night, and that thought - and
those stairs! As I get older, I give more
thought to my past. I thumb through old
memories like looking through an old photo
album. Some memories I relish. I play the
video of them over and over in my mind, reliving the joy. Others replay themselves despite my efforts to turn them off. These are
the “do-over days”. I’m guessing we’ve all
had them – days (or moments) that we wish
we could relive and make different choices.
Times when, given another chance, we would
not run that red light, we would listen more
closely to our child, we would not make that
cutting remark. As the reel of memories
runs through my head, the day I most want
to redo is Saturday, August 27, 1983. That’s
the day Emily had her baby.
I had been teaching for a few years at Skyline School, an alternative high school The
students there were referred to as “at risk”.
(What high school student isn’t?) We had a
lot of pregnant girls enroll in our school. At
that time, if a girl got pregnant, she was

pushed out of her regular school and encouraged to enroll in the alternative school.
Classes were small at Skyline, and teachers
really got to know their students. I was in my
late twenties, single, dating, and young
enough for the girls to relate to.
Emily was a late-in-life baby – born to
very kind, older parents who really weren’t
sure what to do with her. She was a sweet
girl, and she was pregnant. The “dad” was
out of the picture. Emily and I soon struck
up a friendship. After a month or so, she
asked me if I would be her labor coach. I
was awed and flattered. I accepted and began attending Lamaze classes with her. I
bought tennis balls, a small pillow, soft socks
and packed a “labor bag”. As her delivery
date approached, I checked in with her every
day and turned down a lot of invitations and
activities because “Emily might call”. I was
excited anticipating her due date; and then
impatient as it came and went and still no
baby. A couple of weeks went by with no
sign of labor.
Then Doug called and asked me to go sailing with him and another couple. We had
been dating a couple of months and were
still in that “glow” period. I thought he was
terrifically sexy and really wanted him to like
me. I called Emily. No inklings of labor.
She’d call me if anything started – no, I’d be
out on a boat; I’d call her. So, as you might
guess, I went – despite the nagging feeling in
my stomach. I didn’t enjoy it. The whole
time I had this gut feeling that Emily was in
CONTINUED ON PAGE 31
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Jump Around...

— Photos By Debra Getts

My husband (then boyfriend) and I
arranged a safari in Tanzania, Africa. We drove two hours by jeep to
visit a Maasai village. Upon arrival,
I asked to use the restroom. Our
guide pointed to some brush and
said “mark your territory.” After I
completed that mission, we entered
the village. We were greeted by
many children and their families.
The children snatched my camera
out of my hands and proceeded to
take selfies and photos of their
friends. The Maasai brought us
inside their homes and explained a
bit about their traditions and lifestyle. They encouraged us to walk
through the village, but upon the
advice of other travelers, I first distributed small gifts: gum and pencils. Several of the kids didn’t know
about gum, so we explained to just
chew. Some kids instead chose to
chew the erasers of the pencils. As
we neared the end of the village’s
circular path, kids gathered around
us for a group photo. Standing to
pose for the photo turned into jump,
jump, jump for the photo. One of
the children in particular got some
terrific “air” on his jump.

Jump Around… — Photos By Debra Getts

“A” is for Attitude...

— Photos By Debra Getts

My husband (then boyfriend) and I
arranged a safari in Tanzania, Africa. Our jeep had a mechanical issue
so we stopped in a town on the way
to Lake Manyara for repairs. When
leaving the town, our guide decided
to purchase some potatoes for our
dinner that evening. I couldn’t help
but capture a little girl’s perfect
display of attitude. Given the expression on her face, I suspect she
thought I had none.

“A” is for Attitude… — Photos By Debra Getts
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First Date Amongst Monks

— Photos By Debra Gett

I signed up for a tour of Southeast Asia. On
the first night of tour at our introductory meeting, I saw a man. Well, actually I saw his bulging triceps. We flirted. Okay, I flirted for many
days on the tour with Mr. Triceps. He was
friendly, but showed no extra interest in me. In
Luang, Prabang, Laos, our group rose before
sunrise to give alms to the monks. In the silence of the darkness we walked to the center
of town. I pushed the tranquility aside and
plotted. We joined local people and other tourists to line the side of the street. I maneuvered
into position and sat next to my target. A basket of rice was placed before me and one was
placed before Mr. Triceps. We scooped handfuls of rice into the monk’s urns. Mr. Triceps
had large hands and ran out of rice. I let him
give rice from my basket. Three years and
three months later Mr. Triceps and I got married. Because we had a long distance relationship and never really had a formal date, I suggest that perhaps giving alms to the monks
was our first date.

The Arctic

— Photos By Debra Getts

My husband said, “Let's go on vacation in
Norway.” We agreed that he would plan it and
then surprise me with the itinerary once we
arrived there. Before our departure, he mentioned that we'd be going to the arctic. I figured Norway is cold and we would go to Oslo
and Bergen (which we did go to). But he literally meant The Arctic. He took me to Svalbard, a group of islands in the Arctic Ocean;
about 800 miles south of the North Pole, with
its largest settlement of Longyearbyen located
at 78 Degrees North and its Russian settlement
of Barentsburg being home to the northern
most brewery on the planet. We were instructed upon arrival not to go outside the town
boundaries without being armed due to polar
bears. Yes, the arctic literally meant The Arctic.
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After “The Wall”

Not as young as they feel

dying man, running away from death
his own human feelings stop at the shot
at the cold electric pinprick of pain
at the end of his dirty road

After gourmet sex,
they entwine like twins in a womb.
Doze under exhaustion’s ether.
Twenty years ago even,
they would be free to slumber until morning.
But in middle age,
sleep must be prepared for like a journey,
a check list of pills for pain, cholesterol,
blood pressure…
nightclothes, stripped off in present tearing
lust,
retrieved from floor and pulled back on,
sheets smoothed, pillows plumped , duvet
adjusted,
the final pee.
A Night Night kiss
then easing onto back and side,
the width of a double bed growing between
them.

