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AUGIE, THE D0GGY 
by Jean Jack 

 

My name is Augie and I am a six-month-old Labradoodle, who along with 

Honey, a Lhasa Apso, lives with the family that adopted me.  It’s a nice family and 

the accommodations are great.  I have managed to get them trained quite well.  

Every time I do what I am told, I get a treat.  Can’t beat that.  I have lots of toys 

and a big yard.  The three females in the family think I am darling and post 

pictures of me on Facebook to let the world know how wonderful I am. 

Then one day we were taken to stay with a lady named J.J. for two weeks.  

Honey had been there before and really likes J.J.  I like her too, but I can’t be the 

angel that Honey is.  Honey, being old, doesn’t get into trouble although she does 

spend a lot of time begging for Multigrain Cheerios.  J.J. has been told not to give 

her any, which she explains to Honey. 

Honey and I are great friends and we have fun together, but she has 

forgotten what it’s like to be a puppy.  J.J. tries to protect her when I get too 

rough, which I do often. 

J.J. is good to me, also.  She is very polite and always says “excuse me” 

when I am stretched across the top of the stairs when she wants to go down.  

Also, she doesn’t say a word about the bruises on her arms, caused by me 

jumping up on her.   She gives me treats when I run to her when she calls, but 

says I’m just learning to come for the treats.  I would give that some thought, but 

I don’t have time.  I am busy looking for things to chew on. 

J.J. says “No” a lot, but I ignore her.  I’d never have any fun if I stopped 

doing everything that she thinks I should, like chewing on everything within reach 

or barking at Honey when she is eating until she walks away and I can eat out of 

her bowl instead of my own.  When I chewed on the Santa made by J.J.’s sister, 

no became NO.  Every dog in the neighborhood probably stopped doing 

whatever they were doing.  She said “There is going to be a dead dog around 

here in a minute”.  I didn’t worry because I don't know what she meant.  What’s a 

dead dog?  Besides, all I had to do was wait until she sat down and then try to get 

in her lap.  She laughed and played with me until I nipped her.  She frequently says 

she doesn’t know what she is going to do with me, but that doesn’t make sense 

eitherShe told her sister that she couldn’t come for her birthday celebration 
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do was wait until she sat down and then 

try to get in her lap.  She laughed and 

played with me until I nipped her.  She 

frequently says she doesn’t know what 

she is going to do with me, but that 

doesn’t make sense eitherShe told her 

sister that she couldn’t come for her 

birthday celebration because she couldn’t 

leave me in my crate for that long and if 

she left me loose, I’d probably destroy 

everything in her living room or swallow 

something I shouldn’t.  Now, am I really 

that bad?  O.K. I tried to pull the flowers 

out of the arrangement on the coffee 

table and I did try to chew a leg on a chair 

and tug on the drapes and a few other 

things, but that’s all. 

I did something that I didn’t intend 

to do.  I jumped up on J.J. and my toenails 

tore a piece of skin off her arm.  She now 

wears a bandage on that arm.  I wish I 

could say I won’t jump up again, but I will 

and have. 

One day J.J. dozed off in her 

recliner so I had to go looking for 

something to do and decided to chew on 

the edge of the carpet and got under it to 

tear off a hunk of the pad.  I had fun 

chewing on it until J.J. woke up.  She 

fussed the whole time she was cleaning up 

the mess.  Of course, she also worried 

about whether I had swallowed any. 

It’s another day and J.J. was worried 

because I was stuffing myself with mulch 

and chewing on a hard piece of wood and 

had no intentions of stopping in spite of 

her calling me.  She said I would probably 

have to go to the Vet’s with stomach or 

intestinal problems.  Such a worrier.  She 

 

 

watches me like a hawk and feels my nose  

and compares it with Honey’s.  

The last two nights J.J. let me sleep 

on the bed with her and Honey.  She said 

she would probably get into trouble, but 

since I was going to have to be completely 

retrained anyway, we might as well go 

whole hog, whatever that means. 

The last day I was really good.  I 

played with my toys, chewed on the 

Dingo bone. I did eat more mulch but I 

came running when J.J. called.  I tore skin 

off of her hand but that shouldn’t count 

because I didn’t mean to. 

That evening our family arrived to 

take us home and we were so excited 

that we left without giving J.J. a thought.  

But I left her many things to remember 

me by as she puts things back where they 

belong and tries to repair the things that I 

chewed on.  Besides, I’m sure we will be 

seeing her again.  Didn’t she say she 

would be happy for me to return in a year 

or so? 
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When I was 20 years old, I hitch-

hiked across the country, and when I 

found it impossible to catch a ride in the 

desert heat of Barstow, California, I 

dropped down a sharp bank into a freight 

yard, and asked a brakeman, “which train 

goes East?” 

“The one on the next track will be 

leaving in a half hour” he answered. I 

climbed into a box car with the door six 

feet open, and hid in a corner of the car.  

Soon the car lurched, and then started to 

creak along. I stayed hidden for 10 

minutes until the train had gathered 

speed, then I shifted to the open door 

where I sat for the next couple of hours, 

watching the land roll by. As night 

descended, I pulled my sleeping bag from 

my pack and lay down. But before I did 

so, I thought of the door slamming shut 

while I slept. I walked to the inner reaches 

of the car, and hauled several planks of 

lumber into the open space of the door, 

and slept.  

