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Editorial
Dear Poets and Writers,
I am sitting at my desk in my
apartment in Daytona Beach after
several weeks of stifling hot weather in
which two of my apartment sized
window air conditioners succumbed.
There is one unit remaining, working
overtime, luckily in my office where you
can imagine I spend a good deal of
time.
Still in all, I am bursting with pride
having completed the final editing, and
release of this Special Edition of River
Poets Journal full of impressive poetry,
prose, memoir and stories.

Please Note
River Poets Journal retains one time
rights to publish your work online and in
print. All future rights are retained by the
author.
Although River Poets Journal prefers first
time submissions, previously published
exceptional work is accepted with a note
indicating previous publication.
We ask if your work has been published
previously by another literary magazine,
please provide acknowledgement of the
first publication, such as, "previously
published by River Poets Journal, plus
month/year.”

Simultaneous submissions are accepted.
As we can all attest to, the subject of this We ask that the author notifies us as soon
as they are accepted by another literary
issue is timely. For many years
site or publication.
Immigrants have made this country
enviable. Each nationality has brought Please provide a short bio of 2-5 lines with
their talents, and hard work, along with your submission. Either a personal bio,
their firm desire to improve their lives
current list of publications, or combo will
for themselves as well as their families. do. Please list your name and email on all
pages of your submission.
With this issue I hope to honor our
immigrant ancestors for what they
Column space presents problems when
have given us, and pray that in the near formatting a poem in a journal. Please
refrain from mixing long lines in a short
future, we will once again honor the
or average line length poem. Although it
words on the Statue of Liberty. “Give
me your tired, your poor, your huddled might be an excellent poem, it may not fit
publication space restrictions.
masses yearning to breathe free.”
Judith Lawrence, editor

Thank you for submitting your work to
River Poets Journal.

Upcoming 2018 Publications
The 2018 Seasonal Issue
projected publication date
October/November 2018.
Submissions for the Seasonal Issue
are open to all subjects.
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River Poets Journal Submission Guidelines
River Poets Journal Accepts:











New and Established Writers
Poetry - up to 6 poems - please include your name and email on each poem submitted.
Short Stories - under 5,000 words
Flash Fiction - under 3,000 words
Essays - under 500 words
Short Memoir - under 1,000 words
Excerpts from novels that can stand on their own - under 3,000 words preferred
Art (illustrations and paintings) or Photography
A short bio of 2 - 5 lines
Simultaneous and previously published “exceptional” poems are accepted as long as we know
where poems are being considered or have appeared.

We prefer:









Work that inspires, excites, feeds the imagination, rich in imagery; work that is memorable.
Work that is submitted in the body of an email or as a word attachment, but will accept work
through snail mail if the writer does not use a computer. Unselected snail mail submissions are
returned if the author requests and SASE is provided with sufficient postage.
When submitting work, please provide a short bio of 3-4 lines. Listing all your published work is
not required. If not previously published, write something about your life you would like the
readers to know.
Previously being published is not a requirement for publication in our Journal. We love new
writers with great potential.
Send work in simple format, Times New Roman, Arial, Georgia 12 pt font, single spaced.
Please note long line poems may need editing to fit constraints of formatting.

We do not accept:




Unsolicited reviews
Pornographic and blatantly vulgar language
Clichéd or over-sentimental poems or stories

Response time is:
3 to 6 months depending on time of year work is submitted. All submissions are thoroughly read.
River Poets Journal Print Editions:
$23.00 per issue plus media postage cost. Note: International shipping cost varies. For ordering
multiple copies, please email me for exact cost to avoid overpaying postage. Payment accepted
through Paypal, Money Order or Check. Please do not send cash. Delivery of printed copies ordered
take 4-6 weeks due to response time of orders placed, and fitting into the Print Shop schedule.
Contributor Copies: River Poets Journal issues are free in PDF format online for easy access. We
do not offer free contributor print copies with the exception of a featured poet, featured artist/
photographer, as the printing cost would be too prohibitive for a small press.
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Poetry
Trip To Ellis Island
The sign above the door reads Treasures From Home.
Inside, glass cases enshrine century-old items
Crated and carried ‘cross the current
In search of a better life.
Stunning silver teapots, samovars of polished brass,
Stars of David, sculpted saints, well-worn prayer books,
Drindls embellished with embroidered flowers, red kimonos of sumptuous silk,
Shirtwaists wearing leg o’ mutton sleeves, gossamer bridal gowns edged in hope,
Hand-stitched linens, monogrammed forks, crystal glasses, wooden cradles,
Giant wood planes, strong sturdy hammers, long metal files...
And there,
On raised platform
Sits a bear.
Like a king upon his throne,
Triumphant from battle,
He surveys the spoils.
His golden fur
Is matted and bare,
A well-loved ruler.
His mouth,
Just a few stitches,
Declares, “No worries, my boy.”
His eyes,
Mere metal rims,
Have seen the adventure of a lifetime.
Solid arms
And sturdy legs
Belie that he’s a toy.
This regal bear
Buoyed a boy,
Gave fear the finger,
Crossed an ocean
And conquered the world.
©Karen Vail
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Poetry
My Ancestor
On his way from Germany to his new home America: my Ancestor shovel coal
The steamship bound for his future as passage
He learned the language and later married.
His first entrepreneurial enterprise was a saloon that he managed with a
.45 caliber revolver in his belt.
At his wife’s insistence he began his second enterprise as a farmer;
When the first generation began to arrive; there were many.
English was the language of his home at his insistence the children
Be Americans; he spoke German only to swear.
The children were molded as model American citizens.
His sons served valiantly in WWI.
His daughters married good men.
Freedom is earned through hard work and not philosophical jibberish.
This he taught them and this was passed down to his descendants
Past and present.
©Tom Fegan

Whitechapel

zappatore *

Mary Jane rang an Irish refrain,
drunk on Ten Bells whiskey.
Her unpolluted apron ablaze,
she surrendered a scarlet shawl
and her weary wildgrass heart
to the rogue incubus cloaked
in the serrated fog, haunting
every step of squalid streets,
preying on its darkest shadows.

my father was a zappatore
his garden was his glory
precision in his planting
meticulous in tending
joyous in his harvest
to see him sweat salted,
smiling in his greening
l'orto siciliano **
was to know the truth
of Demeter and Persephone.
my mother took his mantle
when he died.
her tending a caress
her harvest their embrace
each planted seed
a kiss upon his cheek.

She placed the native beauty berries
upon her wooden churchyard grave,
marked with the Unfortunate’s brand
she seared upon her own scars
when she abandoned everywhere
that could tie her to anyone.

* agriculturer labourer/digger
**Sicilian garden

In the end, there was nothing
she would not do
for a fire.

j a farina

©Megan Denese Mealor
(Previously published in Jersey Devil Press, August
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Poetry
1905: Accoutrements of Absolution

What Remains

Forgive me my grandmother Amelia’s
voluminous Edwardian hat of black felt,
its copious white plumes,
its matching fan studded with seed pearls.

she stirs the stew
untroubled by the dark clouds encroaching
outside the kitchen window
he arrives home
a kiss on the check before
retiring to the respite of his study
a fat cigar
two fingers of Scotch
his faithful companions
the girls fall asleep dreaming of a bunny
wearing a jacket of blue
they fill the hours of her day with commotion
soon to be replaced with the silence of their absence
once they’re grown

One night she nestled that lush chapeau
on her head, swept her arm to test
the play of billowing feathers of her fan
the accessory to her crime,
as a thousand miles away, Guy Bradley,
bird savior of the Everglades, was crucified.
She indulged in the plunder of egrets,
ignored reports of the hunters’ rifle shots,
shut her eyes to photographs
of his riddled body left to rot
like another bird carcass plucked clean.
I inherited her decorous finery and
a quill’s worth of Grossmutter’s vanity.
A hundred years later, I admit I am keeper
of my grandmother’s bequests,
but grateful to my patron saint
they, mercifully, remain out of fashion.
©Karla Linn Merrifield

An American Janitor
This is who I am, says the
janitor
America with a dream
I take a broom and dust mop
and sweep the
light clean, a wooden
floor
as if to shine from sea to
sea
my nation’s and my
prosperity
where freedom and liberty
are in the very grain.

she remembers the cool dry soil of her homeland
each russet grain she’d sift through her fingers
before it cascaded back to the Earth in the breeze
an almost forgotten vestige
of long ago years
full of mirth
bliss
that land long gone now
left behind to live in a giant box
pieced together with
shingles, hardwoods, stones
in the quiet end of day
the cleaning remains
the laundry remains
the loneliness remains
©Renuka Raghavan

©Danny P. Barbare
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Poetry
The Immigrant
The Utica Public Library gives birth
to my family history. I troll through
microfiche and county records
of this small town huddled
on the Erie Canal where cotton
mills spewed out fabric for men’s
cotton underwear, women’s
lush nightgowns.

A newspaper clipping glows from microfiche.
One dark night a fire smoldered in a second
floor office of Berger’s Department Store.
The safe was pried open, emptied
of cash, and a man’s tattered trench
coat was found draped over a swivel
chair. It belonged to a store employee.
1941, Berger’s Department Store reopens

My grandpa’s young
family followed him
from Vilna, Russia
to Utica, New York
where he died
the day I was born.

Palmolive soap, 5 cents
Ash Cans, $1
Bed Sheets, 89 cents
Genuine BVD’s, 87 cents
In Utica New York
the future was limitless.

In Utica, New York
the future was limitless.

©Barbara B. Braverman
1897, Harris Berger, peddler
Stewing pots, roasting pans,
trinkets clanked and jangled,
as he pushed his cart on Main Street.

Old New World

1910, Harris Berger, dry goods

That warm Atlantic waters rise
Would likely have been no surprise
To those who lived where Jamestown lies.

Grandpa sold his wares from a small shop
on Genesee Street. At home, Grandma
kept an orthodox life style, no lights,
no shopping, no car rides on Shabbat.
The aroma of chicken soup and knedlach
often seeped out onto Miller Street.

The settlers there had lots to fear
From more than weather year by year:
Some threat was always much too near.
Starvation, warfare, or disease
Kept these Virginians ill at ease
And often dropped them to their knees.

1925 Berger’s Department Store founded
Grandpa and his sons opened a large
emporium in the center of town.
Customers traveled from near
and far to buy the 9 am specials,
Cash Only, until sold out.

Today what good is mere remorse
That any oceanic force
Completes its ruin in due course?
©Jane Blanchard

1940 $3,600 in cash saved during
department store blaze
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Poetry
Marmalade Stories

Melting Pot

When I was a child
breakfast for my sister and I
was a huge cup of tea
laced with a generous portion
of Borden's evaporated canned milk
to dunk thick crusts of re-baked bread
spread with marmalade
and embellished by
a short plump Zia Maria
dressed perpetually in mourning
telling recycled Calabria village stories
full of unrequited love and consequences
to her rapt audience
the tale never ending
a new beginning each morning.

We were the rich kids who went to private schools
in the New England towns our ancestors founded.
We lived in big houses with lawns running down
to the river that wound past the famed institution
we were destined to attend. The poor immigrant
kids on the other side had names that started
with Mc, Mac, or O’, or ended with an i or an o.

"Behind the mirror
behind the wall stood a man.
Now if you keep quiet
I'll tell you a story."
In the afternoons
the aroma of pasta sauce
simmered on the back burner
of the old black iron stove
while half loaves of bread
filled with peppers and eggs were
served with large goblets of wine
on a plain square wood table
covered with a red and white
checkered tablecloth
accompanied by Italian operas
the old radio trumped up full volume
mingled with the rowdy
off-key arias of us three.

One April afternoon, two friends and I, age twelve,
spotted three other boys on the opposite bank.
We shouted epithets, each ethnically matched.
They ran off, reappeared to block our path,
knocked us down, beat out the privileged crap
jammed down our throats since we were born.
Next year, my dad got a job in L.A., sprawling
with migrants from over the nation, nearby
countries, or across the Pacific Ocean, who’d lived
in ethnic enclaves for few generations. I entered
public school with kids of all ethnicities. One
of my friends was Japanese, another one Mexican.
My first wife was the daughter of immigrant Greeks.
Her father came over at age twenty-three, for the next
fifteen years peddled ice cream, saved earnings,
returned to fetch a Greek village bride. Their
first child won a state scholar award. She and I
met the first day of medical school.
My children are mixed English and Greek, grandchildren
part English, Greek, Portuguese, Irish. We look about
the same in our family photo. Their heritages are multiple,
opportunities unbound.
©Charles Halsted

Many years ago
Zia Maria was buried
with her rosaries,
high pitched sonatas,
and Scheherazade stories.
©Judith A. Lawrence
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Poetry
Between the Mangroves

Bardi Revisited

There is often a reef between the clumps of mangroves,
maybe a few acres per island of trees with the roots
that begin latticing before entering the water.