— By Kayne Belul

broken bottles and a child behind him
left with two balloons and a crazy mother
“don’t leave the child with me”
she shouted as his heart went numb
he had always wondered of the empty spaces
the baby blue sky he had to say goodbye to
that he would say goodbye wasn’t a fact
the pain was working fast, if he had his way
he would have died in his uniform

Here as We Walk

-- By Taunja Thomson

the rhythm of lazing in bed with you
on Sunday mornings
curling stretching laughing
the surge of rain and wind
against the windowpane
blowing lightening pouring

— By Fiona Sinclair

Author’s Bio: Fiona Sinclair lives in Kent
UK. Her first full collection Ladies Who
Lunch is published by Lapwing Press,
Belfast. She is the editor of the on line poetry magazine Message in a Bottle.

the dense green of March
under thicket and thunder
ruffling bursting brightening
Here as we walk the rowdy landscape
not winter not yet spring
between dawn’s seeping pink
and dusk’s flooding moon
we find ourselves
bound spine-to-spine belly-tobelly
bright as pearls
as light as the hoots of owls.
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The Day the River
Ran Dry
— By Katley Demetria Brown
No one believed
the large and mighty river
would go dry
but it did
and nobody mourned.
All that was left was
a few small puddles
dead fish
and hard cracked ground
where water had been.
The people knew their days were numbered.
The rains had long stopped
their crops had turned to dust
critter corpses littered the landscape.
It was then that the people
knew it was payback coming at them from
a pissed-off God
They saw what he had in store for them
And they hoped for a quick and painless
end.
Death by dehydration is not the way to go.
Pass the cyanide, please.
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Do-over Days

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 27

labor, that I should be there. I probably ruined the outing for everyone. As soon as we got back to the marina,
I found a pay phone and called Emily’s house – no answer. I called the hospital. Yes, she had been admitted.
We rushed to the hospital where I identified myself and
asked her status. The nurse coldly told me that Emily
had already delivered. I hurried to her room where she
lay resting. She smiled while I gushed apologies. Emily
insisted it was okay. Her mom had stayed with her.
However, the attending nurses were not so forgiving.
They murmured (just within earshot), “She should have
been here.”
Of course, they were right. I should have been there.
I wished I could do the day over. I would have (sorry,
Doug) firmly turned the date down. If I had another
chance I would have been there. I would have put all
those Lamaze classes to good use. I would have rubbed
her back and coached her breathing and watched her
son leave her body. But I wasn’t there; I made the
wrong choice and there are no “do-overs”.
Still, my consequences were not so odious. Emily’s
baby boy Phillip was healthy and Emily came through
the delivery fine. Neither she nor her parents ever
showed any anger toward me. Years later, I had Phillip
in class at the alternative school. He told me his mom
said I was her good friend and he better not give me any
trouble. How gracious of her.
I recently heard of a tragedy in which a grandparent
diverted her attention from her toddling grandchild “for
just a minute” and the child wandered down to a pond
and drowned before the family could find her. I ache
for that grandmother. (I have five grandkids of my own
now.) I think how much she might have begged for a “do
-over”. How she would have ignored the phone,
watched the grandchild closer, grabbed her hand before
she wandered off. It isn’t fair. Her wrong choice wasn’t
any more reprehensible than mine. But she has suffered the loss of a grandchild and all the accompanying
pain, while I have only had to live with disappointment
in myself.
Do-over-days remain an element of fiction. As far as we
know now, time moves in only one direction – forward.
With that knowledge, I commit myself to living
“mindfully”, to paying attention to the choices I make,
today.
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Training Cambodians
Continued from page 25