When I awoke at dawn, the train 

was still rocking through the landscape. I 

looked immediately at the door. It had 

slammed to a foot’s width, the lumber  

fixed tight in the cracks.  There was no 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

opening it further.  

I traveled from California to 

Arkansas for the better part of two days. 

At Little Rock, I squeezed out of the box 

car and slid into the bushes aside the 

track. From there, I walked into the city, 

and came upon a farmers market, where I 

purchased two melons, which I devoured 

immediately. I vowed never to travel in a 

box car again. I knew nothing about 

freight trains except that they traveled 

long distances, and carried box cars.  But I 

was elated by my ride, and continued my 

journey that evening, this time entwined 

in steel framework in a gondola. 

Again, I lay still in the cargo until 

the train picked up speed, then I climbed 

atop the framework and watched the 

world go by.  Later, I laid down in my 

sleeping bag, and listened periodically to 

the “ding, ding, ding,” as the train ran 

through the small towns of northern 

Arkansas. 

This set a pattern in my life:  

Realizing that I had grown up privileged, I 

decided I should know hardships, and 

even danger. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RIDING THE RAILS 
 by Jonathan Fairbanks 

 

   COMIC VISION 
    by Normalee S. Foat 

        As the nurse was snipping my hair 

On the side of my head 

I had a vision of looking 

Like Dagwood Bumstead 
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This is an essay for my mother who 

is a new resident at Riderwood and has 

lost her voice, not figuratively but literally, 

in an unforgiving turn of time. So I write 

this for her and to her.  I write for her as 

you, new neighbors and friends, will never 

hear the many tales she could tell in her 

own voice. I write to her as these are 

words that are easier for me to write 

than to say in person.  

My mother is an immigrant from 

South Korea, a land that moved from 

ancient traditions to a war-torn landscape 

in her childhood.  She once told tales of a 

privileged life as a merchant’s daughter 

and rarely told the frightening stories of 

war… but only after her grandchildren 

asked. Her Korean name is Hyun Joo. Her 

American name is Judy. She left Korea 

before it became the hypermodern nation 

it is today. She straddles, like many 

American immigrants, two lands, two 

languages, and two cultures never truly 

fitting in one or the other.   

Communication, thus, never came easy 

and is now even harder.  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

So please let me explain a few 

things about Mom, by means of 

introduction. For many years, she worked 

as a subject cataloguer at the Library of 

Congress, with colleagues from all over 

the world. She would spend her lunch 

breaks buying amazing presents for us in 

the gift stores of all the Smithsonian  

museums (she is a great shopper, with 

fine taste and an eye for bargains).   

Mom is proud of the globalist family 

she has produced: a daughter married to  

an Englishman; a son married to a 

Cambodian-Chinese, and another son 

who circumnavigated the globe after he 

left the Obama Administration. The 

second languages spoken by her children 

and grandchildren are Spanish and 

Japanese but we all can say kimchi as we 

all adore Korean food (especially if she 

cooks it).   

To her grandchildren, she is known 

as “Halmani” (Grandma in Korean) but, 

by Korean standards, she is a raving 

feminist. Mom uses her charm and beauty 

(she was once a magazine cover-girl) to 

survive when her proficiency in her 

second language failed her. I now realize, 

as she loses her voice, her English writing 

skills are not a fair substitute for the 

complexity of thought she wants to 

convey. She may not be able to talk but 

she’s still sharp as a pin. Finally, Mom used 

to sing soprano in her church choir, and  

 

 

 

     FOR MOM 
        by Jennifer Edgoose 

South Korea 
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my parents both love music and the arts 

and so appreciate the rich lives and 

activities they’ve already found amongst 

their new community. 

I am a physician and once cared for 

a man with a terrible tongue cancer in the 

hospital. I never did hear his voice but on 

my last day caring for him I asked his wife  

what he used to do, and I learned that this 

African American man from South 

Carolina had once laid railroad tracks 

across our vast country. There occurred 

to me, in that moment, countless 

unspoken stories that he carried within 

him of his travels far and wide during an 

era of great change technologically, 

politically, and culturally for our nation. 

And I could only pause and appreciate the 

vast humanity in it all as we sat together 

in silence. 

I know my mother would so like to 

know and talk to you all and she has all 

sorts of worthy stories to share but I 

hope you can simply appreciate they are 

there within her and live in the many 

friends and families she has touched over 

the years. But for now, I hope that you 

will all be able to appreciate that behind 

her quiet smile there are novels worth 

telling.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The tiny radio whispered words 

That floated about the almost 

sleeping child -- 

 

Menacing malignant hate-filled 

words 

Hurtling the child down fearful 

labryinths to sleep. 

 

They lowered the radio to 

whispering 

So the children shouldn't hear -- 

but we did. 

 

Smudged with hate, the voices -- 

Hitler, Coughlin 

voices of the thirties 

strangling the world. 

 

And now -- 

And still -- 

This old self, new voices, 

more varied voices -- 

Menacing malignant hate-filled 

words 

Strangling the world. 

 

 

. 

AND STILL 
by Kate Lorber 
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“You’re doing what?!”  You’re 

stunned.  What does she mean, your 

brilliant daughter with a bright future 

ahead of her.  She stands there, the new 

MBA graduate, begging you to understand.  

