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                             A ROMANCE IN REVERSE 
by Ed Vilade 

 
 

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 

A driver's license and a car meant 

greatly expanded romantic horizons for a 

young man when I was coming of age.  

As a newly-minted college freshman I 

had both.  It was springtime and young 

ladies were charmingly unbundled from 

their winter opacity. 

I was guiding a group of 

prospective students around campus 

when a cute little blonde named Kathy 

caught my eye. I apparently caught hers, 

too.  She was lively and  flirtatious and 

we soon exchanged addresses and phone 

numbers.  The fact that she lived in a 

town 50 miles away gave me pause. In 

those quaint old days even a long 

distance phone call was a major 

undertaking, and she, while in the same 

state, was in another area code. 

A couple of days later, while I was 

still pondering the logistics of a phone 

call, I got a letter.  It was chatty and very 

friendly, but the real clue to her 

intentions was on the envelope "SWAK", 

which every hopeful young swain would 

know meant "Sealed with a Kiss".   

I wrote back, nothing mushy but 

encouraging.  We corresponded almost 

daily, heating up with each exchange.   In 

one letter, she invited me to visit.  Fifty 

miles?    But I had recently upgraded 

from the series of black 1952 Chevys on 

which I had cut my driving teeth.  I was 

the proud owner of a sleek, dentless 

1954 Chrysler New Yorker, which had 

been garaged for its entire existence by 

its elderly owner, and had only about 

50,000 miles on it.   

I summoned up all my courage and 

accepted.  

I knew nothing of Kathy's family, 

only that I would take up residence in 

their basement for the weekend.  This 

seemed awkward in the extreme.  Why 

would a father of two nubile daughters 

allow a healthy young college student to 

lurk in his basement for the weekend? 

I got the expected glare from him, 

a pleasant but wary smile from the 

mother, and a surprise -- Kathy had a 

lovely older sister.   I will leave the 

curtain of history down on the 

remainder of the weekend.  By its end, 

Kathy was in my figurative rearview 

mirror and I had grown very close to 

Diane. 

 I discovered during my visit 

that the problem of distance would soon 

be resolved, since Diane would be 

Continued on page 3 
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 mirror and I had grown very close to 

Diane. 

I discovered during my visit that the 

problem of distance would soon be 

resolved, since Diane would be starting 

her freshman year at Douglass College in 

New Brunswick -- a mere 12 miles from 

my home.  I arranged a date for the first 

weekend of college.  I would whisk her 

away in my pearl gray New Yorker, and if 

things went right, our initial infatuation 

would blossom into romance. 

Things did not go right.  I arrived 

that evening in my freshly washed and 

vacuumed vehicle, and picked her up at 

her dorm.  We were going to dinner and 

a movie, but we hadn't driven more than 

a mile before the car stopped.  The 

engine was running but the car was 

inexorably slowing down, no matter how 

hard I hit the accelerator.   

I eased it to the curb, got out and 

checked under the hood.  Belts and hoses 

were intact, and all other components 

were in their proper places.  I knew I had 

plenty of gas, so what could be the cause?  

I checked the oil -- fine -- and then pulled 

the smaller dipstick that showed the 

transmission fluid level.  Dry! 

There was a gas station a block 

away, so I explained the situation to 

Diane --who was not taking the news well 

-- and walked over.  I bought three cans 

of fluid, came back, dumped them in and 

resumed our journey.   

We got another two miles and the 

trans started spinning again.  Again, no 

fluid.  By this time prospects for dinner 

before the movie were slim.  I bought a 

couple more cans of fluid, and dumped 

them in, without much hope.   

Diane, getting really steamed at this 

last turn of events, now wanted me to 

take her back to the dorm.  We set off in 

that direction, and got another mile 

before the car stopped again, whereupon 

Diane got out of the car and, without a 

word, started walking in the direction of 

her dorm.  

With my date now officially over, 

my priority became getting the car home.  

It took three stops and half a dozen more 

cans of fluid, but I made it. 

 

 
 

Some yelling and rather graphic 

threats finally yielded the admission from 

my brother that, still too young to get a 

license, he nevertheless had gone 

joyriding the previous day through the 

back roads of the Somerset Hills while I 

was at work.  He had bottomed out more 

than once while cresting a hill, slamming 

down the undercarriage of the car and, as 

inspection confirmed, breaking the rear 

seal on the transmission. 

By this time, the car would only go 

in reverse, no matter how much 

transmission fluid we added.  Repairs 

would run into the hundreds of dollars, 

more than the car was worth.   

It was junk -- but I could not afford 

to have it towed to the nearest junkyard, 

10 miles away in Morristown, New Jersey. 