Army at the time. He had turned nineteen (the minimum age to hold a commission) just two weeks before graduating OCS. We became good friends and remain so today.
The training we gave the Cambodians mirrored what I had in basic and AIT: small arms, machine gun, indirect fire weapons like the 81, 60, and 4.2mm mortars, hand grenade, river crossing, combat in built up areas, and
small unit tactics from squad up to battalion level.
Shortly after I arrived at B-36, I came down with amoebic dysentery, something I must have contracted
before I left the A Site. I’ve had diarrhea in my life, but nothing compared to the gut tearing that I experienced for
two days and nights. It was the first and only time that I prayed to die. Finally, I got the medic to give me enough
drugs to kill the little pests that were tearing my guts apart.
I had put in for R&R when I first came in country, with Hawaii being my chosen destination. I’d only been at B-36
about two weeks when I packed up and left.
Polly and I had written back and forth about it for several months, and when I got a free ticket and a reduced rate on hers, that sealed the deal. We were meeting for a five-day stay in Honolulu!
I always hated flying, especially long flights. Polly and I, both tall, always found airplane seats cramped. As
I sat in the rear of the aircraft with my knees up around my ears, the stewardess took pity and said that there was an
open seat in first class if one of us would like it. I turned to my traveling companion, pulled out a quarter, and
flipped it. He won and I lost.
The flight finally landed, and it took me forever to muscle my way from the back of the plane to the door.
There waited Polly, all smiles, rested, jumping up and down and waving like she hadn’t seen me for six months. Easy
for her to do.
We checked into our hotel room sixteen floors up with a view of Waikiki beach. We bought matching blue
shirts dotted with little white palms trees, and for the next five days, we lay in the sand, drank colored liquids laced
with rum from odd shaped glasses, and, of course, got tickets for the Don Ho show and heard him sing “Tiny Bubbles.” On Christmas day, we rented a car and drove around the island stopping for lunch at a little hamburger joint.
Money still being a factor.
But all good things must end, and we sat in the airport waiting for her flight back to the states. The call
came, and we walked to the boarding check in, tickets in hand. I was antsy to say the least. Polly was trying not to
cry. Me, too. I gave her a hug and a goodby kiss and watched her turn and walk toward the plane, glancing back from
time to time. This time her seat was upgraded. My flight back to Vietnam wouldn’t leave for another three hours. Oh
well, I thought. Look on the bright side. I’ll see her again when my tour is up in six more months. Or so I hoped.
When I got back in country, the monsoons had arrived with a vengeance. I wouldn’t see rain like this again until I
participated in the Penrod’s Triathlon in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. Curtains of rain crossed the compound, drumming the corrugated tin roof that topped our bunker. I lay there listening to the familiar and comfortable sound in
an uncomfortable and dangerous land.
I finally settled into the routine of training the Cambodians. My favorite class was the rope bridge. I would
show the students how to make a transfer tightening system using climbing ropes and snap-links. To demonstrate
the tightening effect, I would pick ten of the largest men and place them on one side of a man-made water obstacle. I
would then pick five boys. A tug of war commenced that always ended with the boys pulling the men into the water.
Near our compound stood French chalets, now stripped and ragged skeletons. With their hollow windows
and sun-bleached walls, they reminded me of an old skull dug up from some ancient grave. They stood as monuments to a time owned only by history. We used some of these old places to train in urban combat, teaching the students how to breach barriers and enter a room. Was this in violation of the ghosts who lived there? I thought probably so .
We conducted live-fire exercises where the platoons would maneuver up to and across an objective. During these
Continued on page 33
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Training Cambodians — Continued from page 32
exercises, the weapons platoon would support with indirect fire, shifting the fire as the maneuver units approached
and consolidated on the objective. Once a defective 81mm round landed short. One of my students was hit. I ran
over to him. A small hole oozing frothy blood gurgled in the middle of his chest. A sucking chest wound. I wrapped
a poncho around him and used my belt to hold it tight. As the whop-whop of the Medevac approached, another
instructor and I picked him up. With me holding his back and the other guy holding his feet, we carried him to the
waiting chopper.
After it was all over, CPT Marini, my Team leader, walked up and asked if I wanted a medal. Since I had been the
one designated to write up all awards for the unit, I said that I didn’t need any more work than I had, and no
thanks! Later on at the end of my tour, I was told to write myself up for a Bronze Star for service. I was insulted and
wouldn’t do it. Now I wish I had. Oh well.
At the end of training, we turned the students over to the FTX (Field Training Exercise) Committee. This group
took the students, now highly trained infantry soldiers, into the jungle where they may or may not have run into
bad guys. My roommate, John, was on this committee, and I had to hear about how tough and dangerous it was for
them out there. Right. Then someone (a staff officer) had the bright idea that the training cadre, of which I was a
member, should, on occasion, and time permitting, deploy on some of these operations.
Since John was currently in the field, I volunteered to spend a few days with the battalion he was “advising.” I
took off, flying in a UH-1H chopper. Modified M-60s hung out each side. A double canopy jungle that stood thick
Conclusion on page 34
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Training Cambodians
— Continued from page 33
before man walked upright and would stand thick long
after he had taken his last step, rushed beneath us. After
about an hour, we saw a wisp of purple smoke marking
the LZ that the battalion had cleared for us. It was nothing more than a hole in the jungle, just large enough to
get a chopper in. Maybe.
We all made fun of chopper pilots and their sacred
“crew rest,” saying that it wasn’t their flight pay we resented; it was their base pay. Anyway, the warrant officer, just a kid, driving this chopper really had his stuff
together. He pulled into a hover above the hole and
started down. I couldn’t believe it. The rotor blade were
actually clipping leaves from the trees as we sunk into
the jungle. It went from being bright to gradually darker
then darker shades of grey the farther down we sank.
Finally, we touched down. I eased off the side and
stepped onto the ground, deciding that I would rather
walk out than take the chopper back up. The guy lifted
off like it was a Sunday drive through the park, then
disappeared.
I could see and smell smoke from the campfires just
off the LZ hole and knew that John had to be somewhere around. And there he posed, swinging in a hammock, holding a book in one hand and an M16 in the
other. A can of Falstaff sat on his stomach. Real combat
it was. The boy was well read.
Moving through the jungle was hard, but not as hard
as moving through the rice patties. You could be ten feet
away from someone and not see him. Every once in a
while we would come into an open area that looked as if
it had been burned off. Desolate as the moon, the effects
of Agent Orange. We walked through these areas and
even RONed in or near them. Is it any wonder that I
have a prostate the size of a lemon with the consistency
of a walnut? Every so often we would stumble onto large
mounds of dirt as hard as concrete built by termites.
The jungle proved an interesting place.
At the end of the final field operation, we had a graduation exercise for the now Cambodian Soldiers. The
Battalions stood on the PSP runway, Cambodian flag
waving; their gear lay at their feet awaiting a final inspection. Then they loaded on C-130s and flew back to
Cambodia, soon to be fighting for their country, but to
no avail.
My tour was drawing to an end. I had requested assignment back to Fort Bragg with either the 5th or the