“I am going to Central Asia.  I’ve been 

thinking about this for a long time.  I knew 

you would be upset.  That’s why I haven’t 

mentioned it before.  I applied to the 

program back in October, went through 

the long interview process, and I’m finally 

accepted.” 

 “When do you leave?” you 

ask. 

 “June 28th.” 

 You cringe.  Only three 

weeks away.  You’ve never heard of the 

Enterprise Corp, the Peace Corp for 

MBA majors, run by the State 

Department.  You think, “Lord, save me 

from philanthropic children.” 

 Her older brothers call and 

beg you not to let her go.  They are 

afraid, too, for her safety.  But go she 

would. 

 You bid her goodbye, your 

heart in your throat, this blond, blue-eyed 

child, ready to save the world, off to a 

strange land so far away. 

 Infrequent messages arrive 

from Kyrgyzstan to reassure you.  You 

grasp at each one.  Her access to phone 

and Internet is limited. 

 On September 11, 2001, you 

hear that nonessential personnel are being 

sent home, but your daughter is being 

evacuated to Kazakhstan.  You read about 

the threats against Americans in Central 

Asia, the calls by Osama bin Laden for 

true believers to kill all Americans.  Soon 

you hear she is being sent back to 

Kyrgyzstan because she is needed there. 

 You call the State 

Department.   

 “How can you send her back 

to Kyrgyzstan?  It’s not safe there!” 

 “We feel it is safe, Madam.” 

 “But the fundamentalist 

Muslims are fighting there!” 

 “That is in the south, 

Madam.”  

 “But it’s a small country!” 

you yell, to no avail. 

 Your daughter tries to 

reassure you.  There are high walls and 

guards around her office building.  A 

retired Russian general lives in the next 

apartment.  The block warden is friendly, 

will alert her if fundamentalists come into 

the area. 

 You learn she travels alone 

to business meetings in Tajikistan, 

Uzbekistan, and Kazakhstan, through 

areas where the State Department warns 

Americans not to travel.  You cringe 

when you know she is traveling alone and 

have trouble sleeping.   

 Another meeting in 

Kazakhstan; you worry, but finally fall 

asleep.  The phone rings.  As you grapple 

with the phone, you glance at the clock.  

2:00 AM!  Who would call at 2 am.   

“Hello.”  You listen.  Static down the line.  

“Hello.  Hello.”  Listen again.  Then you 

hear a faint sound, almost a whisper.  It 

sounds like ‘Mom’ very far away.  You 

ONE MORE DAY 
by Marilyn Hinman 
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strain to hear.  Again ‘Mom’, so faint that 

you can’t be sure if you hear anything at 

all.  You slowly hang up and lie back, badly 

shaken.  You try to sleep, but can’t.   

 The phone rings again.  

"Hello.”  Just like before, static, going on 

and on.  You strain to hear.  A whisper, 

very faint, ''Mom".  It sounds like your 

daughter’s voice when she was very small, 

that faint whisper of "Mom".  Then 

another disconnect.  You can’t even be 

sure whether you imagined it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 You are really badly shaken 

now and sleep is impossible.  All kinds of 

scenarios run through your mind, each 

worse than the one before.  Maybe she 

has been kidnapped, a hostage, trying to 

reach you.  Maybe she’s died.  You’ve 

heard the stories of someone getting a 

phone call and hearing the voice of a 

loved one, just at the time of their death. 

 You know about the 

kidnappings in Kyrgyzstan.  The American 

and British tourists that were killed there. 

 You sit at the kitchen table, 

completely overwhelmed.  You think, “I 

can’t bear this any longer.” 

 After awhile you decide to 

check your email, just for something to 

do, to distract yourself, even though you 

checked it not three hours before.  

Signing on, you glance at the clock.  2:40 

AM. 

 A message!  A message from 

your daughter.  You click open with 

trepidation.  Maybe this will be your last 

message from her.  You are so tense, so 

brittle you think you may shatter. 

 The email is time-tagged at 

2:30 AM.  You read: “Hi Mom.   I just 

tried to set up this computer so I could 

make calls over the Internet.  I can’t seem 

to get it to work.  I called twice, but 

couldn’t hear anything.  By the way, the 

meeting was canceled.”  

 You sit there staring at this 

precious message, reassured one more 

time that she is safe.   

 You rouse yourself finally to 

type once again, to friends and family, that 

you have heard from her and, yes, she is 

still all right. 

 You add a postscript.  “P.S.   

If she makes it home safely, I’ll strangle 

her myself.”   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Adjusting to this new world around 

Creating a different aura for me 

Living here with friends I have found 

Offering welcoming gestures I see. 

Now there are times that I think 

That I live on the brink 

Facing up to my ageing that’s here 

One reality I seize when I talk to PhD’s 

That I’m learning new things as we share. 

So I’m really intent and in fact I’m hell bent 

To offer my gifts and receive 

For the act of letting go of that which keeps me 

slow               

Will enhance my inner self with great relief. 

ADJUSTMENT 
by Don Lowe 
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AUTUMN   
by Mina Wuchenich 

The season 

Well-seasoned 

By experience. 

Every sense embraces the yield of years-long dreams and industry— 

Shapes full-squashed with bounty 

and colors celebrating chlorophyll’s surrender to cold. 

Darker evenings draw us inward---safe from the northerly howl, 

cuddling us in the arms of perspective. 