The road is better now
Climbing from Fornovo
Leaving behind the river
And the valley’s flatness
It’s surface is smoother
Than the winding track
That stirs my memory

Sometimes the shallow bottom between these patches is sand
with beds of sea grass. Sometimes there is coral.
Without the mangroves, the baby lobsters, goliath groupers,
and the endemic species have no place to grow up
with protection from the bigger reef fish.
The mangroves are the nursery, the only nursery.
The endemic species happen because the island itself
is an ecosystem, and the shallows just around its terrestrial edges
are private. The suction of the island keeps the organisms
mixing their gene pools close to home,
creating the Cuban golden basslet, one-inch long,
yellow with a splash of purple and black,
and keeps the majority of Cubans still hoping that
the Muse of Socialism is beautiful, with the flowing hair
they see in the history books of Greece and Rome,
and she is not the hollow and stern stepmother
living with them.
©Roger Sippl
(Previously published by Kingdoms in the Wild)

A Running Stitch from Queensland
Irish Aryan sweaters are rarely embellished with embroidery.
No fine threads of framboise, jonquil, or dahlia. Clan after clan
boarded water wagons of peeling paint, bindled barnacles,
and rusty binnacles. Seamed a feather stitch between Spike Island
and Haulbowline. Slanted shanties of shrouded peat became
steerage of piss, slop, and Gaeilge. Ships creaked a curvy stem
to the An Mhuir Cheilteach. Ballads of Neimheidh, those before,
crested like needles pulling white linen. Home of slipped
and blackened potato jackets, empty turned pockets, and prayers
at Saint Colman’s soon just memory. Ships mended to the open
Atlantic, churned 84 days Queensland to New York Harbor. Gaels
of strong wool skeins like Aryan sweaters weathered and oiled
against the sea took sight of Lady Liberty. This new land
of embellishments,
fine embroidery,
and opportunity.
©Carol Parris Krauss
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At a certain point
The driver pulls over
Waiting for a colleague
To arrive on the down bus
After they exchange places
Our ascent continues
Towards Bardi
You have to try hard
To believe this is not Wales
Each mountain and field
Sings in harmony
With the emigrant land
Every shower of rain
Weeps with longing
For those who left
But will never return
Taken by conflicts
Not of their making
My sentimental visit
After twenty eight years
Only a faint echo
Of what might have been.
©David Subacchi

Poetry
Exhilaration

i cannot help but wonder

The days of late May linger; it was late.
I calculated—still some leagues to go—
then thought to pick my pace up to a gait.
My great-great-great-grandparents used to know

my grandmother
is one hundred percent
welsh,
and i have heard
that they have the most
unique language
in the world;
wish that i knew how to speak it
i've always wanted to go
to wales
just to see what it's like
those green forests i see in photographs
call to me—
nature has always
restored my wounds
where people have broken in,
shattering some piece of me
beyond a point that i could endure;
and i wonder if i had any ancestors
that were like me preferring
the kindness of the flowers and the trees
to the fickle hearts of humanity
because i know pain and rage can be inherited
through generations—
can a love of nature be something
you can share,
can it be written into your dna?
i cannot help but wonder.

this road! They might have walked it, with a cart,
or on a Sunday, long before it crossed
their minds to leave the townland farm and start
anew, leaving behind two babes as lost.
I’d seen the records in the church and knew
all of the children’s names and godparents’.
The books went back to 1782
and listed all my great uncles and aunts.
Exhilaration, though, trumped the fatigue
with giddiness which made me see the rains
that drenched me suddenly on the last league
as a refreshment. Giddiness explains
much, but not the equally sudden light
that pierced through the cloud wreaths
around Blackstair
and Mt. Leinster beneath which, till the blight,
my family had tilled the soil, somewhere.
When you go to Ireland, to your homeland—
for want of any better place to go,
because your cousins want to understand
their roots (and you would also like to know,

©linda m. crate

because it’s interesting, because it’s there)—
you’re greeted by the makings of your soul,
the dead, which seem to pop up everywhere
to help you home. They’re almost visible.
©James B. Nicola
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Poetry
Letter Writing
Some soldiers thrived on smokes;
my father Gidio relied on writing home.
He kept his green, leather-bound
English-Italian dictionary
in his pocket for the best part of his day:
letter writing in Italian
at nightfall.
That small volume, dated 1943,
rests on a shelf in my study;
the letters are gone, but when I hold the dictionary
with its frayed edges and corners turned down,
my heart soars.
I envision what it must have been like for his parents
when the posts arrived from the Yukon.
Giacinto’s heart soared,
as he read to Luisa
of Morse Code training
and how Gidio missed Mamma’s zupe.
When the posts arrived,
sometimes a week’s worth at a time,
Giacinto’s heart soared with pride
at the sight of the perfectly-composed, polite Italian –
at home they spoke only in dialect.
And when the posts arrived,
each word in Gidio’s careful hand,
his father’s heart soared,
as he read about the news
of meeting fair, blue-eyed Betty,
a molto bella WAC*
who also served on base in the Yukon.
Gidio was over-the-moon!
He couldn’t believe his luck!
Betty was taken with him, too.
Naturally, Luisa wanted him to marry a girl
from the Detroit neighborhood
who would make a good sauce
whom she could bully
and have the children baptized –
given saints’ names, per l’amor del cielo! **

And after the war,
before they were married,
Gidio liked to take his green, leather-bound
English-Italian dictionary from his pocket.
He would search the pages
with its corners turned down
and choose the perfect English words
at the best part of his day:
letter-writing
his love to Betty
at nightfall.
©Mary Anna Kruch
(*Women’s Army Corps **for heaven’s sake)

The Illegals
Moon and clouds conspire
on this darkest night
we hide and wait for the boat
wait for our cousin Louisa
who needs her mother
Through the quiet river
the slow boat flounders
We hide behind a border fence that
is a pile of blocks to keep her out
At this place near the water
at a break in the stone
here we wait for Louisa
As the boat comes closer
Louisa jumps out and swims
towards the brush through eel grass
Her legs pumping, she slows
the grass entangles her legs
she struggles until by the bushes
we pull her up and through the pile of blocks
Louisa was warm in her mother’s arms
but not safe
©Eileen Hugo

Gidio was far from thoughts of church.
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Poetry
Homesteading In Paradise
The season’s tomatoes picked,
red, ripe, and heavy as breasts,
die kinder beg to swim
in the shallow creek
behind the house
while the August sun bakes
their immigrant farm.
But Muti knows danger
slithers in narrow eyes and
angry cotton-mouths
lying in wait, hungry
for exposed flesh and
seeking vengeance.
Bat-guano powder and
hand-poured lead too costly
to be spent killing snakes,
and Vater in far away fields,
wrestling food from amongst
the thorns and thistles,
his arms bleeding from
tears in his flesh and
blisters on his hands,
the small woman sets aside
her boiling jars
waiting to be filled,
perspiration dripping from
her arms and neck and down
the backs of her legs,
absorbed briefly by her
faded cotton skirt, the
colors of her shirt
darkened and bleeding
into her skin.

spear grass arching
into her ankles.
Swallowing hard,
she sets about
to sever the heads of those
black, evil vipers, hungry
for her children’s lives,
cold blood feeding
the dusty ground,
pungent corpses tossed
onto an open fire,
roasting flesh rising
like incense
to a cloudless sky.
Her task complete, she returns to
the house and works to
preserve the blood-ripe tomatoes
that will feed her family through
the coming winter, pausing
occasionally to listen for
the distant sound of
careless laughter, of
gentle, baptismal splashes
carried on a quiet,
summer breeze.
©Sally Clark

Shouldering the hoe that
weeds the garden in
diminutive hands,
she clutches up
her skirts and her fears
to walk to the creek bed,
ignoring grass burrs grabbing
at her worn stockings,
14

Teatime by Christina St Clair
On the fourth Wednesday of the month, if you dined at the Ashland Plaza Hotel, you might notice
various groups of people who come to enjoy the buffet. One group of older women might not get
your attention, unless you heard their accents. They are members of the English Club. Although hot
tea is their preferred drink, you won’t see them drinking any, because they all agree you can’t get a
decent cup of tea in a local restaurant. The water is never hot enough. The teapot has not been
warmed. And where is the tea cozy to keep the tea steaming?
The English Club is a group of women in Ashland, Kentucky, who have been meeting regularly since
WW I. At one time they were called the International Club and included any foreign-born person,
but over the years only Brits came. Their numbers once exceeded thirty but now they are down to a
handful of people.
In the latest meeting, there were only six of us. One of our longtime members died only last week.
Marjorie was 83. At her funeral, she typified how most of us feel. God Save the Queen was the
opening song, followed by There’ll be Bluebirds Over the White Cliffs of Dover. A nostalgic lump
formed in my throat as I remembered the land of my birth. When the preacher at the funeral spoke,
he said Marjorie loved both her countries: England and the United States. That certainly is true for
us all.
I am the youngest attending member and came to the U.S. about forty years ago to marry a Vietnamera soldier. Most of the other women had fallen for G.I.s too. Madge, from Yorkshire, got married in
London, and followed her husband a year later to Ashland on the Queen Mary, carrying her baby
with her. Teddy remembered her journey on the Queen Elizabeth. She enjoyed the trip but was
desperately homesick once she arrived. She persevered and eventually became a teacher, earning a
Master’s Degree. She taught at a school in Westwood, where her ninetieth birthday party was
recently celebrated. Hazel, in her eighties, also came on a boat shortly after the end of WW II. She
got married in Catlettsburg. During her honeymoon at a nearby city, she ate foods she’d never tried
before: fried chicken and corn-on-the-cob were so rich to her palate, she got an upset stomach. The
doctor had to be called. At home in England, times had been hard what with rationing and scarcity
so the doctor suggested she eat new foods slowly in small amounts to allow her tummy to adapt to
the richer fare. Pam came to the States on a military jet. She and her husband go back to England
every three years or so to Suffolk where he is honored at a local village pub by inclusion in the darts
games.
One thing all of us experienced was a language gap. We spoke English, but sometimes our idiom had
a different connotation here in America. Knock me up was one phrase that caused quite a bit of
confusion! In England it means wake me up or call on me. Another word that caused some
consternation was diddled. One innocent young lady, on her way across the sea, indignantly told a
group of other passengers the purser had diddled her every day. She meant he had cheated her!
Rubber is another word that causes surprises. In the United States it is a condom. In England it is
an eraser. You can only imagine the consternation of a teacher when a new pupil with an English
mom asked for a rubber. A local phrase that many locals use is if you don’t care. When I first heard
it, I was a little confused. Did they mean I shouldn’t care? Or was it an entreaty? If you don’t mind
would have been the English equivalent. But I can see how that might cause an American confusion:
minding might well be about taking care of a child.
For those born and raised here in the United States, customs and memories are taken for granted
15