So the next morning I rose at 5 am, just 
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as the first rays of dawn appeared.  There 

were two ways to get to Morristown, 

main roads and a longer route via back 

roads among farms and woodlands.  I 

took the back route. 

I maneuvered the car to the end of 

the driveway, swung out, threw it into 

reverse, and started backing the whole 

long way to Morristown.  I had to wait for 

the junkyard to open, and received 10 

dollars for the remains of my beautiful 

Chrysler New Yorker. 

 I called Diane at the dorm 

the next day, but whoever answered said 

she wasn't available.  Nor was she there 

the next five times I called.  I finally got 

the idea. 

 Goodbye, car.  Goodbye, 

Diane.  I scraped up 50 dollars and went 

in search of my next '52 Chevy.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

We are so fortunate living by the 

Bay and so close to the sea.  Each season 

has its joys and challenges.  Too much 

sun, too little sun.  Too much wind, not 

enough wind. 

But for now, please go with me to 

the sea.  Allow yourself to be one with 

the sea. 

I see the sky.  Endless shades of 

blue.  Seamlessly out on the horizon, one 

with the sea. 

There are clouds, white, grey and 

black.  Creating myriad shapes.  A 

celestial Rorschach.  Sparking dreams.  

Heavenly dreams. 

And now the foamy surf.  Always in 

motion.  Such power.  Unending.  Being 

obedient to the wind.  One with the sea. 

Ahhh!  The blessed wind.  Cooling.  

Provides a respite from the heat.  

Stimulates us when it is cold.  Changing 

directions.  What stirs the wind?  Who 

controls it?  One with the sea. 

And yes, the birds.  Forever 

entertaining.  Each with its own distinct 

walk on the sand.  Prancing.  Stalking.  

Searching.  Observing. 

The osprey is soaring, hunting for 

fish.  Aptly named the fish hawk.  The 

egrets, so white, so fine, so distinctive, 

seemingly fragile yet untiring.  The 

sandpipers, ruling the beach.  Delicate yet 

determined to dominate.  The seagulls, 

gathered together strong as a group.  

Surveying the possibilities.  Strength in 

numbers.  The pelicans fly in formation.  

Easily mistaken for a flying fortress, a B-

52!  Gliding with no discernible effort. So 

high.  Riding the wind.  No flapping of 

their wings.  Yet, like the osprey, they 

descend into the sea, clutching an 

unaware fish, swimming too close to the 

surface.  The sea, the sky, the sand all 

converge to form a glorious backdrop for 

the inspiring showmanship of the birds. 

 

 

       
 

 

         ONE WITH THE SEA  
by Jim David 
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Sometimes the sea is all alone, 

content just to be.  Sometimes humans 

visit it.  We see them in all shapes, sizes, 

ages, genders.  Lovers young and old.  

Some at one with the sea.  Others maybe 

not so much. 

And there are the surfers.  Some 

skilled.  Some not.  Boundless energy to 

catch the wave and to paddle back into 

position for the next wave. 

There are the paddle boarders.  

Standing so erect and majestic.  One with 

the waves.  Gaining stability from their 

strength.  Unavoidably one with the sea. 

Of course, this beach being wide, 

joggers jog.  Bicyclers peddle leisurely, yet 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

moving so rapidly compared to those 

strolling and jogging.  The kites in so many 

sizes, shapes, and colors never fail to 

uplift; our spirits soaring with the 

ferocious wind, propelling the kites, 

higher and higher. 

And yes, occasionally we see a 

plane, a helicopter, or a boat.  The boat 

might use sails or diesel.  Maybe a 

shrimper with wings or an oysterman 

with tongs.  The planes could be 

commercial or private.  The helicopters 

military or sight-seeing. 

 Mostly, we see the sky, the surf, 

the sea, the sand.  We feel the wind.  One 

with the sea. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

WHEN DOES ONE WEEP 
 

by Bob Cohen 
 

When does one weep  

When death is incremental 

When as a distant cloud portends a storm 

The sky first darkens  

Or when by passing weeks  

Each treatment fails 

And strength by slow degrees declines 

When hope to resignation yields 

Or when a final breath is drawn 

Do tears fall silent in the night  

As slowly death descends  

When first does weeping start 

And when does weeping end?  
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At the age of 89, I have become  

an expert in the use of euphemistic 

expressions in describing physical 

activities.  Sit-ups involve only 

straightening up from a reclining chair.  

Push-ups mean the use of both arms to 

help me look upwards from a prone 

position.  Stomach crunches simply mean 

breathing deeply while lying on my back.  

In this spirit, walking is but a euphemistic 

name for shuffling. 