Flavors warm and piquant, spicy mulled, steam the windows. 

Classrooms---real and imagined— 

simmer purposefully with what’s next ideas, 

mind maps to something else while there is still time. 

Such intensity cannot long sustain 

but oh, the sustenance it brings. 

 

 

                               I ran when I was young the wind whipped past my cheeks 

                               The world stretched endless on and time had no dimension.                                                                                                                                                                      

                               I ran in summer heat sun drenched and slick with sweat 

                               And as September waned I raced the windswept leaves. 

                               When  winter wrapped my breath in clouds of crystal mist 

                               And cold clung to my limbs, I pressed through swirling snow                                                                                                                          

                               And then as spring  emerged from February’s frost    

                               I chased the setting sun across cascading days.                                                

                               But I walk slowly now the earth tugs at my feet 

                               No marathons for me as twilight quickly closes. 

                               If I could run once more what paths might I now choose? 

                               How might I use my days now mindful of the season? 

                               And yet when I was young, like spokes in some great wheel 

                               Roads stretched to all horizons and time had no dimension.         

 

WHEN TIME HAD NO DIMENSION 
by Bob Cohen 
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Ever hear of the “Riderwood Liars’ 

Club”?  In my first week at Riderwood, 

around 10 am, I went into the great room of 

Montgomery Station. A group, sitting in the 

upholstered chairs and having coffee, invited 

me to join them. They claimed to be the 

“Riderwood Liars’ Club.”  

 When asked, I told them I had been a 

supervisor in the federal government. They 

said that was excellent experience for the 

group and asked me to join them. They 

meet every day and would likely approve my 

membership that night. I should come back 

tomorrow. I did and for several more days, 

but they never showed up again. Would you 

believe that those Liars’ Club lied to me?  

 While in the air force, pilots would 

sometimes stretch the  

truth, a little, but usually their stories were 

based in fact and were never out and out 

lies. Except for one time; that’s when I was 

sure stories by an older pilot at the 

Andrews Officers Club, named Benjamin 

Foulois, must be lies. They were too 

incredible to be true.   

In 1965 or ’66, I had just been 

assigned to the 756th Air Transport 

Squadron (Reserves) at Andrews. On my 

first training weekend, we flew locally on 

Saturday afternoon to become familiar 

with the equipment on the C-124 

aircraft. It was about 6 pm when we 

landed. Someone suggested we go to the 

club for a beer. “No, flight suits aren’t 

allowed in the club.”  “Yes, they are, in  

 

 

 

 

 

 

the new Ratskeller.” So with that, off we 

went in our flight suits to the club.  

We were having a good time and maybe 

making a little noise when an older 

fellow came over to the table and asked 

to join us. 

 “Of course you can!” was our 

response. “I’m Ben Foulois” he said as he 

sat down, “I used to fly.”   “That’s not 

necessary to join us but what did you 

fly?” I was looking directly at him as he 

answered. He rolled his head back in 

thought; started to answer; changed his 

mind and then said, “Well, I flew the 

Curtiss JN-2.”  “You flew in the Jenny?” 

someone asked in surprise. We all knew 

the Jennies were the pre-WW1 airplanes 

made famous in the movies of the 1920’s 

by the daredevil pilots and the wing 

walkers.  His story was extraordinary, 

but believable.  

The next question was, “What did 

you do with your Jennies?”  I thought 

maybe he had trained WW1 pilots to fly, 

since that was the Jenny’s most common 

use. He surprised us again; he rolled his 

head in thought and said, “Well, I went 

into Mexico with General Pershing to get 

Pancho Villa. We found Villa, ok, but we 

were unable to get him.”  

After his Pancho Villa story, I, for one, 

was beginning to doubt him, but the next 

part of his story convinced me, he must 

be telling out-and-out lies. We then 

bombarded him with questions. “Where 

did you learn to fly?” “Were you a 

BENJAMIN FOULOIS 
by Art Prahinski 
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member of the Early Birds of Aviation?”  

“Who taught you to fly?”    

Again he rolled his head in thought 

and a smile came to his face as he 

answered. “I didn’t have an instructor 

when I made my first solo flight at Fort 

Sam Houston in San Antonio. Then the 

army had only one airplane and I was 

most qualified to fly. So I tried. It crashed 

and did some damage but I was ok. 

While the repairs were being made, I 

wrote to the Wright Brothers and asked 

what had gone wrong.  On my next 

attempt, I made my first solo. So I 

learned to fly from the Wright Brothers 

by correspondence. ”    

I didn’t believe him, but I thought he 

was a great storyteller. Years later I 

became a docent at the Air and Space 

and the College Park Air Museums and 

somewhat of a student in aviation 

history. Then I found he neither 

exaggerated nor told lies. He told the 

truth. 