Teatime by Christina St Clair
because it is imbued in everyday life with constant reminders of tradition. For those of us born
elsewhere, our roots remain planted within a culture that has long since moved on and of which we
have no real part.
When I left England at the age of seventeen to marry my handsome American GI, I did not
understand about this loss of tradition that gave me a sense of belonging. It was not until someone
asked me about Sooty, that I realized in giving up my country, I had lost the collective memory that
exists for native peoples. Sooty was a hand puppet from a TV show that I loved when I was a child. I
used to adore him, but no longer even remembered that he was a bear until I looked the name up on
the Internet and came across a You-Tube video honoring the show on Thames TV. When I watched
a few seconds of an old episode, and heard the accent of the puppeteer and watched Sooty, a golden
bear with black ears, get out his magic wand to squirt ink on the puppeteer’s nose, I found myself
smiling, filled with a sense of peace and safety and fun.
Something else we members of the English club have in common is the agreement that people here
in Ashland were very kind to us and tried their best to make us feel welcome. One young woman
married an American soldier who had been convicted of murder. She didn’t know this when she
came to Kentucky but she soon found out. She had two children with him, but he was so abusive, she
ran away, going to the house of another English woman and begging to be allowed to stay there.
Eventually, local people helped establish this victim of abuse in her own apartment and helped her to
cope.
When I came to Ashland, I volunteered at a local food kitchen, the Sparrow’s Nook. The people who
ran this kitchen were part of a small Baptist church and were themselves not rich, but they served
dinners from Monday to Friday to needy people. They welcomed me with open arms and taught me
how to make mashed potatoes by adding butter and evaporated milk to the spuds. They were the
best! I especially remember one couple who took in someone else’s unwanted child and raised her as
their own. Such love amazed me.
The original settlers in Ashland were Scots-Irish. The Poage family began a homestead on the Ohio
River which is still known as Poage Landing. In the mid nineteen hundreds industrialization came
and the settlement grew into a town. It was renamed Ashland after Henry Clay’s estate, built in
Lexington, Kentucky as a refuge and sanctuary.
Ashland has been a sanctuary for the members of the English Club in many ways. Children have
been raised and educated. At local restaurants, we enjoy everything from fish and chips to chicken
fresco. Friendships have flourished. Some of us attend the concerts and shows at the Paramount.
Others like strolling in Central Park, so reminiscent of an English park with its pond and fountains.
While it is true we still cannot get a decent cup of tea in a restaurant, we can buy some of our favorite
foods. For instance, McVittie’s Chocolate Digestives are available at Walmart’s. Communication is
amazing too. Many of us remember having to book an overseas telephone call ahead of time. I recall
waiting and waiting at Christmas to speak to my family. Nowadays we have Skype and have made
three-way video calls between London, Wales and Kentucky. Nowadays an international phone call
costs a nickel. We will always be Brits in our hearts, but we are proud and grateful to be Americans
too. By the way, I still enjoy hot tea at home, but I no longer use loose leaf tea, I don’t have a tea
cozy, and my bone china cups have been replaced by sturdy mugs.
(First published in Now and Then, East Tennessee State University: Global Appalachia, Vol. 28. No. 2, 2013)
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Letter From My Great-Grandmother Bella by Ruth Z. Deming
She was from the old country, known then as Moldava, coiled inside Russia. She survived the
influenza epidemic of 1918, which we remember one hundred years later, as we have another
outbreak of this disease. Where does it go to hide and then surface again? Today we have vaccines
and other medicines to keep people alive, unknown in my great-grandmother’s day.
I found this letter, written in her shaky hand, on white paper tucked inside her Old Testament. You
will agree with me, I am sure – my name is Danielle – that she paints a vivid portrait of her pain and
suffering, as did her compadre, Job, in the Bible.
Her letter I keep in an old munitions box from World War II I bought at a yard sale. I had never met
her, but her stories circle around our family like candle smoke on the Chanukah menorah.
Dear God, save me. I am but a girl of thirteen. They have taken me to the hospital in Brooklyn, far
from our home in Williamsburg. I was put in an ambulance. As we drove, every part of my body
jounced around, like rocks being thrown at me by little boys. I could not help but cry out.
I tried not to swallow. My throat was raw, as if a razor had scraped its way down into my belly.
They rolled me into the hospital, put me onto a huge creaking elevator and through a haze of what
seemed like clouds saw the words "Women's Ward."
Why was I here, I wondered. Oh, yes, that awful word. Influenza. At first, before it became the
menace it was, the word sounded pretty. Like “organza.” Our rich Aunt Helene wore those sheer
materials and dazzled us whenever she visited.
From the gurney, I was transferred into a small cot with clean white sheets. The room hummed and
moaned. The sounds of women in pain. The smell was awful. Smell? Stench was a better word.
My clothes were soaked through with sweat and urine. Women in white spooned hot water or weak
tea down my throat. They put cold compresses on my forehead and massaged my aching feet.
Angels they were, but they could not staunch the pain or keep my food down. Little Bella, I thought,
would fade into a broken doll.
God's servant Job could not have been in more pain. “And in the land of Uz, a man named Job
lived.”
In and out of life I dwelt, not caring if I would live or die. Were these dreams I had or were they
cross-stitches of reality?
A ram's shofar blasted one early morning, a signal they were coming. We had just gone out to the
fields. I followed Papa with his big black mustache like a police constable and sparkling blue eyes.
His farmlands covered many kilometers, the most in the Pale of Settlement, where Jews were
allowed, though we were despised.
There was no use hiding from the men with the high polished boots, shiny billy clubs at their sides,
and stentorian voices that rang like a death knoll across the hills.
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I blinked my eyes on my hospital bed, hoping to disremember what happened next.
A torrent of vile words came from the mouth of the leader, addressed specifically to my beloved
Papa, who appeared before him on the street, his arms crossed behind his body, refusing to defend
himself against this beast.
In less than five seconds, the billy club was brought out with a pompous flourish. I put my hand over
my ears so the sound of my father's beating would be muffled.
"Cry out, you bastard!" shouted Mr. Polished Boots. Papa crumpled like a dead dog to the cobbled
street. Blood flowed like Passover wine from his body. Most people stood with averted eyes, waiting
only to help Papa when the pogrom - the seventh this year - had ended.
I was so distressed by the memories that one of the nurses, who wore a white mask over her mouth,
came over to me.
"What's wrong, child?" she asked.
All I could do was put my hands over my face and shake with sobs. Thirteen I was, yet with the
memories of that terrible day only seven years ago. Where, I wondered, were all these memories
stored? Bookshelves in the mind?
Mama led in the patching up of Papa. We had a special trunk where medicinal herbs and bandages
were kept.
One of our friends, whom we called Uncle Moskov, told us that he and some other men were going to
get even with the evil-doers that night.
“You must wait,” Papa mumbled under his breath. “They will know it was “The Chavers.”
Secret meetings were held before dawn in several farm houses, as plans were discussed and revised,
until all was ready.
There was no moon on the evening of August 7. Chaver men and women, too, crept up to a small
apartment where Henryk B. lived with his family. The Chavers created a commotion in the street.
The ogre came out of his house, alone, in his nightshirt and stockings.
The men and women grabbed him, put their hands over his mouth, and pushed him into their
wagon, filled with straw, and said, “You will no longer fight us, you monster, for we are The Chavers,
who defend the honor of the Jewish people.” They beat him senseless with sticks and tree branches.
They drove him ten miles away, where the rest of the Chavers were waiting.
Henryk was left for dead as we began our exodus toward countries that accepted the Jews. Although
we had no matzoh in our wagons, the good women of Moldava baked pumpernickel bread, honey
cookies, jam-filled kuchens, mandelbroid and hamantaschen to keep away our hunger pains, which
were certain to come.
I was allowed one stick of mandelbroid, crescent-shaped and filled with almonds.
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Dozens upon dozens of eggs were carefully stored so they wouldn’t break. Our farm yard animals had
been turned into provisions. We brought all of our shekels, too, to bribe those that might stop us.
Every night, looking above at the stars and constellations, we thanked the Almighty God for our
progress.
In the cold night, I stood outside. My breath rose like smoke from our hearth. I wondered where God
lived. If good fortune was ours, I would someday write stories of life in Moldava.
As we all stood there in the darkness Aunt Sadie brought out her accordion and began to play. We
gathered around and sang happy songs.
“We must believe,” Papa said to me. His blue eyes twinkled.
All over this world, people constantly travel to find the best places to live. Part of our family stayed in
Southern France, where our baked goods were valued and we began a much-vaunted bakery. The
Horowitz’s – that is us – refused to go anywhere except the United States. The tales we heard about
it convinced us it was second to none except for the Holy Land.
And, I, of course, Bella Horowitz Rubin, continued my book, which took twenty-four years to write,
with a dedication to my late parents, while I bore six children. We lived on a farm in New Jersey,
which we named The Chavers. “The Friends.”
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Risking Everything To Come by Luisa Kay Reyes
My immigrant ancestors to Colonial America arrived completely naked. Hailing from the
wine regions of the Black Forest region in Germany, they encountered the warships of King Louis
XIV during their ocean crossing. And with it being before the dawn of factories mass producing
cheap clothing using questionable labor practices, hand sewn garments were of value. Leading the
maritime marauders to spare the immigrants their lives and their vessel, but nothing else. Taking
everything including the clothing off their person and even the ship’s rowboats. Nonetheless, my
immigrant ancestors prevailed and arrived in Jamestown, Virginia in 1710. Shivering, due to their
lack of attire.
Thankfully, the locals spared them from making history as the first nudist colony in the New
World. And they gave them whatever extra clothing they could scrounge up. However, as is so often
the case with new immigrants to America, they risk everything to come only to be met with the risks
of surviving in their new home. And a few years later, my immigrant ancestors were all slaughtered
by Native Americans. With the exception of one little boy. Who, in spite of his orphaned state, grew
up to be the forbear of all the Kornegay’s in early America.
While neither Benjamin Franklin nor Thomas Jefferson were fond of the German influx to the
colonies. After all, Pennsylvania, they reasoned was founded as an English colony and not a German
one. The desire of the Germans to escape the monarchies and principalities of the Old World
coupled with their famed determination led to them doubling the entire population of the U.S.
between 1820 and 1870. And while crossing the ocean on the Phoenix in 1751, my immigrant
ancestors really did risk everything to come. As both the father and the mother of Jakob Waltz died
on the way over and were buried at sea. Jakob then Anglicized his name to Jacob Woods and
married Isabella Russell, who came from the more approved of England.
Arriving in Yorkshire under William the Conqueror during the Norman invasion, the Wards
then made their presence known in the New World with Captain John Ward arriving in Jamestown,
Virginia aboard the Sampson on April 22nd, 1619. His arrival proved fortuitous for the English
settlement, for he captained his own ship and went fishing off the New England coast. Bringing back
fish for the colony and keeping them from starving, yet again. His plantation would then be one of
the ones that sent a representative to the first Assembly at Jamestown in July and then again in
August of 1619. An assembly that became the House of Burgesses, the first legislative assembly of
elected representatives in North America.
Needless to say, King James I, who believed in the divine right of kings, was not pleased with
this revolutionary development and tried to dissolve the assembly. But, the Jamestown settlers
wouldn’t hear of it. Setting the stage for the American War for Independence a century and a half
later. And the refusal of Americans to be told what to do, ever since.
Nearly two-hundred years after Captain John Ward’s arrival, Mary Ward defied her Daddy’s
wishes and left the comforts of her physician father’s plantation in Alabama to marry the penniless
Benjamin F. Clements. Making the Wards look askance at our branch of the family tree. Her own
mother had defied her mother’s wishes to marry Dr. James H. Ward, so Mary’s headstrong nature
wasn’t unknown in the family. And my great-grandmother still beamed with pride over the fact that
she was related to the Wards, in spite of their raised eyebrows and all. So with Virginia gearing up
for the 400th Anniversary of the founding of the House of Burgesses in July of 2019; we hope to be
there. After all, our immigrant ancestors risked everything to come.
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Reflections of a First Generation American by Joanne Jagoda
It struck me one day at my Tuesday afternoon mahjong group that the four of us are either
immigrants or first generation Americans. One of the ladies had come from Cuba in the 1960’s,
another came from Venezuela, where her parents had sought asylum from Hitler, the third like me
was the daughter of parents who had fled Nazi Germany in the 1930’s.
My mother, one of four children, grew up in a small, picturesque village, Halsdorf, in Central
Germany. Her family had lived there for generations, with a handful of Jewish families mostly
farmers and merchants. With the rise of Hitler, even the children my mother had grown up with,
were joining Nazi youth groups. My mother’s best friend, Elizabeth, would sneak out at night to see
her. For the small Jewish population, it became increasingly clear they would have to leave their
homes and farms.
My mother had to wait for a signed affidavit from a relative in the United States and an
immigration number which would allow her to seek passage to leave. Her sister and brothers had
already left for the states. My mother, only seventeen, landed in Chicago after her long sea voyage.
The relative, who had sponsored her, was involved in a bridge game and sent her chauffeur to fetch
the bewildered young woman. My mom quickly figured out she was not wanted there and left by
train to join her married sister living in San Francisco. She adapted to life in the bustling city, taking
English classes at night, learning American customs, making friends, finding work and navigating in
a new world, grateful to be out of Germany. Her parents had not yet left and she worried about the
fate of her dear cousins.
Fortunately, her parents, managed to get their papers at the last minute before being deported
and arrived in San Francisco with literally empty suitcases. My mother took them in to her
apartment and worked hard to support them taking several jobs. My grandfather did not live long
after he arrived. My grandmother settled in, found a circle of friends, also recent immigrants, and
loved to entertain at Kaffee klatches on Saturday afternoons clinging to memories of their gemutlich
social life before Hitler. The table would be beautifully set, the pastries abundant and delicious,
recalling favorite recipes like Zwetschgenkuchen, cut plums arranged on a yeast dough.
My parents met at a dance for servicemen at the Jewish Community Center. My mother lived
around the corner from the Center. She was cute, buxom, blue eyed with brown wavy hair. I’m
certain she fussed all afternoon getting ready for the dance and carefully applied her favorite Revlon,
Fire Engine Red lipstick that night. She would have kissed her mama good-by and told her not to
worry about her and not to stay up waiting by the window. My father, also a German immigrant, had
settled in Boston with his twin brother, until being drafted in the US Army. He was stationed at Fort
Beale near Sacramento. He was dapper in his uniform, neatly pressed with carefully shined shoes. He
wore round glasses, had reddish brown hair, not too much of it, and was sturdily built. He came with
his army buddy, Arnold, who was meeting his girl, Gertie. My parents hit it off that night. Family
lore is that my father came to visit her every chance he got, and my mother wooed him with her apfel
kuchen as she was a wonderful baker. The young couple fell hard for each other.
I have a treasure trove of their sweet letters documenting their courtship, engagement and
wedding plans leading to their marriage and the letters they penned every day after they were
married and pining for each other. Their letters were filled with hope and optimism despite the war
which raged on and the uncertainties about family members. My father did not know the fate of his
parents as he had not heard from them for months. He was one of five boys.
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My father’s parents tragically did not make it out of Germany. They were deported to
Teresenstadt in Czechoslovakia where they lived for a few years. My grandfather died there of
typhus. My beloved grandmother was sent on a transport to Auschwitz on a spring day in May. We
believe she was taken to the gas showers soon after she arrived. I have nothing from my
grandparents but a few photos and a priceless collection of their last letters to their sons which show
their desperation to get out of Germany.
Fortunately the war ended before my father could be sent back overseas and with the help of
the GI bill, the young couple bought our family home, a bungalow, in the Richmond district of San
Francisco, a mile from Ocean Beach. I grew up with the sense we were different from our friends
whose parents were American- born. Unconsciously I think we tried harder to fit in. Even our
names were “American” though we were named for family members lost in the Holocaust. My
parents wanted us to be like the other kids and be well-rounded which meant taking lessons; piano,
tap dancing, ballet, ice skating for my sister. We joined Brownies, and my mom volunteered for the
PTA though she was always insecure about her English and her accent. My sister and I were overachievers, excellent self-motivated students. In our house going to college was an unwritten
expectation.
Had my parents not been allowed to immigrate to this country, who knows their fate?
I am truly grateful our country opened up its doors to them. I know of families, decent, hardworking
people like my gardener Julio and the niece of my long time housekeeper who fear deportation. It
makes me sick at heart when I hear about families today being torn apart. I pray for saner minds to
prevail and that we can once again be welcoming to immigrants.