7th Group. When my orders came down they read Fort
Devens, Massachusetts. I was furious. No way was I
going north of the Mason-Dixon line. Who did they
think they were dealing with here! After the initial
shock, I settled down, knowing that I really had no
choice. Since I had gone Voluntary Indefinite to get out
of the 82nd and into SF, I owed Uncle Sugar one more
year. I resolved to give it to him then put in my papers
to get out as soon as I could. I’d show ’em!
The above is an excerpt from the author’s memoir
www.oldmp.com/davismemoirs
Author’s Bio: Tom Davis’ publishing credits include
Poets Forum, The Carolina Runner, Triathlon Today,
Georgia Athlete, The Fayetteville Observer’s Saturday
Extra, A Loving Voice Vol. I and II, Special Warfare.,
Proud to Be: Writing by American Warriors, Volume
3 and Winston-Salem Writers’ POETRY IN PLAIN
SIGHT program for May 2013 (poetry month). He’s
authored the following books: The Life and Times of
Rip Jackson, The Most Fun I Ever Had With My
Clothes On, The Patrol Order; and The R-complex.
Tom lives in Webster, NC.

Memories of Seaside
Heights (ghazal)

— By Katley Demetria Brown

Beach walk in the rain the angry sea
smashes into the pier, foamy with large waves.
Sunny summer day children on the sand
run to and fro and and play tag with the waves.
Winter walk on the beach we are all alone
with the wind and the seagulls flying over the
waves.
Night stroll on the boardwalk, too many lights
loud music, large crowds, I can’t hear the waves.
Hurricane Sandy brought death and destruction
boardwalk in splinters, roller coaster in waves.
Said the lifeguard:”I did a rescue early this
morning.
What the hell made him want to jump in the
waves?”
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The Pauper Of Wales

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 23

for food. My friend had a fruitcake his parents had
sent him in the mail, and he had some bags of mint
tea. He boiled water on a hotplate, and we made a
meal. We sliced the cake and put it on paper towels
because we had no plates. We wolfed down the bread
filled with candied fruits, nuts and spices—soaked in
rum—and chased it with cups of hot, weak tea.
“I don’t feel the rum,” I said.
“Baking neutralizes alcohol,” my friend explained.
Later, we went to a town bar and watched
students drink. They were sitting at a large, round
table and playing a game called Prince of Wales. One
student would say something like “Prince of Wales
lost his tails. Tails on two.” Whoever was sitting two
seats to the left of the speaker would have to immediately respond, “No,” and the speaker would ask,
“Who?” The second speaker would say something like
“Three,” and the person sitting in the third seat to the
right of the second speaker would have to say, “No.” If
the person sitting two or three seats away didn’t respond quickly enough (or was too intoxicated to
count seats), that person would have to take a drink.
Each swallow was accompanied by uproarious laughter. Whoever took a drink started the next round with
“Prince of Wales lost his tails …”
I had a hard time calculating who was sitting
where, and I wasn’t even drunk. I was just smoking
my precious cigarettes, the ones that helped me think.
I had a thought: I was not like the Prince of Wales; I
was more like the Pauper of Wales.
When my friend and I got back to the campus, we discovered that the entry gate was locked. The
whole school was shut down. There wasn’t even a
guard at the gate. Luckily, my friend’s room was on
the first floor. “We’ll climb in the window,” he said.
He shinnied up a stone wall and jumped to a ledge.
He pried his leaded-glass window open from the outside and pulled himself in. I followed slowly, and he
gave me a hand. No cops spotted us as we were breaking and entering.
Later, an Asian-American suite mate showed
up. My friend asked him if he had any food, and he
said he did. We followed him to his room, and he gave
us two packages of instant noodles. He didn’t say
much; he just waved us away. Afterward, I asked my
friend, “Was he wasted?”
“Of course,” my friend said. “He studies really hard,