Here’s more of Foulois’ story that he 

didn’t share in the Ratskeller. In 1908, 

the Wright Brothers brought a plane to 

Fort Myers in Virginia for testing. A 

requirement was that the plane had to 

carry a pilot and an observer. Tests went 

well until the propeller got caught on a 

wing wire. As a result Lieutenant 

Thomas Selfridge, the observer, was 

killed and Orville Wright was injured in a 

crash. Despite the accident the army was 

impressed with the plane so they allowed 

more time to correct the flaw. In 1909, 

they brought an improved version of the 

flyer for tests.  Benjamin Foulois flew as 

the observer and was scheduled to be 

one of two pilots to be trained as part of 

the contract. However, the army sent 

him to an air show in Paris, by the time 

he got back; Lieutenants Lamb and 

Humphrey were trained.  So Foulois 

went with the plane to Fort Sam 

Houston in Texas without having learned 

to fly. In his later years Benjamin Foulois 

took up residence at the Andrews 

Visiting Officers Quarters.  He lived 

there until his death in 1967 at the age of 

87. If you want more history Google: 

“Benjamin Foulois on Wikipedia”. 

In order for you to know that I’m not 

lying I acknowledge, several months after 

my encounter with the Liars Club, I met 

a member who said even though they 

hadn’t told me, my membership was 

approved and I’ve been a member ever 

since.    

 

The 1909 Military Flyer 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
The 1909 Wright military 

flyer was the machine which the 
first U.S. Army aviators learned to 
fly at College Park, Md., in 
October–November 1909). 
Lieutenant Foulois accompanied 
the airplane to Fort Sam Houston, 
near San Antonio, Texas, where 
the machine was thoroughly 
tested and extensively modified.  
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Christmas was always an exciting 

adventure.  My father’s parents hosted a 

big gathering the Sunday before 

December 25 at their large home in Dell 

Rapids, South Dakota.  The family 

consisted of seven sons and one daughter.  

Although the formula for the day was 

pretty much the same each year, my 

cousins and I relished the opportunity to 

be together. 

Our family car was an old 

Hupmobile.  My dad would drive, my 

mother would sit in the front seat holding 

my little brother, my sisters and I in the 

back seat.  The drive was only twenty 

miles, but with all our layers of winter 

clothing, it felt like a long time.  In the 

trunk of the car was my mother’s 

delicious steamed vegetable pudding along 

with her renowned nutmeg sauce, as well 

as her own recipe for Parker House rolls. 

YUM! 

My oldest uncle still lived on a 

nearby farm, and he brought a quart of 

fresh country cream to the house each 

year, a day or two before the holiday so 

that my grandma could bake her 

spectacular sour cream cookies.  On our 

arrival, we were greeted with the aroma 

of those cookies.  Two large cookie jars 

were on the kitchen counter – the first 

place we went after we had said our 

hellos to everyone and taken off our 

wraps.  Cookies disappeared like magic. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Everyone would gather in the living 

room for the children’s concert.  The  

children, from ages eight or nine years, 

played musical instruments.  My dad had 

purchased little Christmas music books 

for each instrument.  A large basement 

served as a practice space for us, and if 

we were heard upstairs, nobody 

complained.  The results were mixed, but 

we loved doing it, and the listeners were 

generous with their praise.  We would 

play each song first, and the second time 

around the adults would sing along.  My 

father and all his brothers (my grandma 

called them “the boys”) would sing all the 

carols with amazing harmony. 

After the concert the women all 

repaired to the roomy kitchen.  The older 

cousins would help get the table set up – 

two large tables in the living room and 

one in the dining room.  In the kitchen, a 

huge wooden farmer’s table with long 

benches, and a card table reserved for the 

ten-and-under crowd. 

The holiday dinner was an 

extraordinary affair.  My grandpa, a 

dedicated turkey carver, gave every one 

of us a serving of turkey of our own 

choice.  The menu was usually:  turkey 

and dressing, mashed potatoes with 

turkey gravy, candied sweet potatoes, 

corn pudding, red cabbage casserole, 

creamed peas or beans, scalloped apples 

dusted with powdered sugar, raspberry 

gelatin salad with raw cranberries, 

YOU JUST HAVE TO PERSEVERE 
by Phyllis Vanden Berg 
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pineapple and grapes, homemade rolls 

with a variety of homemade jams, and lots 

and lots of coffee.  Danes love their  

coffee. 

One year everyone was sitting 

back, pondering how in the world we 

were going to eat any more.  I spoke up 

loudly and proudly, using a word I had 

recently learned.  “Well, you just have to 

per-se-vere!”  All the adults broke out 

with laughter.  Several voices were heard, 

“Well, I guess that’s what we’ll have to 

do, everybody – persevere.”  “Phyllis Ann, 

where did you learn that great big word?”  

“Persevere, eh, that’s a good one.”  My 

exact words were repeated every 

Thanksgiving and Christmas for years. 

Dessert was usually delayed for at 

least an hour.  When Grandma 

announced that the food was ready, we’d 

line up, table by table, and survey the 

choices before settling for one or two 

smaller ones – pies – pumpkin, 

mincemeat, cherry, lemon meringue, and 

pecan, my mom’s vegetable pudding, 

cakes – chocolate, cocoanut oatmeal, 

triple layer (chocolate strawberry and 

lemon) with whipped cream frosting.  

There was no way in the world we could 

eat that many desserts. At the end of the 

evening, the mothers would divide and 

take home all the leftovers, enough 

goodies to last all week. 

All the cousins were very close 

during our growing-up years, but 

separated now by distance and 

circumstances, memories of those happy, 

treasured time keep the passing years 

fresh and the heart young. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was 1959, in the midst of the cold 

war.  It was time to take Talos to sea. 