Lilith by Lennart Lundh
There is lightning in the high clouds to the north, but distance cancels the thunder. The flashes
reach me, but the cycle is incomplete. The sky turns darker, eclipses the healing moon and stars.
I am the first emigre, the first immigrant woman. I leave as a stranger, I arrive the same. With no
husband, no sons, the cycle is incomplete. The clouds roll closer. The air cools and turns electric.
My daughters and I speak our only language, and are damned. We eat the only food we know, and
we are cursed. We would belong, but the cycle is incomplete. The distance closes. Thunder makes
the children turn in their sleep.
My labor is required, but undervalued. My wisdom is needed, but not sought. Our bodies are
desired, then discarded. The cycle is incomplete. Silence drops, is suddenly carried away by a
thousand fingers drumming.
The rain falls, warm and soft, carrying hope and salvation, but the ground is hard. The promise is
rejected, flows in gutters. The cycle is incomplete.
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Groota Pieter by Mitchell Toews
In 1964, my ninth summer was like a bowl of cherries. Crates of them, in fact, when local
entrepreneurs borrowed a truck and motored to the orchards of the Okanagan and back. The fruit of
these labours was announced by the scattering of “Fresh! B.C. Cherries” signs that sprouted along the
#12 Highway in Southern Manitoba.
Here, at these roadside stands, sunflower-seed-cracking vendors would eye us suspiciously when
we pulled up on our bikes, dimes at the ready.
“No free tasting!” they would warn, wagging wary fingers at us schnoddanäses.
I remember seeing strangely dressed boys of about my age hanging around these fruit sellers. The
boys had soup bowl haircuts and wore boots that looked like they had seen some real work. Some
cowshit too. Banished from the proximity of the produce they had helped to pick, these junge
roughhoused and pelted rocks at telephone poles as their fathers collected our payments.
A few weeks later when the school year began, the playgrounds and classrooms jammed with
children scrubbed lye soap clean and wearing new clothes, I saw the cherry truck boys again. Unlike
me, they did not have a new plaid pencil case and fresh-from-the-box Dash runners. These rascally
fellows looked and acted much as they had beside the highway. I saw them puffing on corn silk rollyour-owns in the windrow of trees along Kroeker Avenue. They gathered there like
Mennonitische hobbits, all bony knuckles and multi-patched denim overalls.
A shy, freckle-hided elf, I hovered nearby in curiosity. I heard them speaking Low German, which
I only barely understood. (English was the designated language of my parents’ Mennonite household,
owing to a long and bickersome family history that spanned generations, shunnings, and continents.)
After a while, my presence was detected, and they chased me away in a hail of seed cones, chunks
of bark and whatever other throwables came to hand for the windrow diewils.
“Who are those kids, anyway?” I asked my friend Harold as we walked home from school.
“My mom says a whole bunch of families moved to Hartplatz from Mexico,” he said, kicking a
discarded Rogers Golden Syrup can.
“But they don’t sound Mexican. They speak German.”
“Well, yeah! They are Mennonites from Mexico and don’t speak much English. Our Sunday
School sponsors one!” he said. My lack of churchiness was to blame for my ignorance.
We played baseball at school that warm fall and it soon became apparent that while these new
kids were not much for rules, they could all really hit and throw. Some uneasy alliances were made
but for the most part, our games were tense contests of 'Canadians' against 'Mexicans'. Our political
correctness had no beginning and our playground animosity knew no end.
Finally, after a scuffle broke out over a controversial fair-foul call, a Battle Royale was suggested
to settle our differences, once and for all. Solemn rules of engagement were determined. No weapons.
No TV wrestling choke-holds. Just bare knuckles.
The rumble would begin as soon as school let out. Our field of glory was to be the parking lot
behind the nearby Evangelical Fellowship Church. Fighting on school property broke a cardinal rule
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with expulsion as the penalty, and we were keen to distance ourselves from that consequence. The
EFC building stood just beyond the short porch leftfield fence for Hartplatz’s main Little League
diamond. Hallowed ground for us, seeing as a home run hit over the EFC roof was such a rare and
prodigious feat. Only the legendary Fuzz Doerksen had done this in an official game.
Afternoon recess that day saw us ganged in our respective cohorts, with lots of swagger and a few
softly lobbed dirt clods punctuating our mutual disrespect.
As we filed in for the last classes – Art followed by Devotions – the Mexikaunsche crew looked
confident. They were outnumbered three to one but seemed unconcerned. One boy poked his finger
against my new corduroy jacket sleeve and said, “You’re gonna really get it from Groota Pieter!”
My substandard Plautdietsch failed me once again. If I’d known the true meaning of that
honorific, it might have changed things.
The four-o-clock bell rang, and we dashed to the cloakroom at the back of our classroom to don
our brave apparel and make for the battleground.
We didn’t know exactly how to start. Congregated in shuffling clumps each to one side of the
gravel lot, it was almost as if we needed a teacher or a pastor to organize the activity. But it was up to
us to finish what we started.
“We should get garbage can lids and have a stone fight!” one of our gang suggested.
I considered this option, weighing the relative merits of artillery versus infantry when everyone
stopped talking and began staring, open-mouthed, at our opposition.
A pack of our adversaries accompanied a boy of about six feet who approached. He stopped and
stood among them like a thin balsam growing up from a cluster of ground-hugging juniper.
The towering newcomer stood rigidly still, sizing us up as his minions bobbed and jeered below.
A lone emissary from their side strode with reckless bravado towards us, carrying a white hanky.
“No fair bringing a big brother!” one of our members called out.
“He ain’t no brother. That’s Groota Pieter. He came yesterday by the Winnipeg bus with
his Taunte Lena and his sister Tina. He is twelve, but he is gonna be in Grade Four for now – in our
class. He starts tomorrow.”
In a flat brogue that kicked the edge off our chiseled courage, the emissary finished his
explanation. Our side’s tactical advantage was gone – escaped and bounding away like a rabbit free
of the hutch.
We put our heads together as we did in our football huddles on the green grass of Barkman Park,
inspired to unity by Groota Pieter’s threatening presence. As Harold summed up, “fighting is against
our religion anyway!” Our hasty council agreed with unanimous fervor. We voted for peace and had
we swords we would surely have beat them into ploughshares. As it was, those armed with garbage
can lids dropped them in clattering surrender.
Groota Pieter spectated with interest. He posted himself awkwardly with his oversized hands
hooked into suspendered pants and a silly grin on his face, way up high where the weather was
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apparently quite good. Not one of us searched the ground for smooth stones to sling.
A few days later, I made Groota Pieter my first pick for our noon-hour ball team. He stood apart,
shifting his weight from one leg to the other, a shy giraffe observing proceedings from the girls’
diamond that shared the obverse side of our whitewashed backstop.
Pieter ambled over, and I fitted him with my dad’s ball glove, brought in anticipation of this exact
circumstance. I showed him how to stick his index finger out and fit it into the worn, dark groove on
the back of the mitt, “So it doesn’t ‘brennt soo väl’ on cold days,” I explained, venturing into my
pidgin Plautdietsch for his benefit.
“Oh, I can speak English,” he said, taking his place at first base. He gave me a ‘Don’t patronize
me,’ stink eye that I did not soon forget.
Gifted beyond this withering evil eye, he could also catch and pick up grounders and hurl
lightning bolts across the field. His enormous hands gripped the grapefruit-sized ball like it was a
tiny Mandarin orange – the kind you got in your tutje at the Christmas Eve program. The game
ended when he smashed the ball into Plumber Unger’s garden, beyond the schoolyard fence.
Pieter became Pete and after only a few months, the differences between us did not seem
important. Pete and I stayed friends, although our spheres did not often intersect as adults.
***
Many seasons after meeting Pete, I sat on the wet bleachers at my granddaughter’s fastball game.
We were visitors in a town on the other side of the Red River from Hartplatz.
A floor mat from my pickup truck served as a makeshift seat cushion for the late May contest. I
was happy to be here, baseball had been gone from my life for quite a few summers now and it was
good to be back. I liked this old ballpark with its painted backstops, where tall ironweed stems and
winding thistle grew close to the planks, kindred in their effort to escape the mower’s blades.
“I think that rain is done for today,” a man said as he climbed up to the row in front of me. He
nodded at the fellow seated there and sat beside him. “Jake,” he said.
“Obram,” the fellow replied. The two seemed like regulars at these games. Both were about my
age. “How are you?” Jake said to the new arrival.
“Oh, it goes to hold out. You?”
“Same,” Jake said, accepting a handful of sunflower seeds. The two men cracked and spat,
clearing their throats and murmuring as the teams went through their infield warm-ups on the wet
diamond.
The Hartplatz team was up first. After the first batter struck out, the next to the plate was a player
I did not recognize. Must be a new kid, I thought.
“Oh, dis oughta be good,” the man named Obram said quietly. I looked away as he shot a sidling
glance in my direction. “Easy out!” he yelled.
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The girl wore a discreet headscarf beneath her batting helmet. The scarf came up from under her
uniform tunic and covered her neck and the back of her head. It was cool after the rain, and I had
mistaken her headgear for a balaclava.
“She one of them border crossers?” I overheard Obram speculate.
The other man shrugged and tossed his few remaining seeds onto the ground.
After working the count full, the batter hit a sharp drive over second base. Her bright eyes
beamed at their bench as she reached the bag.
“Pretty good hittin’,” Jake said, giving me a friendly smile.
The next batter bunted, advancing her. Following that, my granddaughter lined out to the pitcher
to end the inning. Right back at ‘er, I thought.
Our pitcher took the mound. Tall and long-limbed, it was the girl with the kerchief scarf. She
threw hard and the home crowd watched anxiously as she struck out the side, overpowering the
batters.
“She don’t look sixteen to me,” Obram said, standing. Jake stared straight ahead. Obram put his
hands in his pockets. “She sixteen? Your pitcher - she is sixteen, right?” he said to me.
I did not pick up on the comment and he prodded again, “Your pitcher, she looks older than
sixteen - but it’s hard to tell with them.”
“Well, I’m just an Opa,” I began, rankled, but feeling obligated to answer. “But, yeah - if that’s the
rule, I’m sure she’s no more than sixteen-years-old. She’s new on the team.”
“New? I bet. Where’s she from, anyway?” he asked.
“Corner of Friesen Avenue and First, I think,” I said, getting a small chuckle and an impish wink
from Jake.
“Eh? Whatever,” Obram said. He returned his attention to the game, clapping his hands.
Several innings passed, but it was still a scoreless tie. Both pitchers were throwing well. As the
game progressed, it became apparent that the men hunched in front of me were deep in
conversation. It did not seem altogether friendly and they had forgotten about baseball.
Cold, I hurried back to fetch a jacket from the truck. When I returned, Obram and Jake had left
the bleachers and were standing on the edge of the parking lot. Their posture and raised voices told
me something was wrong. I slowed to hear what was being said.
“...Well, the place we grew up in is a ‘sanctuary’ city too,” Jake said, his face red. “Manitoba gave
my great-great-Opa free land, so his family could escape Russia. My ancestors were refugees. Yours
too!
What about that?”
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“Those were different times — our people came in peace!” Obram sputtered.
“Acch. Same manure, different pile!” Jake replied with disdain.
“Nay, nay!” Obram said. “Besides, nobody really gave us nothing! Our people worked the land,
cleared it and picked rocks - it was just Bosch before!”
“But still - it was land! In fact, the Mennonites from Russia that came in the 1870s were offered
deeds that had already been given to Métis families. The Manitoba government promised to buy back
the 160-acre plots for $1 an acre. But they took years to pay the scrips and made the Métis property
owners responsible to prove they were entitled to a buy-out.
Did you know that?” Jake replied. He fought to maintain his composure, kicking at a patch of
crumbling asphalt as he spoke. “The government waited them out. The Métis eventually scattered,
and the Mennonites took over the land,” he said, pausing and then adding, “Doesn’t seem right to
me.”
Obram lit a cigarette and held it covertly in a cupped hand while he thought, his head bowed.
“Nay, nay, nay! Our families feared God! They made the land valuable by hard work and know-how.
They just wanted to live together without war. These people,” he pointed in the general direction of
the Hartplatz dugout, “are illegal and some are terrorists…” he paused, realizing that he was
shouting.
I had stopped and was listening intently. Their clash was the sort of thing you read online, in
columns of comments and chat rooms, but seldom heard out loud. This argument between two men
who were so like each other — and to me, in many ways — was striking. It also reminded me that this
was a place just north of the U.S. border, on the front lines of refugee traffic. Unsettled, I went back
to my place on the bleachers.
After twenty minutes, with the game still scoreless in the last inning, Jake returned wearing a
wool Mackinaw. He took the same spot, just in front of me. After seating himself, he glanced over.
“Sorry about that guy. He was outta line. Obram’s a loud-mouth.”
“It’s a tough situation,” I said.
“Maybe,” Jake said. “For me it’s clear-cut. Our family re-settled back to Canada from Mexico in
the Sixties. We moved to Rosendorf and not everyone was friendly. I know what it’s like.”
I nodded yes, hiding my guilt. “You say the Sixties? But here in Rosendorf, eh?”
“Yeah. 1964, at Christmas time. I was born down in Mexico, you know. I didn’t speak a word of
English when we got here.”
Just then, the tall girl with the headscarf hit a long fly ball. With one out, the runner on third
tagged up and trotted in with the first run.
“Well, how about that! Looks like the visitors are making it interesting!” Jake said, with another
wink.
“They always do.”
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The Wayward Clockmaker by Alex R. Encomienda
By noontide beneath tailored denims torn and tinkered it appeared; smears drawn from working
hands pitted and stony, the black hole like array into the frames of his fours swayed as he worked his
fleeting magic on these rusty silver tokens.
He was a staring Cyclops as the blackness covered his other eye into a closing; a creeping mellow
came to be and he appeared glad it returned.
Clockmaker, clockmaker; this bible town is omni and amicable birthing knowers and journeymen;
one may be a fool on Razor’s edge.
The moonlapse over the cottage was forming vertigo in his veins; this darkland wept for company.
Perhaps in the deepness of his work he could find solitary joy because even in the holiest places
there was always a rotten fruit; many a windows for many a men.
In this porcelain top, gemmy and gorgeous the man of many woes winded up the arms; returning to
a place he called sanctuary. Morning rise and nightfall at the end of the fortnight; loving joyous
memories.
Beckoning once more round the golden piece of work, he fancied nights of Sofia and Lom, Lovech
and the Black Sea; places he longed to return to forevermore.
The bibelots of olive on every clockwork and every wall were ever so olden and eerie to glare at; however so he was glaring they beckoned to him in sly passages tender and tiresome.
Clockmaker of vehemence, ardor of years to remember; these trinkets have no time to speak of, no
voice to follow.
Clockmaker watches time go by as he places the golden piece upon the tabletop; he recalls every
moment that he cherished in dear blues.
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Annette and Florian by Beate Sigriddaughter
In 1944 the Boches are everywhere, not just in Paris. The greatest fear is falling into their
hands and coming to their special attention. Annette, make sure you practice your German phrases,
and color your hair, every two weeks. Every two weeks, do you hear me?
Maman, my hair is practically falling out, it’s brittle, and I hate the smell. Well, it’s important,
Annette. Mine’s white already, but yours isn’t, so it’s important that you make it blond. If it’s so
important that we have a Jewish ancestor somewhere on Papa’s side, then why don’t we leave like
others have done? Because, my darling, Papa is ill, and I am old, and we don’t have a chance to start
a new life elsewhere. Maman, I’m old enough, I’ll take care of you both. We should go. Annette, it