and when he finishes his finals and papers, he blows it
all out.”
We cooked the noodles on the hotplate and ate them.
“Do you think we’ll still be doing this when we get older?” my friend asked.
“Maybe,” I said. “I like ramen.”
“You know,” he said, “we’ll be doing some of the same
things when we’re older, we just don’t know what.
That’s part of the continuity of life, the way some things
change, while others stay the same. It’s part of the mystery of existence. You think you can control things,
when in fact your power is limited. For example, we’ll
probably still be friends, but we won’t be eating instant
noodles.”
“I’m glad we found this ramen,” I said.
The next morning, I met my fellow riders and left the
university. The drive back was uneventful. People hardly spoke in the car. I didn’t know the riders’ full names,
and I didn’t ask what they were.
When we reached my house, the woman driver’s boyfriend told me I owed $10 for gas. “Can I pay
you tomorrow?” I asked. “I’ll find you on campus.”
“No,” he said, “you have to pay now.” It was a big university, and he obviously didn’t think I’d take the time
to find him.
“Can I write you a check?” I asked.
“No,” he said. “It has to be cash.”
I went in and asked my housemates if I could have $10
in cash. One of them asked, “How will you pay it back?”
“I’ll write you a check.”
“Will the check be good?”
“Yes, if I can postdate it.”
“OK, but the date has to be soon.”
I wrote the check, got the cash and paid the
driver. I still had some cigarettes. With the smokes, I
was all set. As soon as I fired up, I started having
thoughts. One was that even though I had some control
over my actions, I had little power over money. How I
would pay for things was a mystery, perhaps the biggest
mystery. My fine arts/English major wasn’t going to
help. For myself, I didn’t see a future of prosperity.
*
Thaddeus Rutkowski is the author of the novels Haywire, Tetched and Roughhouse. All
three books were finalists for an Asian American Literary Award, and Haywire won the
Members’ Choice Award, given by the Asian
American Writers Workshop. He teaches at
Medgar Evers College and the Writer's Voice of
the West Side YMCA in New York. He received a
fiction fellowship from the New York Foundation for the Arts.
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The Lion in the Gardens
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Empire, we had a farewell dinner at the Guenet Hotel. It was the first time any of us had been to the
Populari section of the city or seen the lovely gardens of this hotel or their caged lion.
Well, actually it was a caged male lion and a female German Shepherd dog.
As I recall when I first saw the lion the German Shepherd was stretched out comfortably between its
paws and both were gazing passively out through the bars of the small cage at the lot of us. The dog
could come and go through the narrow bars but we were told by the hotel staff that she always spent
the night sleeping inside the cage, curled up next to the lion.
I had been assigned to teach at the Commercial Secondary School in Addis Ababa and in the early
fall of that year I was living in the Populari section of the city, near the Guenet Hotel.
The Peace Corps had issued bicycles to whoever needed them to get to school and I had gotten into the
routine of riding back and forth to classes and also of stopping at the hotel for a coke or coffee after
school to correct my students homework while sitting in the gardens of the Guenet surrounded by
thick bougainvillea bushes, wild roses and carnations, and gnarled cedars draped with streamer-like
leaves. It was here that I came to know the lion and the German Shepherd, who often slipped out
through the bars to beg food from me while the lion paced nervously in the cage watching the Shepard
befriend a stranger. They were quite an odd couple.
On one of my mid-day rides home for lunch, when I was pell-melling down a steep hill of the city,
an American pulled his car up alongside and signaled me to stop.
He turned out to be a TWA pilot employed by Ethiopian Airlines and he invited me to a “home
cooked” dinner that weekend. It was his way of welcoming a new Peace Corps Volunteer to the Empire.
Trans World Air Lines had managed Ethiopian Airlines since 1946 and by the time we reached the
Empire in ’62 over a third of the trained pilots were Ethiopians. The management by TWA of the Ethiopian Airlines is one of the great early success stories of private development in Africa.
The American pilot who invited me to dinner had been in-country for several years and when I
mentioned the Guenet and the lion in the garden he asked me if I knew the story of how the lion had
gotten to the hotel.
It seems the first American TWA director in Ethiopia had raised the lion from a small cub in the
garden of his home’s compound along with the family’s dog. The lion was such a household pet that
everyone who visited the house treated it as such.
There was, however, the time the CEO of TWA Worldwide came to Ethiopia to meet the Emperor
and visit his overseas operation. He arrived at dawn in Addis Ababa on an overnight flight from Europe and was immediately taken for a morning nap at the director’s home.
Late that afternoon, rested, the CEO was sitting with a half dozen pilots who had stopped by for a
drink and to visit with their boss. They were all in the living room of the house with the French doors
open to the garden watching the African sunset and enjoying the first cool breezes of evening.
Sometime towards dusk, the lion, who had been asleep on the sunny terrace beyond the French
doors, woke and ambled past the open door, gazed in at the assembled group, and then strolled off.
No one commented about the lion, as all the pilots knew about the animal. However, the visiting
CEO had no idea the full maned lion was a household pet and he sat petrified at the sight of the African
beast, loose and yards away from him.
Terrified, he didn’t say anything until the next morning when he confessed to his host what he
Conclusion on page 37
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thought he had seen, thinking it must have been a frightening fantasy caused by his fear of being in
Africa.
In time, the American manager’s tour was finished and the family decided to give the lion to the
nearby hotel as the tame animal could not be returned to the wild. The German Shepherd, however,
would go home to America with them.
In the weeks before their departure, the lion was successfully transferred to the gardens of the
Guenet, but when the family realized the German Shepherd was so lonely and unhappy with the loss of
her companion they decided to leave the dog, giving it to the hotel where both animals could live
peacefully in the grand gardens. And it was there where I found them when I arrived in Addis Ababa in
the fall of 1962.
I left Ethiopia in the mid-sixties and did not return again until the early ‘70s. While I had a number
of friends in Addis Ababa who I wanted to see, high on my list also were the lion and the German
Shepherd in the gardens of the Guenet.
A day or so after arriving in Addis, I took a taxi to the hotel which had thankfully not changed in the
years I had been away and I walked into the garden to find my odd couple.
The cage was where I remembered. However, the door was thrown open and the lion was gone. Lying alone in the middle of the empty concrete floor of the cage was the German Shepherd.
I walked inside to the desk of the hotel and asked about the lion and was told the animal had passed
away only months before. In fact, it was such a news event a story had been written about his death in
the Ethiopian Herald, the only English newspaper in the country. The hotel staff found a copy of the
article that detailed the demise of the lion and I sat down in the lobby and read the account.
Several months earlier when the lion was suffering from an infected tooth, I read, doctors from the
Pasteur Institute in Ethiopia decided to drug the animal so the tooth could be extracted. Unfortunately
the injection of drugs was too much for the animal and it died before it could be saved.
The hotel had not yet decided what to do about the lion cage for the dog still lived there, spending
her days waiting for her companion to return.
I gave the article back to the receptionist, thanked him for the information, and went out again into
the garden and walked up and inside the cage. I knelt down for a few minutes beside the German
Shepherd and petted her one last time, then kissed her goodbye and left Addis Ababa and Africa.
I have never been back.
Novelist John Coyne’s last book, published in 2014, is entitled, Long Ago and Far
Away. It is partially set in Ethiopia. Coyne served as a Peace Corps Volunteer in Addis
Ababa, Ethiopia from 1962 to 1964 with the first group of PCVs to that nation. After his
tour he worked for the Peace Corps in Washington, D.C., and then became an Associate
Peace Corps Director (APCD) in Ethiopia. He left the Peace Corps in 1967 to become
Dean of Admissions and Students at the State University of New York at Old Westbury
and then a full time writer.
Coyne has written or edited more than twenty-five books including thirteen novels.
In 1987 he started the newsletter RPCV Writers & Readers that is for and about Peace