 The Navy had been 

developing the Talos guided missile 

system for many years, with test firings at 

the White Sands Proving Ground, New 

Mexico.  Talos was a two-stage missile.  

The booster rocket accelerated it to a 

speed such that the ramjet engine could 

take over.  Then it “rode” a guidance 

beam to the target and the proximity fuse 

detonated the warhead. 

 The USS Galveston CLG-3, a 

light cruiser, was converted to be the first 

Talos ship.  This included the installation 

of launcher, magazine, tracking radar, 

guidance radar, analog computer, and 

associated control consoles. 

The Navy invited representatives of 

the various Talos contractors to witness 

the first launch at sea.  My company, 

Vitro, was involved with the 

interconnections of the shipboard 

equipment and I was one of the invitees. 

 The first Talos firing at sea 

was on 24 Feb. 1959 from the Galveston 

against a drone aircraft.  The location was 

in the Caribbean near Puerto Rico.  

Success! 

 From my good position to 

watch the launch, I took a picture with my  

 

 

A BIT OF NAVY HISTORY 
by R. Wilson (Bill) Rowland 
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Kalimar SLR camera.  Many days later, 

back home, I got the film developed to 

find that my timing was just right.  My  

photo was better than any by the Navy 

photographer(s).   The Navy released 

mine as an Official U.S. Navy Photo of the 

event. 

 There was a minor foul-up:  

The launch was from the stern off the 

starboard side but the Navy reversed my 

photo to show the launch in the port 

direction.  Missiles and Rockets magazine 

for 23 March printed the reversed 

version. 

 Follow-up:  The Talos system was 

installed on six more ships and was used 

with some success during the Viet Nam 

war.  The Talos era ended with the final 

firing in 1979. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Your mother wears army boots” is 

the real life lament of the Wilks children.  

I departed in early November for three 

weeks as a volunteer on an army base in 

Israel with 33 other kindred souls.  We 

arrived in the land of milk and honey only 

to be delivered to an army base that 

defies description.  If any among us had 

not been to Israel before, they were 

totally disillusioned.  Palm trees gave way 

to overgrown shrubbery and paved roads 

became sand as we approached a 

supplybase located near Ashdod. The 50-

year-old plumbing on the former English  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

base soon acted up upon our arrival to 

welcome us.  Our barracks were in 

various stages of decay.  Eight of us 

shared living quarters in an area normally 

housing four.  Husbands and wives were 

split up.  (My husband was home.) 

We were “in the army” now and 

were soon given our gear consisting of 

everything from hats to boots.  After a 

nutritionally poor meal we met for our 

work assignments.  I was assigned to 

“small arms” but they were not really 

small, more like medium.  My group 

disassembled, cleaned, lubricated and 

reassembled US1 submachine guns and M-

16 rifles.  I worked with a Southern 

Baptist minister from Michigan, a 

zookeeper from Oregon, and a chemist  

I SURVIVED 
by Surrie Wilks 
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from Boston.  Other groups were 

assigned to repacking duffle bags, greasing 

the moveable parts on stretchers, the 

motor pool and the worst job of them 

all—kitchen duty.  We were also given 

our assignments for latrine duty. 

Our army base was not 

representative of the Israeli army we 

know and revere.  This was a big 

disappointment to our group.  But the 

volunteers, who ranged in age from 17 

1/2 to 70, persevered.  We became one 

big family and shared our food bought off 

base, jokes, thoughts, philosophical 

discussions and pranks.  We attended 

lectures, saw propaganda films, made our 

own partied and had a lot of laughs. 

As a special treat, four of us got up 

early one morning and surprised everyone 

by cooking French toast for breakfast.  

We got a standing ovation!  What a treat 

from our normal breakfast of hardboiled 

egg (1 each), cucumbers and tea. 

Our army lunch and dinner diet 

was as innovative as breakfast.  Food 

became the major topic of conversation 

and hallucinations. 

By the end of the third week our 

endurance was wearing thin and most of 

us were looking forward to returning to 

our normal lives and families. 

 Volunteer Israeli army life offers a 

unique experience in survival.  It is not, 

obviously for everyone.  You really test 

yourself in accommodating to a way of life 

that is totally foreign in all ways to the 

cushiony life we lead at home.  I survived, 

but if you ask do I want to repeat the 

experience, I honestly doubt it. 

Update: I returned four more 

times. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kurt sat on the subway 

When the man asked, spare some change? 

But Kurt said nothing, the train stopped 

And we were there. 
 

We went down to the ferry, 

Sleepy, with half a heart 

After walking up and town 

The streets and avenues of Times Square. 
 

How many windows did we gawk at 

Back in the day when 

Satan was passing out favors 

And transistors were state of the art? 
 

The pilings creaked as the ferry left. 

Gulls flew above the apricot lighted deck 

Over water so black you could see 

Snowflakes in silhouette. 
 

Beside this railing I kissed Carolyn. 

I remember how the swells rolled and 

swirled 

As if some monster Godzilla 

Were hiding in the silt. 
 

Then back on the train, the air muggy 

with garlic, 

The car careening and screaming around a 

corner. 

We counted the stops as the tunnel lights, 

strobe-like, 

Told us to wake up, wake up, wake up. 

 

 

STATEN ISLAND 

FERRY 
by Patrick Curtis 
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One morning in the spring of 1924 

Allen was lying on his bed, reading. 

  “Allen!” 