would kill Papa, and it might kill me, too. We’re too old to start over.
So Annette colors her hair. The Boches now swarm all over Strasbourg and everybody lives
under a cloud of fear. One day they come to Annette’s house to interrogate her parents, but not
Annette herself. Not yet, she assumes. She sits in the garden, crying with fear and with shame. And
with frustration. And lack of hope.
“Vous voyez comme une déesse,” a man says behind her, and she is so taken by surprise that
she laughs out loud despite her despair and in the face of all common sense. She quickly sobers up
and tells him that she speaks German. Immediately he asks, in German, why she laughed like that
and she feels fear go through her like a blast turning all her muscles to mush. She can barely sit
upright. She reaches for the closest tree to steady herself. He tells her to look at him and to tell him.
So she looks at him and his eyes are kind.
“You said I see like a goddess,” she explains. “You probably meant to say I look like one.”
“Then you must teach me to keep my French in better order,” he says.
“If you want me to.”
“I do,” he says. “I am Adjutant Fuchs. And you’re the daughter of the house?"
She nods. She knows he is constantly keeping his eyes on her with a proprietary kind of gaze,
and she in turns tries to look his way as little as possible. She hates her own submissiveness and
knows it can’t be helped. “I am called Annette Stein."
“Then you’re really partly German,” he says.
She doesn’t say anything in response, but when he touches her arm, she trembles so much
that she feels her skin is going to simply fly off her bones.
For several weeks she teaches him French for an hour each day. He brings her presents of
food at times and tobacco for her father, who doesn’t smoke but hoards it to pass along to others in
exchange for other things. Her family is left alone, conspicuously so, because neighbors start to
behave strangely, becoming more distant, which hurts her mother deeply. Annette can tell. Her
father is too ill to be out and about much, so he hardly notices. Annette keeps dyeing her hair to a
color Adjutant Fuchs declares more than once he thinks is beautiful. Little does he know.
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Annette and Florian
by Beate
Writers’
Bios Sigriddaughter
It is summer, and as often as the weather and the long hours of daylight permit, they have
their daily lesson outside. He is always polite. He starts calling her Annette. That seems only normal.
He also tells her his first name, Florian. But coax as he will, she cannot possibly call him by his first
name, much less can she use the informal form of address with him, “tu” or “Du”, except in
impersonal examples of language, of which he then proceeds to make quite a game. But in real life
communications she addresses him formally, and, to her surprise, so does he with her, despite also
continuing to call her by her first name. She starts trusting his good will, though his presence feels
awkward to her, clumsy and heavy. Perhaps it is her fear of him as a Boche that makes her feel that
way. One time he tries to kiss her, and she looks so terrified that he abandons the attempt, says a
regretful two-syllable word, “Naja,” and never repeats the attempt.
After four months he is called away from Strasbourg and stationed elsewhere. He leaves her
and her family a large stash of tins. Then one night their house goes up in flames. Her father’s weak
heart doesn’t make it through that night. There is a cursory investigation, but the fire isn’t of any
great importance at the time to anyone besides her and her mother, what with so many other wartime calamities occurring left and right. Her mother dies shortly afterwards, both of her parents
before the war ends, which end they would have enjoyed witnessing.
Annette gets by, living in a room she rents from a friendly spinster school teacher. There is no
money to have the house rebuilt. In fact, for the time being nobody has any money, not even to buy
the land from her and develop it for themselves.
Life doesn’t turn out to be what it had promised to be, or what she has, promise or no
promise, believed it would be. She works as a seamstress in a small clothing factory, doing some of
the finer needlework that can’t be sent down the mechanical production line, not with the state of
the art of then current machinery. Sometimes in the evenings she goes to visit the ruins of her old
home and just sits there, looking into the past and trying to see the future. In the summer when the
weather is nice she goes almost daily. She sits on the long stone wall that is left standing, cleaned
now from ashes by years of rain and sanitized by the scorching of the sun.
One day in 1948, a shadow steps out from among fruit trees now left to grow wild for birds
and squirrels and adventurous children who don’t mind playing among the ruins.
“I couldn’t forget you,” he says. He is no longer Adjutant Fuchs, but plain Florian Fuchs. One
of his arms is missing. He says it doesn’t matter. He also says it doesn’t matter about her hair, which
is no longer blond, but brown, and, he insists, very attractive. He is now studying for the ministry
and she is glad he is alive.
His presence still feels heavy to her. The whole situation feels heavy, with him stepping out of
the trees after so much loss, after so much animosity and fear. She isn’t sure what her feelings are
exactly, but she is grateful for his willingness to be her friend, and she is touched by his tales of
carrying her around in his heart even while they were officially each other’s enemies.
They are married as soon as his theological studies are completed, and they decide to
emigrate to the United States rather than staying in either one of their formerly warring countries.
They are young enough for that kind of courage. They are young enough for the three children they
create together. They are young enough to start a new existence, she in a country she already wanted
to go to once anyway, and he in the ministry where he finds standing up for God a much gentler
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discipline than standing up for Hitler.
When they get to New York Harbor, having dutifully admired the Statue of Liberty with both
anticipation and apprehension, they stand in the immigration office, separated by a glass divider
from the immigration officer.
“You’re Mr. and Mrs. Fuchs?” the officer asks.
“Yes.”
“What does it mean?”
“Pardon?”
“Your name,” the officer clarifies. His complexion is peculiarly ruddy. “Does it mean anything
in English?”
“Yes. It means fox.”
“Permit me to issue your green cards with the English name. Mr. and Mrs. Fox. Trust me. It is
better.”
They are confused, but feel obliged to trust him and certainly do not want to cause any
trouble of delay or other inconvenience to themselves. If the immigration officer says they must be
called Fox, then they will be called Fox. Later Florian changes his name, informally and for practical
purposes, to Fred. Annette’s name doesn’t appear to be in need of any adjustments.
They spend a good twenty years together in the New Country, and he is much respected in the
community despite his never quite eradicated German accent, which at first offends some people in
his congregation because they have lost brothers, fathers, and sons on account of Hitler’s ambitions.
Annette is respected, too, but that is not surprising. The French hadn’t offended anyone very deeply
of late.
The last words he says to her before he dies are these: “Vous voyez comme une déesse." Then
she laughs and she cries and she believes that she has loved him all along, that dashing formerly
blond man who has once made her tremble with such fear.
(Previously published by Eclectica Magazine in 2013)
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The Old Ladies Bench by Jean Ende
When Golda Rosen’s middle son, Saul, married Leah Schwartz’ eldest daughter, Helen, the
two women became machitanisters, a Yiddish word that refers to the bond between the mothers of a
husband and a wife. Jewish women sometimes use the word in place of a given name, affectionately
saying, “hello machitanister,” to greet each other.
However, Leah and Golda weren't fond of each other and saw no reason to pretend that they
were. They approved of their children’s’ marriage, Leah was glad her daughter had married someone
who ran a profitable business, Golda was glad her son had married an American-born girl who spoke
fluent Yiddish and kept a kosher-style home, they were always polite to each other, and they both
believed that was all that should be expected of them. The two women had known each other for
more than 20 years and lived three blocks apart but always used surnames when talking to each
other.
“Good day, Mrs. Rosen,” Leah said when they met.
“Good day, Mrs. Schwartz,” Golda would answer.
One bright October day in 1955, right after lunch, Golda slipped her gnarled feet into her
worn, leather slippers, glanced at the candle burning in a small glass next to the kitchen sink and
shuffled out the door of her ground-floor apartment. She slowly made her way to the long, grey
wooden bench in the alley between the house where she lived below her oldest son and his family,
and the identical two-family house where her youngest son and his family lived.
Ten years ago, when she started having trouble walking, her sons bought the bench so she
could sit outside and get some air. Today it was warm from the afternoon sun and Golda sighed
contentedly as she sat down. The bench had a wide slat near the ground where a short woman like
Golda could rest her feet and had recently been repainted after she pointed out the stains made by
bird droppings.
She took a piece of rock candy out of her pocket and sucked on it as she chatted with passing
neighbors, finding out what was happening in everyone’s life. When no one was around she quietly
chanted to herself, a tune hummed so softly it could barely be heard over the passing traffic. From
her seat Golda could see all the way down Astor Avenue, the main thoroughfare in her three block
kingdom in the Bronx, and she watched Leah Schwartz briskly head toward her, clutching a large
brown purse that matched her sturdy walking shoes and a bulky shopping bag.
I wonder if she’ll fit me into her busy schedule today, thought Golda. Maybe she has a new
praise-worthy activity and she wants to make sure I know about it.
“Hello. It’s nice to see you Mrs. Schwartz,” said Golda when the other woman was a few feet
away. “Would you like to sit down on my bench?”
“It's nice to see you Mrs. Rosen. I think I will join you for just a minute,” said Leah carefully
putting her shopping bag, which contained a pound of only slightly bruised tomatoes and a few other
vegetables, at the end of the bench.
Leah had asked her daughter to get the tomatoes for her from the Italian market on
Eastchester Road, explaining that they were having a sale. Helen insisted it wasn’t worth making a
special trip, there were plenty of tomatoes in the refrigerator.
“Those tomatoes are too expensive to use for stewing,” said Leah. “If you’re too tired I’ll go
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myself.” Since it was a nice day she decided to walk to the market and save the bus fare and now,
although she tried not to show it, her bunions were hurting.
As she sat down Leah wondered, as usual, why Golda didn’t get some pillows to put on the
hard bench. Even though she was well-padded, Leah knew that her bottom would soon begin to
ache. She was sure Golda, who had considerably less padding, must be uncomfortable too. But Leah
never suggested that Golda get them some cushions from her apartment and Golda never offered.
“So Mrs. Schwartz, what have you been doing lately?” Golda asked.
“Well, since you ask, I made a cake for my friend Lester yesterday,” said Leah. “He lives by
himself and does his own cooking. He mentioned he’d been to the bakery so I decided to make
something for him so he doesn’t waste his money.
“I use only one egg, half a stick of butter and just a little milk and sugar,” she said. “My cakes
are always delicious, I just have the knack. And if I do say so myself, I know how to get the most from
my money.”
Golda raised her eyebrows and pursed her lips. “Couldn’t have been much of a cake,” she said.
“I did some baking yesterday too, and when I make a cake I use a dozen eggs, a pound of butter, a
gallon of milk and lots of sugar. I never think about how much I’m spending. Good food is worth
whatever it costs.”
Leah shook her head and the women sat quietly. They watched a group of teenagers stroll by,
a large radio that played loud music perched on the shoulder of the tallest one.
Unlike Golda, Leah didn’t have her own apartment. She lived with her daughter and son-inlaw, a few blocks away, in the back bedroom of a brick two-family house similar to the ones owned by
Golda’s other sons. Most people in the neighborhood had aged relatives living in their down-stairs
apartments--in-laws, maiden aunts, or cousins without nearby family—and Saul and Helen had
expected Leah to live below them when they bought the house. However, Leah had insisted that she
didn’t need her own apartment and was happier seeing the place produce rent.
“I’m out all day, why do I need to take care of an apartment?” she told people who inquired
about the arrangement. “This way I can easily babysit and help Helen with her housework.”
Every Monday Leah made large pots of stew from the cheapest cuts of meat, special delicacies
like calf’s foot jelly, a green aspic with shiny globs of fat that her grandchildren dared each other to
taste, and desserts made from marked down bruised fruits. She ate the same meal every day until it
was all finished.
“If it’s good today it’ll be even better tomorrow,” she said.
Leah frequently offered to cook for the whole family, eager to showcase her hard-won
knowledge of how to scrimp and save, and Helen always vetoed this plan. She was proud that her
husband made a good living, that her family didn’t have to worry about the cost of food and they had
luxuries like the fancy dishwasher that Leah refused to use saying it was for lazy, spoiled people who
didn’t understand that a good wife doesn’t mind working hard for her family.
Helen broiled steaks, hamburgers and chicken. She served salads made of iceberg lettuce and
sliced tomatoes covered with bottled dressing and warmed up cans of peas and carrots. She didn’t
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insist that her children finish everything on their plates and she threw out most of the leftovers
despite her mother’s disapproval.
While Leah scrounged for the cheapest cuts of meat, Golda demanded the most
expensive. Her primary instruction to Rachel, the daughter-in-law who lived next door and shopped
for her, was, “get me the good stuff,” a phrase she repeated in English to make sure Rachel
understood her.
When it came to food Golda knew exactly what she wanted – costly steaks, roast beef and
other meats definitely not designed for an old lady who often couldn’t be bothered to put in her
teeth. To make it edible, she’d boil the meat until it was reduced to a soft mush guaranteed to make
anyone else in the kitchen lose their appetite.
It was clearly a waste of money however, as Rachel said, “What the old lady wants, the old
lady gets. If it keeps her happy, it’s worth the money. Otherwise she’ll drive me crazy with all of her
complaining and eventually my husband will get it for her anyway. Heaven forbid his precious mama
doesn’t have everything she wants.”
Golda believed that no meal was complete unless it included a good stiff drink. Conveniently,
the few words Golda could pronounce properly in English included, "Southern Comfort." She
generally finished about a quart of this 100 proof bourbon each week. If Rachel was slow getting her
another bottle Golda just asked her grandson Kenny to buy it for her.
The owner of the nearby Parkway Liquors knew the family and didn’t hesitate to give whiskey
to a 12-year-old. “Here’s some schnopps for grandma,” he’d say, confident that Rachel would come in
later to pay him.
When people were around, Golda sipped the Southern Comfort from a water glass. If she
thought no one was watching, she drank straight from the bottle. If anyone suggested she slow down,
Golda just smiled and said, “But you never saw me drunk.”
It never occurred to anyone that they had probably never seen her completely sober.
When the street was quiet again, Golda turned to Leah. “So Mrs. Schwartz, this Lester, are you
keeping company with him?”
“He’s just someone at my school. He doesn’t know the work as well as I do, so sometimes I
stay after class and go over the lessons with him. The cafeteria is open late and we get tea and talk.”
Leah attended night school at nearby Christopher Columbus High School, taking English for
foreigners. Golda thought that was a waste of time. “I speak Yiddish perfectly well. Why bother with
another language?” she had asked when Leah suggested that after 30 years in this country Golda
might improve her English. “The people I want to talk to speak my language. Anyone else has
something to say to me, they can learn Yiddish.”
While Golda had been a housewife her whole life and had always lived surrounded by her
protective family, Leah had helped her husband run a candy store until he died. She was accustomed
to being out in the world. Leah could speak, read and write English fairly well. This proficiency had
earned her straight A’s in the beginning English class, where the teacher told her she was his best
student, a comment she repeated to everyone.
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When that class was over, she re-enrolled and was surprised to find a different teacher in
front of the class. She’d been promoted to the next grade. Now she was expected to learn geography,
advanced math, history and other useless subjects.
out.