Corps writers.
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Piñata

Continued from page 13

“I’m just not sure I want Dylan associating with
anyone from that kind of neighborhood.”
Gabe felt the heat flooding the back of his neck,
the pulse throbbing in his temples. “It’s just a cold,
if that. And it’s only for a couple of hours. Dylan
will forget all about the sniffles when he sees the
other kids. I don’t want to disappoint him.”
“Does he know what you were planning?” she
asked.
“No, it’s a surprise party,” he said, then
smacked his forehead and silently cursed himself.
“Well, then, he won’t be disappointed, will he?”
“Wendy—do not fucking do this to me!”
“Oh,” she said. “That’s the Gabe I know so well.
This is not about Dylan; it’s about you. And that
mouth! You have anger management issues, Gabe.
You need to—”
Gabe slammed the phone receiver down. Then
he picked it up again and hammered it repeatedly
against the cradle until it broke into pieces. His
heart was thumping like a poorly loaded washing
machine. He sat down on the bed and put his face
in his hands, tears of rage streaming down his
cheeks. After a while, he got up, got dressed, and
went out into the backyard. The toucan spun slowly on its rope, its oversized yellow beak slightly
open—as if it were smiling slyly at his misfortune.
Then he gathered up the party favor bags and
went back inside.
Gabe spent the next half hour circling through the
neighborhood, knocking on doors, explaining that the
birthday party was cancelled because his son had taken
ill at the last minute, and handing out party favor bags
to sad-eyed five- and six-year-olds. He refused any
offered gifts. He was sure that, like himself, none of
these people had money to spare, and he hoped instead
that the gifts would be returned for cash or perhaps
given to the child of the house.
Back at his house, Gabe took a glass tumbler and a
bottle from his kitchen cabinet and poured himself
three fingers of cheap whiskey. He sat down in his

living room and drank it, then got up and poured
another. By the time he finished the second
drink, he was remembering the day Dylan was
born, and how happy he’d been, and the warm
tingly feel of holding his son in his arms.
He returned to the kitchen, poured the third
drink, and decided to give Dylan a call. He’d tell
him about the bicycle. Then Dylan would come
over for sure, make his mom feel so guilty she’d
have no choice in the matter—no choice whatsoever. He walked back to the bedroom and saw the
phone lying in pieces on the bedside table.
“Goddamn it!” he said, and shattered his glass
of whiskey against the wall. Then he stumbled to
the kitchen, yanked the birthday cake from the
counter, and smashed it to the floor. Finding
nothing else handy to destroy, he went into the
backyard, gathered the paper tablecloth from the
picnic table, the plates, cups and party hats, and
stuffed them all into the big green trash container
beside the back door.
Gabe was breathing hard, his pulse racing. He
flexed his fingers, spied the bottle still sitting on
the kitchen counter, and went back inside and
poured another drink. In his peripheral vision, he
caught a snatch of movement. The stupid toucan
was swinging back and forth in the heightened
breeze. He took a drink. The piñata stick—a
broom handle he’d sawed off with a band saw—
rested in the corner of the room.
He walked over and picked it up, hefted it in
his fist. It had a nice feel to it. He took another
drink, walked outside, and parked his glass on
the picnic table. The toucan twirled around, facing him.
“You need a nice tuning up, bird, is what you
need.”
Gabe swung the broomstick as hard as he
could, enjoying the satisfying whump of wood
striking plastered paper. The toucan sailed out
and back, spinning around like a small fauxfeathered whirlwind. He hit it again and again—
bitch-slapping the thing back and forth in barely
controlled fury. Still, the toucan endured. No, not

Concluded on page 39
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A Conversation
With My Mother

Possum Slim (V2)
MP3 Audio File On Request
promomanusa@gmail.com
— By Michael Lee Johnson

— By Sarah Cooper

105 years old today
Possum Slim finally
gets his GED,
drinks gin,
talks with the dead.
“Strange kind of folks
come around here,
strange ghosts”
he says, “come
creeping pretty regular.
Just 2 ghosts,
the only women I ever loved,
the only women I ever shot dead.”