  “Coming, Mother,” he called back, 

as he put on his glasses and tied his shoes. 

  His mother was in the kitchen, 

wearing an old dress and an even older 

apron, finishing up the dishes. 

  “I want you to go down to 

Olson’s and get me a few things.  I’m 

going to be baking some sweets to take to 

church tomorrow.  I need sugar, flour, 

and baking soda — oh here, I’ve made a 

list for you, and here’s some money.” 

  This was a common occurrence in 

his home.  Allen was the youngest of four, 

and he was often asked to be the errand 

boy.  He didn’t mind.  It was fun to have a 

reason to ride his bike, and he liked 

talking to the grocer and other 

merchants. 

  So Allen climbed on his bike and 

pedaled down the street.  It was six 

blocks over to the corner grocer, 

Olson’s.  On the way he passed the 

drugstore.  He glanced at the window as 

he started by, and then reared up abruptly 

on his brakes to stop.  In the window was 

a huge jar of jellybeans! He backed up his 

bike and read the sign in the window. 

 

CONTEST! 

Guess the number of 

jellybeans! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Whoever guesses closest 

to the correct number 

will win a dollar! 

 

A dollar!  Allen could think of many 

things he could buy for a dollar. All he had 

to do was make the right guess.  He went 

to stand close to the window.  He 

counted up and down and around and 

then did so again.  And again.  Finally, he 

decided 907 was about the right amount.  

He went into the store, took a slip of 

paper off the shelf inside the door, wrote 

down “907”, printed his name neatly and 

dropped his guess into the box that said 

“Put your Entries Here”.  Then he got 

back on his bike and went on to Olson’s 

to make his mother’s purchases. 

  Allen felt pretty good about his 

guess.  But that night he began thinking 

about the jar again.  maybe there were 

more than 907 jellybeans.  Maybe he 

wouldn’t win after all.  And he could 

really use that dollar. 

  The next day, Allen was again 

commissioned to run an errand for his 

mother.  He stopped outside the drug 

store and studied the jar intently.  Drat.  

He was sure he’d underestimated.  

Counting again, he thought there might be 

close to 2000 jellybeans.  But what could 

he do?  He’d already made his guess. 

  But...suppose he used his big 

brother Manvel’s name?  Manvel was in  

 

LITTLE ALLEN AND THE JELLY BEAN JAR 
 

by Sally Porter 
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his senior year of high school.  He 

worked after school and in the evenings.  

He wouldn’t be wasting his time guessing 

the number of jellybeans in a store 

window.  Maybe Allen could make a new 

guess, and use his brother’s name.  Of 

course he suspected that it was supposed 

to be the one guess per customer, but it 

didn’t actually say so.  So he went into the 

store again, and again filled out a form.  

This time he wrote 1996 jellybeans.  And 

this time he printed his brother’s name 

instead of his.  Once more he went on his 

way to the store and then, whistling, rode 

on home, feeling pretty confident. 

  Allen repeated this two more 

times before the jellybean jar disappeared.  

The third time he wrote down his sister 

Edith’s name and guessed 3040.  The 

fourth time he used his sister Lois’s name 

and guessed 1070.  Guessing the right 

number had become a statistical challenge 

to him.  He really didn’t expect to win, 

but it was fun making his estimates. 

  Then one day the jar of beans 

disappeared.  The contest had ended. 

  Three days later, as the family was 

having dinner, there was a knock on the 

door. 

  “I’ll get it”, said Allen, shoving 

back his chair and hurrying into the entry 

hall.  He opened the door.  Outside was a 

stranger, a man of thirty or so, wearing a 

gray suit and black hat. 

  “Hello”, the man said.  “Does 

Manvel Dailey live here?” 

  Hearing his name, Manvel left the 

table and came to stand by Allen in the 

door. 

  “I’m Manvel.  May I help you?” 

  “Well”, the man said, holding out 

an envelope, “I have come to bring you  

 

your prize.  Congratulations.  You won 

the jelly bean contest.” 

  “What…?”, Manvel began. 

  Allen rudely interrupted.  “Oh 

thank you very much, very much.  

Goodbye.” And he shut the door in the 

man’s face and turned to his brother, who 

was looking bewildered. 

  Allen grabbed his brother’s arm 

and jumped up and down.  “I won the 

contest, using your name!” he all but 

shouted. 

  “What contest?  Why were you 

using my name?” 

  “Yes”, his mother interjected,” 

coming into the hall.  “You have some 

explaining to do, young man!” 

  So the family sat back down at the 

table and Allen explained how he had 

seen the jelly jar and felt the need to try 

to guess the right number more than 

once. 

  His father shook his head.  “I 

don’t believe that was honest, Allen.  I 

don’t think you should keep the prize.” 

  Manvel laughed.  “Oh, I don’t 

mind his using my name.  If I had taken 

part in the contest, it would be different, 

but I didn’t.  I think I’ve got a pretty smart 

little brother.” 

  In the end, Allen was allowed by 

keep the dollar, but had to give half of it 

to the church.  He never confessed that 

he had used his sisters’ names as well, 

until he told this tale to his children, many 

years later. 
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A thought from somewhere in my head 

Tells me I should write a poem 

What about?  I’m filled with dread. 

This presents a real conundrum. 

 

I have no idea about a subject – 

Love, beauty, high school, the local gym? 