Her teenaged granddaughter, Sarah, tried to help Leah with her homework, but it didn’t work
“Who cares where Africa is?” Leah asked. “I’m not going there. Who would I know?”

“Let’s try the math,” said Sarah. “If you have half a pie and want to feed six people, how much
pie does each person get?”
“That’s ridiculous,” said Leah. “Who serves half a pie to six people? I’d make another pie
before they arrived. If they dropped in unexpectedly they could all eat stewed fruit instead.
Remember, I told you, you should always make sure there’s plenty of stewed fruit in the house. It’s
cheap and lasts a long time.”
After a few weeks of failing grades, Leah marched into the director’s office and demanded that
she be put back into her old class. For the next several years she faithfully repeated the beginner’s
class, smiling smugly when the teachers praised her work, getting straight A’s, always ready to help
fellow students like Lester.
“I was thinking of inviting Lester to join me at the Senior Citizens Center some time,” said
Leah. “But I’m not sure. It hasn’t been the same lately.”
Leah was president of the Tea Committee at the Center, which meant she got the first chance
to grab leftovers while she was cleaning up. She carried an extra-large purse on party days. If there
was something particularly appetizing being served, she’d slip some of it into her bag before the
party began, just in case there weren’t any leftovers. Lately, she’d noticed people frowning at her
when she filled her purse with goodies and she was afraid that her membership on the hospitality
committee was almost over.
“Instead of taking this Lester to your crowded club, you should make another cake and bring
it to him in his apartment,” said Golda. “This time use more sugar, a little frosting isn’t a bad idea. A
man likes some sweetness from a woman.”
“I know what a man likes from a woman,” said Leah. “You don’t have to tell me. I’m not going
to go to the house of a man who lives alone. How would it look?”
“Who wants to look? Lester is our age? Getting close to 80? You’re afraid he’ll grab you by the
hair and throw you on the bed? You should be so lucky.”
“I don’t like that kind of talk, Mrs. Rosen. I know from personal experience that men can’t be
trusted.”
Golda.

“Maybe you think he’s lying, that he has a wife at home and wants someone on the side?” said

“Shame on you," said Leah. "He lost his wife in the camps and didn’t remarry. He’s a
survivor.” Leah touched the inside of her wrist indicating that Lester had a number tattooed there. “I
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don’t know if he has any family here or if they were all lost. I don’t want to ask questions about what
he went through.”
Golda was silent for a moment. “You’re right, it’s best not to pry about the past,” she
said. “But life goes on, no reason you two can’t get together. Maybe you think he’s after your
money? All the pennies you save by buying food no one wants?”
“What do you know about the value of pennies, Mrs. Rosen?” said Leah. “You arrived in this
country before the war and after your sons had established a good business. They gave you
everything you wanted, you never had to do anything on your own. Whenever you want to go
someplace, one of your sons drives you in his big, fancy car. No one thinks of asking you to take a
bus or train or even to walk too far. If I want to go someplace Helen says, ‘Don’t worry about my
mom, she can take care of herself.’ And I can. I have to.”
“You think you’re the only one who’s suffered?” said Golda. “You came over well before the
Nazis arrived in Poland. Did you ever wonder why my sons came over without me? Young men were
being forced into the Polish army. They had to escape. I stayed behind to take care of my sick
husband who couldn’t travel.” Golda stared straight ahead, not looking at Leah. “I was terrified. I
didn’t know what I would do if they closed the border. Yet I had to wait for my husband to die
before I could leave.”
Leah looked directly at Golda, not speaking until she finally turned and their eyes met. “But
you did make it, Mrs. Rosen. And when you arrived everything was golden. Do you want to know
why I came over so early?” Leah took a deep breath, raising her bosom.
“Remember, I don’t come from a poor little peasant village like you. I was raised in Warsaw,
a sophisticated, cultured city,” she said, exhaling and deflating her bosom. “I was raised in a rich,
educated and well-respected family. I was the oldest girl in my large family, I had to help with
everything but I knew my future held a good match and a nice home of my own.
“Finally the matchmaker made the arrangements—she found a wealthy, handsome man for
me. However, when he came to the house to meet me he got a look at my younger sister, a pretty,
spoiled girl. Spoiled like you, Mrs. Rosen.” Leah clenched her large hands into fists, realized what
she had done and tried to relax them.
“He didn’t care what agreement had been made. He decided that my little sister was the girl
he wanted,” she said. “And he got her."
“Those things happened, I know. You're lucky you were in a city. In a small village everyone
knows everyone else’s business.”
“Even in a city the size of Warsaw, everyone knew. Wherever I went, I heard people talking
about it. I was too embarrassed to think about having the matchmaker make another arrangement,”
said Leah.
“My father sent me to America to avoid the shame. He got in touch with some relatives who
arranged for me to marry Jake. You remember my Jake? He was a good man, a hard worker, but
from a lower class,” she said. “I arrived here just in time for the Depression. We slaved in our store
to make ends meet. Believe me, Mrs. Rosen, no one paved the streets with gold for me.
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“At first I got a few letters from home, however once the war started, nothing,” she said. “I
never saw any of them again.”
“That’s a hard story you tell Leah, but we all have stories,” said Golda. “You must have heard
that I didn’t only have sons, that my oldest was a girl. Her name was Sarah, you know that’s who our
granddaughter is named after. Do you also know that my daughter Sarah was married well before the
war started? That she had a baby, a little girl whose birthday would be today. My first grandchild. No
one talks about that child anymore, no one celebrates her birthday. No one but me.
“When my boys said it was time to leave, my daughter’s husband didn’t believe them. He
thought they were jealous that he had a successful business. He said Hitler would never reach
Poland. I begged him to listen. He refused,” Golda said. “He thought he was smarter than my boys.
He and my daughter and my granddaughter stayed behind. They all died in the camps.”
“You have to be grateful you got here, Leah,” Golda said, suddenly realizing she was using the
woman’s given name. “You stayed alive, got married, had children and grandchildren who are alive.
If not for the sister who took your fiancé you might have stayed in Warsaw and been killed with the
rest of your family.”
Leah sniffed and stared at Golda. “I’m not a fool,” she said. “You don’t have to tell me what
happened in Europe. But if not for that girl I would have had an easy, rich life in Warsaw,” she said.
“So maybe we don’t live forever. No one does. But while we were alive I’d live like a queen. No,
Golda, I won’t forgive that girl.”
The two old women sat quietly on the bench, nothing left to say. They closed their eyes, lifted
their chins, tried to catch the last rays of the sun on their wrinkled faces. However the sun was ready
to set and a cool wind started to blow. It ruffled Golda’s straight white hair and Leah’s curly grey
hair.
Golda checked that her bulky white cardigan was buttoned. Leah stretched her blue woolen
jacket over her chest and zipped it up. After a few minutes, Golda turned to Leah.
“Maybe you're right, Leah, going to his house is too much," said Golda. "Still, if this Lester
seems like a nice man maybe you should give him a chance. But be smart. Instead of making another
cake, suggest he take you to a show. Make it clear he’ll be paying, that you want to go in a taxi. See
what happens. Play hard to get. No more free cakes.”
Golda started to giggle. “If you need a chaperone I could come along,” she said. “Just to make
sure there’s no funny business I’ll have one of my boys give me a good, strong belt to carry in my
purse.”
Leah giggled too. “Just what I need,” she said. “A drunken chaperone who’ll probably forget
her teeth. That’ll keep him in his place.”
“So, machitanister, how about coming inside and having some Southern Comfort?” said
Golda. “It’s getting chilly out here. A little schnopps will warm us up.”
“Sounds like a good idea,” said Leah. “And maybe a piece of your cake too.”
(Winner of the short story competition in the Nov., 2016 issue of Bosque Magazine.)

.
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Excerpt from Anna Heart of a Peasant by Carol Marie Davis
She kept to the bank of a stream walking miles until daylight touched the trees. Ravens cawed to each
other in the branches, the acrid smell of wood smoke hung in the air. In a moment she caught sight
of brightly painted caravans and small campfires burning in the distance. “Cyhani!” (Gypsies) she
whispered under her breath. Barely did that word leave her mouth when a pair of snarling dogs
charged up the bank toward her, lips curled back over bared fangs, fur on their hackles raised.
“Dziki! Brudny! Stop! shouted a tall, dark-skinned man sprinting up behind the animals. They stood
still now, whimpering, tails between their scraggy legs. “What brings you here, peasant girl?” asked
the Gypsy, studying Anna’s disheveled appearance, the frayed blouse, dusty skirt, worn shoes and the
bulky sack she held.
Anna twisted the sack nervously, then straightened her back. “I’ve left home to seek my fortune,” she
answered, gazing directly into his dark eyes.
“Well, well,” he said. “If you want to know your fortune, you’ve come to the right place, but it will cost
what you have in that bag.”
Anna slung the bag over to him. “My name is Janos, come with me,” he said, catching it and
gesturing to a campsite. Anna followed his swinging stride down the embankment where a young
woman in a full, brightly-colored skirt sat tending a fire next to an ornately carved wagon. “This is
my wife, Tsanka, she will make you welcome,” he said tossing the bag near the fire.
Anna introduced herself and showed the potatoes, cabbage, bread and salt she had brought. “It’s not
much, but it will make a good soup,” she said, forcing a smile.
Tsanka gazed up at her through heavy-lidded eyes. The gold bracelets tinkled on her wrists as she
reached for Anna’s hand. “Give me your palm,” she said.
Anna expected Tsanka to tell her fortune by studying her open palm, instead she searched her face.
“You are running from evil,” she began and spat over her left shoulder. “There is a long road ahead of
you, but I see honesty in your eyes. You can rest here,” she said, releasing Anna’s hand and pointing
to her covered wagon.
Suddenly Anna felt very tired. Yawning, she entered the caravan, crawled next to the three darkhaired children who lay sprawled on rumpled blankets, and closed her eyes.
Darkness had settled in when Anna awoke to the stirring sounds of violins and laughter, women in
billowing skirts, their eyes reflecting firelight, danced barefoot, leaping and whirling like a bevy of
colorful butterflies. She saw a group of singers stamping their feet and clacking wooden spoons to the
rhythmic melodies. Half-naked children ran shrieking around the campfire, their dogs chasing them
and barking. She smelled meat sizzling on the fire and heard Janos shout.
“Come out, peasant girl. Come join the wedding celebration.”
Pulled into a circle of dancers, Anna felt the freedom of the music, now quick and playful like
children romping, then fast and furious like a troop of soldiers rushing into battle. When the fiddlers
stopped, Tsanka grabbed hold of her.
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“You dance well for a “Gadje,” (non-Gypsy) she said. “Tonight we feast; tomorrow you will become
one of us.”
In the months that followed, Anna wandered with the Gypsies through small hamlets and villages as
they played music for weddings, mended pots and pans, and sold fortunes. Tsanka took her into the
secrecy of her painted caravan and told her Gypsy folktales, sang their songs and taught her how to
tell fortunes. Anna learned how to read tarot cards and tea leaves.
“Swirl the tea with the left hand three times in a cup, but never a white cup,” said Tsanka. “White is
for mourning. Turn the cup upside down to drain and right side up again,” she instructed. “If you see
a bird, that’s good news. Clouds mean trouble. A flag is danger,” and so she went on.
Adopting the solemn, mysterious tones of a Gypsy fortune teller, Anna joined Tsanka whenever they
came into a new village. With her fair skin, slanted blue eyes, and gold coins enhancing her dark
braided hair, Anna looked exotic and peasants flocked to have their fortunes told by her. Ever
watchful, Janos collected their money and quickly moved the caravan on to another village.
After three years of roaming the countryside, camping in farmer’s pastures and in remote valleys,
my grandmother felt tired of Gypsy life. She wanted to settle down on a farm, to feel the rich black
soil and see vast fields of wheat turn golden in the sun. One day when they were camped near a
village where two brooks joined a river, she looked at the neat wooden houses along the roadway,
the horses and cows grazing in the grassy meadow, and the endless rows of crops growing in the
fields. That night she said goodbye to Janos and Tsanka.
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Ears I had, and eyes, and I used them well. Before I walked by the group of men on the corner,
bringing my grandfather’s lunch to the city dump where he worked, I knew they’d be talking about
me. Even at six years of age, in 1934, there were certainties. It was the time of day, before the sun
was up straight. The way they lounged. Who they were. How their clothes hung on them the way
visitors come from out of town or right from ships. It was the clatter of their voices, snappy as a
swung bag of clothespins.
At times their teeth clicked a harmony. It could be measured. Ancient Irish men made noises that
were music to my ears. My grandfather made music. He was Irish. One of them said one day, in a
whisper I could hear, that my grandfather was sick. That’s when I got the worry. Even at six years of
age, there were certainties, and uncertainties, and the unknown. I had become a worrier.
“Oosh,” or “Ach,” they’d say as I walked by, or “Arrah” in the old tongue, their teeth clicking on
briars, the old Irishmen gathered outside Clougherty’s bar in the west end of Malden,
Massachusetts. It was 1934, the Depression a living taste about us, Prohibition afoot, the things that
rose with us at breakfast, what there was of it, and set with the absence of a late snack.
Clicking still, the men were as dark as the insides of that holy place behind them I hadn’t been inside
of yet, with jackets and pants that were harsh to the touch, and their dark gray caps sitting jaunty on
their heads.
Squat pipes twirled smoke up under the brims, teeth-bitten, jaws set like anchors for those who were
shaven, white-forested for those not. Any other place in the world they’d be sitting out front of a
mine shaft or a gas works, far from home, “Ochone” keening from their lips, the grief. They’d be
sitting on wooden boxes, milk crates, odd scrounged chairs, and Clougherty’s a temple of mystery
behind them, behind a dark, dark door.
Even short of my seventh birthday, I’d know the air around them even before I saw them. My nose
would be up proper, testing. The coal-cut of gas slid over on its covering wing from the gas works
back of Commercial Street. It is a smell lingering to this day, a smell that comes back, as though it’s
on reminder visits. I know it whenever gasoline is being pumped at a station or being spouted into a
lawn mower. I know it when I see an old and odd coal car now and then sitting like a fossil along
little-used railroad tracks. I know it in the depths of an old cellar when coal dust, fine as crushed
days telling of fieldstone and time, waits to be found by a nose like mine.
The smell was so strong it allowed the creation of games when I’d hold my breath, pretending the
Kaiser’s freeking men were after me with their bags of green-awful gas. I’d puff my cheeks, waiting
for G-8 or Nippy or Bull Martin, my pulp heroes, to come to my rescue. My face would get brick red
and my chest would heave against itself and behind my eyes I’d see the rotters with their gas bags
knocking down the way from Highland Avenue or The Fellsway, coming at me. There were times
when I could let Hell break loose.
The old Irishers’ voices would bring me back, voices that later I would stamp as high-pitched
Yeatsian tongue in poetic treble, bringing me a new music, hearing The Man on record, hearing it “in
the deep heart’s core,” knowing the haunt of it forever.
“That’s for sure Johnny Igoe’s boy acarryin’ his lunch to the dump. Now that’s a good lad for his
grandfather altogether, won’t you know.” Pipe smoke would rise, a hand held in half salute.
They were not knocking the dump. For too many of us at that time it was hardware store and
haberdashery, all-around supplier of used goods. It had endless yield and my grandfather,
40