Why do you call yourselves lesbians?
She asks as one Sunday afternoon. I smile.
Years ago this conversation may
never have happened, but since coming out
my mom has become not only accepting
but also curious about how one identifies
within the realm of sexual orientation.
She’s also curious about the overt use of flannel
as well as the loose term “partner” but
apparently her daily episodes of Ellen
are informing her well.
Well, Mom, the poet, Sappho,
had an all women’s school.
Like Sweet Briar? She interjects.
Sure, Mom, like Sweet Briar
anyways, this school was in
Greece
on the Isle of Lesbos. She fell
in love with one of her students,
Anaktoria. That’s presumably
where lesbian is derived from.

Piñata

Continued from page 38
just endured, he thought, it was mocking him,
that sly smiling beak and those obsidian eyes
boring into him like the nagging voice of his exwife.
“Okay,” he said. “Okay.”
Gabe strode back into the house and reappeared a moment later holding a .38 caliber revolver by his side. He swatted the toucan once
more and set it swinging in a slow arc. Then he
sat down on the picnic table, drained the glass of
whiskey, and fired.

She turns back to her knitting
Oh, I see, well, it sounds rather
diagnostic but thanks for explaining.
I avoid the desire to ask what diagnostic
means in this scenario, I also refrain from
a further explanation, until I think of something
brilliant when she says,
One more thing: wasn’t Sappho just a cougar?

Award-winning author and two-time Pushcart
Prize nominee Bob Strother has had over eighty
short stories appear in a number of literary
journals and magazines. His collection, Scattered, Smothered, and Covered, was
published in 2011, and his novel, Shug’sPlace in
2013. Strother is also a contributing author
for Southern Writers Magazine.
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Purple Violets...
Continued from page 9

contained several grades. There was a big pot-bellied stove in the middle of it. Miss Meeks was my
first-grade teacher.
She was curious about the lunches I brought to school. We didn’t have a cafeteria, and Mama always packed my lunch. The school
nurse had taken blood samples of each student. My blood hemoglobin
was the highest of any grade, and they wanted to know what Mama
packed in my lunch box.
Since Ellijay was known as the apple capital of Georgia, she included
a Golden Delicious each day. I had a little thermos filled with
cold milk, and there might be carrots, cheese, and a peanut butter and
jelly sandwich, or sometimes a thermos of vegetable soup to eat as the
days got colder.
Winter was very cold. Snow dusted the mountaintops, and Miss
Meeks told us Christmas was coming soon. She wrote our names on a
sheet of paper, folded and cut it into strips. We drew a name and would
buy a Christmas present for the one we selected.
Next to the last week of school, Daddy drove us into the town of
Ellijay to Christmas shop. I sped into the Chambers’ Dime Store to select a gift for my classmate. I saw a beautiful tea set painted with purple violets. I asked, “Mama,
please, may I buy this for the present?”
Mama gave permission to get the tea set. She bought wrapping paper that had a red-and-white
striped background with Santa faces and red stars all over it. I tied a green ribbon and a big bow on
the package. I was so proud of the beautifully wrapped present.
Next day at school we had sugar cookies and red punch for our Christmas party. Then it was
time to get our presents. Miss Meeks handed out gifts to everyone but me. I waited and waited, and
finally interrupted her, “Miss Meeks, I didn’t get one.”
She asked the children who had drawn my name, but no one confessed. I choked on a sob and
tears stung my cheeks. The next thing that I did was unlike me. I sprang out of my seat and ran to the
girl that had received the present from me. I jerked the tea set off her desk and hugged it to my
chest. Mrs. Meeks pried the tea set from me, “No, no, you must not do that! You gave the tea set to
her for a Christmas gift.”
Mrs. Meeks went to her desk. She pulled a white handkerchief from her purse and handed it to
me. The edges were embroidered with purple violets just like the ones I had faithfully watered in Miss
Moses’ room.
Since that time, I can’t look at purple violets without feeling both sadness and joy.
BIO: Barbara Ledford Wright, associate editor to Moonshine and Blind Mules frequently contributes to OMP anthology series, including Waiting for Santa, (This Old Mountain Press anthology was
nominated for a Push Cart Publication), Clay and Cherokee County Souvenir Edition's, Muscadine
Lines: A Southern Journal, Express Yourself 101 Vol 2 For Your Eyes Only, Kaleidoscope, Fireflies
and June Bugs, Yesterdays Magazette, Christmas Presence, Clothes Lines, Women's Spaces Women's
Places, Fresh, Mused, Bread ‘N Molasses, Northern Stars, The Oxford So and So, Carolina Country,
Angels on Earth, a Guideposts Pub. Barbara lives in Shelby, NC.
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Margaret Mary Kelly...
Continued from page 7