Perversely, I decide to select 

A poem about writing a poem. 

 

My pen wants to flow over the paper 

With predictable ease as bees to a 

blossom. 

 Though my brain’s willing, my mind’s a 

blur, 

My head is splitting like the atom. 

 

At my desk I begin listing useful words 

And ideas that might need expressing. 

Thesaurus and rhymer handy, I’m spurred 

on 

To be courageous, have a go, have a fling. 

 

After awhile I feel the need for a snack; 

Peanuts or popcorn should fill the bill. 

Then I return to launch an attack on 

The next verse, using all of my skill 

 

To find a rhyme for the word “word.” 

Picturing an image that is truly a gem, 

When I write it down it seems absurd 

So I still need a word that’s not a 

problem. 

 

 

By nightfall, I’m just starting verse three, 

Again pressured to find more rhymes. 

This poetry writing is a maze of 

complexity 

That certainly consumes a lot of my time. 

 

“Bathroom break,” screams my bladder. 

 I jump from my desk, feeling relieved 

To have a valid excuse  for deferring 

This project – for me it’s a lucky reprieve. 

 

The evening continues with verse after 

verse 

As rhyming quatrains appear to emerge. 

Next time I’ll write a tanka – it’s more 

terse - 

If ever again I get the poem writing urge. 

 

At last I have finished my rough first draft; 

Revisions can wait for another day. 

It takes lots of energy to hone my craft 

To say what I really want to say. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

WRITING POEMS 
by Jane Handler  
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The oldest, most tattered and most 

beloved book in my library is a daunting 

1,108 pages, a heavy lift for this 94-year-

old but rich in memories. 

      It was the text for my English 

Lit class at the City College of New York. 

CCNY was the flagship of the city’s four 

tuition-free colleges and our teacher was 

Professor Theodore Goodman of blessed 

memory. That was in 1946 and most of us 

were veterans of World War 2, eager to 

catch up on the years we had missed.   

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

We were fortunate. Today it would 

be rare for a highly regarded tenured 

professor to teach a required English class 

of about 30 students. Teddy, as we called 

him among ourselves, gave us a minimum 

of assigned readings but a lifelong love of 

poetry. 

Still tucked in the pages of the book 

are some of the assignments from 

Professor Goodman’s class that I wrote in 

pencil on now-yellowed notepaper. 

Here’s a sampling: 

Robert Burns: Worth puzzling out 

the dialect. Read To a Louse and any of the 

poems on Page 108 that strike your fancy.  

If you like them, skim The Jolly Beggars.. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Byron:  Skim The Prisoner of Chillon 

but READ the last verse. You might also 

enjoy When a Man Hath No Freedom. 

Keats: Ode on a Grecian Urn – Read 

and Reread plus anything else of Shelley 

and Keats that strikes your fancy. 

I don’t recall the grade I got, but I 

treasured the textbook that contained so 

many of the poems that have enriched my 

life. 

 Professor Goodman also taught a 

challenging course in short story writing 

that I took in the following semester. In 

this class, he had high, sometimes 

daunting, standards. 

I really thought I deserved more 

than a C-minus for a story he dismissed as 

“poor melodrama” despite “some good 

imagery.”  But I felt as though I had won a 

Pulitzer Prize when he gave me an A- 

minus for a story he deemed “almost 

good enough to send to the New 

Yorker.” 

After I graduated, my first 

newspaper job was in Jennings LA, a dot 

on the map between the larger cities of 

Lake Charles and Lafayette. The few 

books I squeezed into the suitcase I 

carried on the train included my English 

Literature text. 

  It accompanied me to Beaumont, 

TX., my next career stop. Several years 

later, it was in the trunk of the 1941 Buick  

that took me to the Washington bureau 

of a radio news service. When Transradio  

A FAITHFUL COMPANION 
by Dave Perlman 
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went out of business, I began a 37-year 

career writing and editing union 

newspapers after first getting experience 

on organizing campaigns.  

        The book was with me on 

union organizing campaigns in Atlanta and 

Birmingham, cities in Kansas and Ohio.  It 

accompanied me back to Washington and  

after my marriage moved from a furnished 

room to an apartment where a mouse  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

trap cleared out the previous occupant, 

         With marriage and the start 

of a family, the poetry text found 

bookcase space as we moved from city 

apartment to Maryland suburbs, to 

Greenbelt and then to Silver Spring.  

        Like an aging pet dog, it 

accompanied me to Riderwood, the last 

stop on a long and interesting journey, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One: Cherry Blossoms 
 

Cherry blossoms are short term visitors 

Like flowers at a deathbed. 

Petals cling like painted fingernails above the abyss 

And no one feels in the pink 

When the dying sit up and say hello. 

 
Two: Train Wreck 
 

Grief is a train wreck. Lucky 

To live and wander in the weeds 

Beside the tracks with fellow survivors. 

I didn’t ask to be railroaded into this 

But there it was, the train screaming 

Like a spanked child, the crash, 

Wrecking the last dream I had about you. 

 
Three: On the Anniversary of Your Death 
 

What? Shed a few tears? 

Hang myself in the closet like an old suit? 

Walk in the woods and pretend 

The trees and I are one? 

No. Think I’ll stare out the window 

And recall the good and the bad 

 

GRIEF 
by Patrick A. Curtis 
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