Grandfather, Master of the Dump by Tom Sheehan
dumpmaster, city employee, was the head picker. Johnny Igoe had first call, first dibs. All he had to
do was point at something and it was his, the chair with only one leg missing, a still-shiny pot, a book
with its cover nearly gone asunder, an iron fire engine or tin plane, the kind to keep.
As I passed the men, they’d be quiet a bit and let the smoke twirl up under their caps and their feet
go still on the walkway. Amaze you they could, some of the older ones, who often played their shoes
on the pavement like a soft shoe set, or a tambourine shushed and low. Some would nod their heads
the way priests do when they look in your eye, heads cocked, or teachers my brother had at the
school up on Pleasant Street; noses cocked, as if they knew everything there was to know on the face
of the Earth.
I watched their eyes, their hands, their feet, when I went by them on my errand. So many messages
could be picked out of the air, so much understood about the long stretch of time. Gold chains across
their vests, anchored to hidden watches, clutched inward a dazzle of daylight or sunlight.
Occasionally one of them would work the shiny chain in his fingers, twirling it, cutting the air in little
loops, catching light rays, spilling seconds out of hours. Now and then a watch went into that small
circle, in disdain of the flight or the compound of hours, but noiseless, a sun around a fist, and, like
the sun, silent in journey.
Someday I’d swing a watch or chain like that in small mechanics, the wrist pure and musical, time on
the fly, sunlight all mine, or on its journey.
But then, entrusted to my hands, was the great sandwich in a line of great sandwiches, my
grandfather Johnny Igoe’s lunch of a day, two good fingers thick, and the bread crusty and thick, too.
It was wrapped in brown paper and tied up in white string by my grandmother. Out of her oven that
very morning the bread had come, six loaves so golden and gleaming a mouth’d water for an hour or
more. Sometimes a whole day if she ever got cross with you for a poor deed, poor deed indeed. You
could be begging for a block of butter to drop into the hot wrap of it.
Her black stove flung itself across the kitchen back wall. It snapped noises only chimneys could catch
hold of, mysterious crackling noises, and an ultimate power that drove every one of us out of that
room but her on any July or August day. She had her colors; the stains under her arms turned as
dark as lakes, her hair white, the blue eyes deep as the ovens themselves. Only the back of her wrist
would touch her brow, the gesture of relief that only comes to women, especially those who warm by
the oven, their eyes closed in tiny relief, a look off into the distance before going back about their
business.
Bake she was born for and bake she did, and having kids in her days, and giving off tarts and slabs of
pies and tasty things thick and chewy with gobs of cinnamon in them. Sugar trailed in every corner of
the house and a wonder the little things didn’t carry off the whole house of it.
“Suck on your tooth when you’re done, Thomas. You might get another day out of it,” the laugh in
her throat like the bells at Mass in the right hands.
She was different from my father’s mother, Mary Elizabeth King Sheehan right out of Cork. There
was an elegant thirty-year widow for you, tall and gracious, precise of language, with her little black
widow’s hat on her head and the shiny glasses on her nose and a bread roll or two in her pocketbook
whenever she supped outside her Somerville home. Her pocketbook was always black. It always
shone the light around it. A touch of new leather at her hands as if a bargain had just been made. At
Ginn and Co. in Cambridge, she was a bookbinder, for more than sixty years eventually, and never
baked a pie in her life it seems. Or baked bread. But she could wash your feet and scrub your back on
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a visit with her slender fingers and make you feel new all over. And she knew history and got books
with broken covers or those which were not yet bound, geographies and histories and once in a great
while there’d be poems of Amergin or Columcille or Donnchadh Mor O’Dala or Dallan MacMore or
Saint Ita or Saint Colman, about Saint Patrick and Eileen Aroon and Fionn and Saint Brendan and
Diarmaid and Grainne and a host of kings afoot on the very land itself. Much of it told to me, of
course, though I was a reader, according to my grandfather, long before some of his own children
brought the pages home to comfort.
Grandma Igoe would stand beside that great stove or by the buffet in the front room where she stored
her finished goods, the pies and tarts and cakes and cream puffs so elegant you could steal but for the
threat of the Lord hanging in the air over you. Her jelly rolls were historic, mounded and rolled and
sugared, the sweet red line twisting its marble pattern you could only see from the end view,
gathering inward until it disappeared, the way it could disappear sure down that b’y’s t’roat.
Buffet drawers were crammed with her baked goods, the big ones at the bottom and the small ones at
the top, and the cubbyholes behind doors at each end. My grandfather said she baked every day of her
last thirty years, the memory of hunger in the old country hanging its dark face at the head of the
stairs, waiting to visit again.
“Jayzuz, bless the memory,” he would say.
And I could hear her say, “Hunger,” in that musical voice of hers, “’twill be a guest here if I ever once
t’turn my back t’him.”
Flour clung about her like weeds against a fence. It might have been atomized on her before the
atomizer was thought of. Her arms were white with it, and her apron and the neck of her dress where
her hands were always at work fixing herself as if something wasn’t set right or she had an itch
waiting on her. White was her hair, too, like snow left over from late March and April in the back
yard. Yet patches of sweat, dark as plaster in a leaky ceiling, were squeezed under her arms and
moved perilously on her large breasts. Sometimes, though I dared never tell her, but especially when
she wore her blue dress, I’d pretend the patches of sweat were maps of parts of the world I wanted to
visit, maps I’d seen in the Atlas at the library with my grandfather.
All of Russia came up, dark with its lakes and seas and strange names at the edges of oceans. The
steamy Congo he told me about came also, plunked in the middle of Africa, with rivers and hidden
lakes, and creatures that ate up little people in a single bite. Once, from the first moment, a deep stain
was Brazil, down there under my feet. The country kept growing and growing. It grew with the pies
and the cakes and the six loaves of bread. All morning it grew and she never knew how big that
country got, that it might grow so ponderous geography books would have to be done over and the
globe itself would tip on its side and bring her down.
In the lunch package I carried was also a pint whiskey bottle, filled with coffee, dark and
shoe-colored, crammed against the sandwich. The top of the bottle would be plugged with an old cork
or a twist of paper grandma worked down in as she turned the bottle in her floury hands. Sometimes
it was from an old Globe or Traveler or Transcript, or a page out of the Saturday Evening Post or from
a copy of G-8 and His Battle Aces I’d already read, Nippy and Bull Martin done for that issue.
She always left a loop in the package’s string so when my hand got tired of the lugging the package
near all the way to the dump, I could slip a finger in the loop and swing it along with me, still safe for
delivery.
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Off to the Malden City Dump was I, not yet seven years old, the little caterer my grandfather would
say, carrying his lunch. “As long as the weather is dacent,” his only rule, and he’d raise one pointed
finger over his head, taking the deep blessing of the Lord on its tip for all that were bound by such
high appointment. That was as much anointment as ever I understood.
And my reward would come, once I got there. Once I got past Commercial Street and Medford Street
and the factories that could spill people out of them some hours the way Fenway Park did at game’s
end.
Once I got past Mulcahy’s Bar and my Uncle Johnny squinting out the back window at me with his
burning eyes on the sandwich pack. Sticks they called him ever since he came back from France and
The Big Stink as he called World War One. His legs still brought him a pain only the pint could cure.
Crutches, more likely than not swiped from the Malden Hospital, were jammed up under his armpit.
Foul air still held out in his chest from the freekin’ Kaiser’s gas. And his mouth always watering for
one of grandma’s sandwiches she only made for those in the work.
Once I got past the pub with no name out front but which I called Uncle Dermott’s Place because he
could be found there of an evening. Or a morning. Or an afternoon, with the sun out over Medford
and still in the trees or splashing like ducks in the Mystic River. Or when his last job was into its
second or third day and his pain became too real to ignore.
A pair of uncles I had in them! War heroes from The Big Stink, carrying the pain yet. France and
Germany never far away from them, their eyes dark, their cheeks high and thin, their wrists coming
out of jacket sleeves thin as morning gruel.
Once I got past Dinty Mulligan’s house with his white Chow bigger than his bark and mean as nails.
Once past there, and all the other obstacles a boy had, I’d get my reward. I never thought that anyone
would trouble me on my errand, like kidnapping or knocking me down and stealing the lunch, not
Johnny Igoe’s boy, not the dumpmaster’s boy, not the boy with two uncles for heroes. Nobody would
bother an Irish lad bringing lunch to the dumpmaster who never ate it, who gave it off to the drunks
who crowded around him. They were the drunks who came every night to prop their cold feet up on
the ring of his great monger’s stove. They were the drunks whose hands went fishing in that brown
package like birds’ beaks did to suet in the backyard feeder, their skinny little hands with nails for
fingers and wrists thin as death itself, and their eyes almost gone over. Some of them for sure also
carried the pain of all of France as baggage.
Nobody in the world would hurt Johnny Igoe’s boy. “A sharp eye, lad, a sharp eye is all you’ll need,
and a brain to match the work of it.”
At the last, I’d hurry to see if he was still there, waiting for me as I crossed the railroad tracks after
looking and listening both ways; to see if he was still sitting on his bench, alive, his pipe lit and
smoking up under his gray cap, his back against the little house he made out of scraps. It was an
elegant little house that could have saved lives in the old country, with a lean tin chimney sprouting
out of the top like a Jack o’ the Beanstalk thing. Now he leaned on it, waiting.
I’d catch the rich, ripe smell of the dump, dense as a bag over my head. Foul old stuff. Damp. Liquid
stuff. Food gone bad. Old wet blankets falling apart. Horses in there someplace, perhaps pieces of
them, their shit anyway from the milk barns and the milk companies, the manure coming to life
again from Hood’s and Whiting’s delivery barns. Cluttered newspapers came thicker with water, ink
blobbing in clumps, words going downhill like sundown. Squashes rotted to the last seed of hope.
Plaster dust drowned in puddles, houses going away. Wood going so sour it would melt in your
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hands. Once a week, it seemed, a cat or dog was caught on the wrong side of life.
Proof of the senses were shared with my street comrades then, my friends who roamed alleys with
me, who blindfolded could tell where they were if they had been there before. We knew alleys that
could run right out from under our feet and go down a drain, alleys that wore continuous walls of
sweat, even in winter, alleys that taught us what veneer meant even before the word came into our
vocabulary. We knew family backyards because of their discards, what they threw out, in what
quantity, in what kind of container. What was one family’s poison, was the same to another family.
And that was rot within the hour of being tossed out onto a pile of yesterday’s leavings.
Smells, like those of the dump, were living things, were markers, were signposts. Paying attention
was necessary, for we were survivors as well as scavengers.
The dump smell itself was a livable smell. It was compost. Things could grow in it, get green again.
Not like the coal gas smell that cut down into you sharp as a knife in the hands of a wacky doctor or a
charlatan. Not at all like the gas works, the way its smell penetrated everything, wall and roof and
window, the church even and you on your knees and trying to get away from it, so that you swore
black dust was sprouting things on you, and growing its own little meanness.
He’d be there, my grandfather, at last, not gone anywhere, not undone, waving across the dump.
Here was the little man whose magical voice rang down the days, that leaped alleys and lanes and
railroad tracks that came across the centuries from Italy and Greece and Denmark and other dark
places. Those were the places he swore the horsemen of the Central Plains of Europe rode through on
their long route to Ireland, to the last end of Europe itself.
And even from England, for all of the stories.
Whole poems came out of that man’s mouth. Whole poems! Whole poems without a stumbling pause
and never repeated until I might ask for one. That so many poems fit in such a small man was the end
of amazement. He must have filled his arms and legs and the whole of his chest besides his
white-haired head, with the poems. On he’d go, on and on, magic on top of magic, the Argo watery