The first one had given him six children and the second
one had given him another five. All of the children, well
into adulthood now, were married, had good jobs and
were a joy to Paddy. Besides, he didn't drink or smoke
and could dance much younger women to the point of
being too tired to continue. Light on his feet, Paddy was.
Father Brennan's reluctance in getting down to business
had a lot to do with knowing Margaret Mary had once
studied to be a nun and had spent the rest of her life taking care of her aging parents. She was a very spiritual
woman. When possible, she used to bring her parents to
daily Mass until they got too sick to come. After both had
died, she herself attended daily Mass at 6:30 a.m. and had
been doing that for at least 15 years. He doubted Margaret Mary knew much about sex, never mind the Church's
requirement that any man seeking to marry had to be capable of having sexual intercourse. There would be no
pass for Paddy Regan if he couldn't deliver the goods, as
Father Brennan liked to think of it. God bless Paddy if
he's up to it, Father thought, and then chastised himself
for the unintended pun.
"Well, Margaret Mary, I know that you and Paddy
won't be having a family but tell me are you sure he's
looking for a wife and not a housekeeper?"
This comment did not sit too well with Margaret
Mary, who rustled in her seat.
"Father, I told Paddy Regan there would be no messing around till I had a ring on my finger and we had said
our vows. I told him I was a virgin and I would remain a
virgin if we didn't get married. The man has had two
wives, Father, and 11 children. I don't think he's looking
for a housekeeper. He has a daughter who comes over
twice a week to clean his house and she does a fine job of
it. No, he's looking for a wife, I can tell you that. We have
only kissed and hugged but he doesn't kiss me the way he
might kiss his sister who, God bless her, is still going
strong at 90, having been widowed twice herself. If I had
a brother, I'd introduce him to her. A very nice woman."
Father Brennan decided he probably had to get to the
point.
"Margaret Mary, your intended has had sex for most
of his adult life and this will be something new for you.

I imagine you have some idea what to expect if
Paddy is still able to make love. Some men at his age
aren't capable of doing that any more. You are probably aware of the physical aspects of marriage, I'm
sure, and what will be expected of Paddy in the marital embrace." Marital embrace was another term the
clergy used when discussing sexual intercourse.
Margaret Mary took a deep breath, uncrossed her
legs and looked Father Brennan right in the eye.
"Father, all we have done is kiss and hug but on his
birthday Paddy asked me to sit on his lap and give
him a big kiss. Well, if he's not healthy enough to
have sex, Father, I wish he had taken that crowbar out
of his pocket. Scared the dickens out of me. I almost
jumped off his lap. Can we get down to business now
and set the date. Paddy and I aren't getting any younger."
Father Brennan coughed, looked at his desk calendar and said "How about four weeks from now? That
will give us time to announce the bans of marriage in
church and do everything right. And, of course, I'd
like to meet Paddy Regan myself so I'll recognize him
at the ceremony. I'd hate to make a mistake and marry
you off to the best man."
Margaret Mary Kelly left the rectory that day happy to have the date for her wedding set.
That night, Father Brennan called another priest a few
parishes over and told him about the upcoming wedding without mentioning any names.
They both had a bit of a chuckle and marveled at
how hope springs eternal in the people of God, whatever their age.
Then the other priest, before hanging up, said he'd
bet the flower girl will be at least 65.
Donal Mahoney
-----------------------------------Nominated for Best of the Net and the Pushcart Prize,
Donal Mahoney has had work published in the United
States, Europe, Asia and Africa. Some of his earliest
work can be found at http://
booksonblog12.blogspot.com/.
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War Story: What If?

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 22

a stretcher. His trousers were blood-soaked, his face
ashen. Elliot frowned. “Why are you dawdling out
here? Bring him inside.”
“We don’t know we should do it, sir,” one answered.
“We just seen he ain’t one of ours. He’s a Kraut.”
Only then did Elliot notice the soldier wore uniform of
the German army. “Where did you find him?”
“Behind our lines. Should we take him back? He’s a…”
“He’s a man,” Elliot snapped. “Get him on the table.”
The German’s wound was not as deep as Elliot had
thought at first glance. He staunched the blood, removed the bullet, cleaned the wound and sutured it.
Over the next weeks, the patient improved.
Despite his pale skin and malnourished appearance, he
was a healthy youth. He sipped broth, submitted to
bandage changes, but said little except to occasionally
ask for water.
Meanwhile, the American officers debated.
Should the German be kept as a prisoner or let go? Elliot was in a mind to let the taciturn soldier go. “Sir,”
he said, “from what we hear, the war’s almost over.
We’ll be swapping prisoners anyway.”
“He’s using up food supplies and taking up space,” the
colonel agreed. “Send him back. He can’t do much
more harm.”
On a gray November morning, Elliot walked
with the German and the private who’d carried him in
that first night to the edge of the camp. “Your army’s
lines are less than three kilometers from here,” he said,
handing the young man a flask of water. The soldier
nodded but said nothing.
As the German shuffled away, the private
asked. “Why’d ya save him, Sir? If we’d let him die,
there’da been one less Kraut to fight.”
“I’m Jewish,” Elliot replied. “My religion teaches if you
save one man, you save the world.”
“Gee,” the private murmured. “Maybe he’ll
remember and do somethin’ good some day. Maybe
we’ll read about it in the papers. Hey,” he called to the
German, “what’s your name, corporal?”
The soldier stopped and glanced over his
shoulder. “Adolph,” he said. “Adolph Hitler.” He disappeared into the mist.
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