and wind-driven, the waves crashing on rocks, perhaps Beowulf about in the land, or Grendel, or The
Red King or Righ Seamus (King James), or, all of a Saturday afternoon he’d give off Brian
Merriman’s The Midnight Court at the Feekle*, without a stop unless your eye began to blink and
head nod and the fill coming on you sooner than counted on. (*Where fifty years later my mother and
four of her daughters would stay over on their visit with Mrs. Smith).
Oh, sometimes he was daft with a poem that took a long time to learn, and so easy with others that
came with music right into them, like
The pale moon was rising above the green mountains,
The sun was declining beneath the blue sea,
When I stray’d with my love to the pure crystal fountain
That stands in the beautiful vale of Tralee.
She was lovely and fair as the rose of the summer,
Yet ’twas not her beauty alone that won me,
Oh, no, ‘twas the truth in her eyes ever beaming
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That made me love Mary, the Rose of Tralee.
About his eyes the crinkles would fair light up with Billy Mulchinock’s poem, and he’d push me with
his roughed hand as though words were being pressed into place for ever, his pipe chomped in his
teeth. But then, when his eyes darkened, when his lips set like steel as though a curse was about to
set out from them, I’d know a change was coming, as when he started Lament for the Death of Owen
Roe O’Neill:
“Did they dare, did they dare, to slay Eoghan Ruadh O’Neill?”
“Yes, they slew with poison him they feared to meet with steel.”
“May god wither up their hearts! May their blood cease to flow!
May they walk in living death, who poisoned Eoghan Ruadh!”
“Though it break my heart to hear, say again the bitter words.”
“From Derry, against Cromwell, he marched to measure swords:
But weapon of the Sacsanach met him on his way,
And he died at Cloch Uachtar, upon Saint Leonard’s day.”
I never knew, of course, from one day to the next, who last had his ear, what sword struck him, what
knife still at stab from Roscommon, with its grief calling, whose words he last sang. Or if the words,
the weight of the words, had brought him down. It was not the same game that came with the sweaty
maps of my grandmother’s blue dress. It was the worry of the little caterer.
Nearing him across the dump, I’d wave to him my joy. His cap would signal back a joy. Before I ran
the last yards I’d look for the day’s pickings, to pray for his little successes. And for the whole family.
They’d be stacked at the near end of the dump where Goldberg’s junk wagon could come in from the
lane for the pick-up.
Iron and tin and pipes of all classes in one pile, pieces of stoves and car parts and unknown black
objects as much mystery as Russia and all its lakes and rivers. Pots and pans came another mound of
salvage, silvery and coppery and throwing off pieces of the sun on good days.
There’d be doubled-over and tripled-over sheets of lead from wrecks of houses and roofs and
downed chimneys, roofing tar black as ever still clutching at edges old as scabs, thick now in their
pressings as slabs from a pine. I’d think about grabbing off a few sheets and melting them and
pouring the melt into the casting molds to make more lead soldiers. My lead soldiers stood as an
army at home, by the hundreds, Kaiser’s men and Doughboys and Tommies and Washington’s sore
troopers and some from a place called Balaclava in their giddy uniforms.
The army of soldiers was in the cellar near the coal bin where Uncle Lew’s beer can hung on a nail
because grandma wouldn’t let him drink upstairs in the house proper.
My grandmother would say, “You’ll not drink up here, Lewis, the day of any day, and the b’y needs
more sojers like I need a hole in me head,” but grandfather would smile and wink a soft wink she
daren’t see even if she did, and we’d have more soldiers coming from clumps of lead he’d bring home
another day.
Sojers. But not Lewis drinking in the house proper. Or Uncle Johnny or Uncle Dermott or Uncle Tim
or Uncle Tom.
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Alongside the pile of pots and things tin and iron, and brassy bits, shining like bits of gold, knockers
and hinges and old bells with a dacent sound still lodged in them, would be a pile of rags he’d
already have been through searching for sweaters and jackets and pants and towels and dresses and
things worn whose names I didn’t know.
The good things!
The good things would be set aside again, and I’d get my choice of a pair of pants or a shirt or a
sweater or a belt I’d have to cut down to my size and use a nail to drive new holes in. And now and
then, like a family store, there’d be a pair of boots for me. Once I found a new jackknife still in the
boot pocket, the little leather scabbard my right hand could drop to and touch, the laces of real
rawhide and near to the knee. His eyes twinkled and he nodded and said, “For me little caterer.”
The good things would be brought home and doled out, the dole coming over on the ship I
understood, sometimes to family and sometimes to neighbors, and not a sneer or a twisted head or a
frown, and a proud boy or girl would look lovely in a new dress or a jacket or a pair of pants that
Johnny Igoe had rescued from oblivion. A boy in an old worn green shirt forever would be one day
in a blue or red one and which had come from the Malden City Dump at the hands of Johnny Igoe
who’d not let the world go to waste or anything in it.
The Dumpmaster. My grandfather.
I wondered then, more often than not, how long would such a man live, carrying the weight of all his
words.
It wasn’t going to be forever, though you couldn’t tell me so.
But that was my worry all the while.
He hung on until he was ninety-five, through one of his wars and four of ours.
I never knew until much later that the words were heavy, but the poems were not, except the one
poem of his own, and the lines:
Though adopted by Columbia
I am Erin’s faithful child.
(Previously published by The Linnet’s Wings, Chante Ishta)
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workshops, enjoys Zumba, traveling and spoiling her seven grandchildren, who call her “Savta.”
Eileen Hugo is retired and doing all the things she loves. Her book, “Not Too Far,” was published in April
2015. She belongs to two workshops where a wonderful collaboration exists. She also served time as the
Poetry Editor at The Huston Literary Review. She is delighted to say that although she gets more rejections
than acceptances she is being published in various journals and anthologies.
Carol Parris Krauss is a mother, poet, and teacher from the Tidewater region of Virginia. She is passionate
about cats, college football, and the written word. Her poems can be found in online and print magazines such
as Storysouth, the SC Review, Blue Collar Review and Eclectica.
Mary Anna Kruch is an educator who has revived the joy of daily writing. Inspiration flows from her Italian
family and family farm in Pofi, Italy and her first and second generation Italian family here. Morning writing
and nature photography satisfy her need to share stories and varied landscapes with others. She leads a
monthly writing workshop, Williamston Community Writers, in her hometown and is currently working on
her first collection of poetry.
Judith Lawrence is the editor/publisher of River Poets Journal. She is currently working on a memoir, and
a second book of short stories, titled “Uncharted Territories.” She has published several chapbooks of her
poetry. Her poetry/fiction/memoir has been published in various anthologies, chapbooks, online and in print
literary journals.
Lennart Lundh is a poet, short-fictionist, historian, and photographer. His work has appeared
internationally since 1965.
Megan Denese Mealor is a double Pushcart Prize nominee whose work has been featured in numerous
journals, most recently Fowl Feathered Review, Really System, Firefly, streetcake, and The Opiate. Her
debut poetry collection, Bipolar Lexicon, is forthcoming in October from Unsolicited Press. Diagnosed with
bipolar disorder in her teens, Megan’s main mission is to inspire others stigmatized for their mental health.
She lives in Jacksonville, Florida with her partner, four-year-old son, and two cats.
Karla Linn Merrifield, a nine-time Pushcart-Prize nominee and National Park Artist-in-Residence, has
had 600+ poems appear in dozens of journals and anthologies. She has 12 books to her credit, the newest of
which is Bunchberries, More Poems of Canada, a sequel to Godwit: Poems of Canada (FootHills), which
received the Eiseman Award for Poetry. Forthcoming this fall is Psyche’s Scroll, a full-length poem, published
by The Poetry Box Selects. She is assistant editor and poetry book reviewer for The Centrifugal Eye. Visit her
blog, Vagabond Poe Redux, at http://karlalinn.blogspot.com
James B. Nicola's poems have appeared several times in River Poets, as well as in the Antioch, Southwest
and Atlanta Reviews; Rattle; Tar River; and Poetry East. His four poetry collections are Manhattan Plaza
(2014), Stage to Page: Poems from the Theater (2016), Wind in the Cave (2017), and Out of Nothing: Poems
of Art and Artists (2018). His nonfiction book Playing the Audience won a Choice award. James's poetry has
won two Willow Review awards and been nominated four times for a Pushcart award. sites.google.com/site/
jamesbnicola.
Renuka Raghavan's previous work has appeared in Boston Literary Magazine, Star 82 Review, Down in
the Dirt Literary Magazine, and Chicago Literati, among others. She is the author of Out of the Blue (Big
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Table Publishing, 2017) a collection of poetry and prose. She writes and lives in Massachusetts. Visit her at
www.renukaraghavan(dot)com
Luisa Kay Reyes has had pieces featured in "The Raven Chronicles", "Fire In Machines", "The Windmill",
"Halcyon Days", "Fellowship of the King", "Enchanted Conversation: A Fairy Tale Magazine", the "Route - 7
- Review", "The Foliate Oak", "The Eastern Iowa Review", and other literary magazines. Her piece, "Thank
You", is the winner of the April 2017 memoir contest of "The Dead Mule School Of Southern Literature". And
her Christmas poem was a first place winner in the 16th Annual Stark County District Library Poetry Contest.
Additionally, her essay "My Border Crossing" received a Pushcart Prize nomination from the Port Yonder
Press.
Tom Sheehan, in his 91st year, served in 31st Infantry, Korea 1951-52, graduated Boston College 1956, has
published 32 books, multiple works in Rosebud, Literally Stories, Linnet’s Wings, Copperfield
Review, Eastlit, Frontier Tales, Faith-Hope-Fiction, etc. He’s received 33 Pushcart nominations, 5 Best of Net
nominations, other awards. Books include Beside the Broken Trail. Epic Cures; Brief Cases, Short Spans; A
Collection of Friends; and From the Quickening. Four books in Pocol Press production cycle (Between
Mountain and River; Catch a Wagon to a Star; Alone, with the Good Graces; and Jock Poems and
Reflections for Proper Bostonians; and a novel, The Keating Script, at Hammer & Anvil Press.)
Beate Sigriddaughter, is poet laureate of Silver City, New Mexico. (Land of Enchantment), USA. In 2018
FutureCycle Press published her poetry collection “Xanthippe and Her friends.” Červená Barva Press will
publish her chapbook “Dancing in Santa Fe and Other Poems” in 2019. www.sigriddaughter.com
Roger Sippl studied creative writing at the University of California at Irvine, the University of California at
Berkeley (under Thom Gunn) and at Stanford Continuing Studies. He has published poetry in the Ocean State
Review, Open Thought Vortex, Her Heart Poetry, Bacopa Literary Review, The Write Launch, Alternating
Currents, Sediments Literary-Arts Journal, Smeuse Poetry, Poker Brat, Snapdragon, Wising Up Press,
Medussa’s Laugh and two medical journals, JAMA Oncology and CHEST. He has written his first novel, ReBreathing, which is in revision. While a student at UC Berkeley in the 1970’s, Sippl was diagnosed with Stage
IIIB Hodgkin’s Lymphoma, which was treated aggressively with surgery, radiation therapy and
chemotherapy, allowing him to live relapse-free to this day. See more poetry and photos on his website at:
www.rogersippl.com
Christina St Clair was born and raised in London, England. She came to the United States when she was
eighteen and is a U.S. citizen. She has been a shop girl in London, an au-pair in Paris, a chemist in Pittsburgh,
is a minister, and is also a writer with several published novels and short stories. Her website is
www.xyzwords.com
David Subacchi lives in Wales (UK) where he was born of Italian roots. He studied at the University of
Liverpool and has 4 published collections of his English Language poetry. He has also published a collection
in Welsh. David’s work has appeared in many literary magazines and anthologies worldwide. https://
www.writeoutloud.net/profiles/davidsubacchi
Mitchell Toews lives and writes at Jessica Lake in Manitoba. When an insufficient number of, "We are
pleased to inform you..." emails are on hand, he finds alternative joy in the intermingling between the top of
the water and the bottom of the sky or skates on the ice until he can no longer see the cabin. He is hard at
work editing his novel. It is set in the Noireal Forest. More information and Mitch's full publication list may
be viewed at Mitchellaneous.com.
Karen Vail is a retired English teacher. She earned a B.S. in English Education at Edinboro State University
and completed a M. Ed. from Rutgers University. Her work has been published in Paw Prints in Verse:
Poems About Pets, Poetry Breakfast, an online poetry journal and most recently in Workers Write Journal.
Karen is enjoying retirement with her husband in Flemington, New Jersey.
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