Bearing in mind these euphemisms, 

recently I was very tired while taking a 

walk (shuffle) inside Riderwood.  On the 

bridge walkway between Lakeside 

Commons and Calvert Landing I decided 

to sit down on one of the benches to take 

what I considered a well-deserved rest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As soon as I settled down on the 

bench I saw that there were tall oak 

tr4ees outside the window across from 

me.  Being on the second floor level I 

could see many tall branches swaying in 

the wind.  One branch was pointing 

directly at me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As soon as I sat down it nodded at 

me as if to acknowledge my presence.  I  

responded silently, "Nice to meet you, 

too.  Are you enjoying this windy 

weather?"  It swayed sideways several 

times.  Impressed by its reaction I 

exclaimed, silently, "Hey, are you really 

talking?"  Then it suddenly straightened up 

and leaned way backward showing off its 

slender and beautiful height.  "Whoa, 

don't get too full of yourself!"   

It stopped moving momentarily, 

then bent downward pointing straight at 

me, as if to say, "Why don't you mind 

your own business and stop bothering 

me?"  I replied silently, "I'm sorry, I didn't 

mean that.  You look beautiful and 

graceful when you are swaying.  I have 

never observed and talked to a branch 

before"  It started to sway and twist 

modestly in embarrassment.  After a while 

it resumed nodding at me as if to say, 

"OK, nice meeting you.  Now why don't 

you leave me alone and resume your 

walking (shuffling)? 

The following day I revisited the 

bench.  It was a windless day.  My arbor 

friend was motionless and speechless. 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                  ARBOR TALK 
by  

Lo I Yin 
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May 1921 was packed with events in 

Boston, highlighted by something called 

“The Greatest Musical Event in the 

History of America.” It was billed to be 

held at the New Arena and was titled the 

“Pilgrim Tercentenary Music Festival.”  

After months of promoters planning and 

contacting a huge cast of opera and 

concert performers, the extravaganza was 

to run May 16th through 22nd, matinee and 

evening performances on most days. The 

operatic performers, 24 in all, had been 

assigned slots in each day’s program, 

assisted by a great symphony orchestra, a 

chorus of 1000, a ballet and solo dancers.  

Some were to perform once, others 

more often.   

 The program the first two evenings, 

May 16th and 17th   and the matinee of 

May 18th were composed of solos by 

great Metropolitan and Chicago Opera 

stars.  The evening of May 18th brought a 

pageant, Landing of the Pilgrims  to the 

New Arena stage.  Evening, May 19th 

featured the opera I Puritani by Bellini with 

Chase, Metzenauer, Stracciari and 

Gustafsen. The evening of the 20th Un 

Ballo en Maschera  by Verdi was mounted, 

with  Macbeth , Koshetz, Lazzari and 

Hackett. Saturday, the gala performance,  

La Navarraise  by Massenet featured 

Gentle, Rothier, Kingston, deAngelo and 

Paltrinieri. On the final afternoon, Sunday, 

May 22, a Stabat Mater by Rossini capped 

the week’s spectacle.      

 All well and good, but the gigantic 

week-long event never happened. Tickets 

went on sale in the first week of May, and 

by May 12th, in view of the “small advance 

sale of tickets and the enormous expense 

of the festival, it would be wiser to 

abandon it,” according to The Boston 

Globe.    

Observation: the quatercentenary of 

this event is coming up in a couple of years.     

Question: will they try it again?                                                                                                                                        

 

 

 

   Bicycles 
       by  

   Tamar Hendel 
 
   There is a room at Riderwood 

    where the bicycles live 

    their tires deflated 

    the frames not quite new 

 

     I think they talk to each other 

     at night, as we do 

     and remember earlier times  

 

     When the wheels turned 

     swiftly and smoothly 

     and the frame 

     was polished and without dents 

 

      The bicycles are glad 

       to be inside now 

       with friends, as we are 

 

      Where it is dry and warm 

      and they share memories  

      of times and adventures 

      that ring  like a bell, sharp and true 

 

 

THE GREAT BOSTON “FIZZLE” 
  by  

Leroy W. Gardner 
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MEMORIES OF OLD KEW 

GARDENS 

           by Bert Kaplan 

[P.S. 99 Class of January, 1946] 

 
Part 1 of 3 

 

It was the days when boys wore 

knickers with long socks, girls had braids, 

and almost everyone walked to P.S. 99 at 

the top of the hill. It was also the days of 

the horse drawn milk-man, the ice-man, 

and the WPA. It was the heart of the 

Great Depression . . . and while not 

everyone was poor, most everyone was 

scratching for a living. It was the early 

1930's, before World War II, and living in 

Kew Gardens, just twenty minutes from 

mid-Manhattan, was like living in a suburb.  

I lived on the corner of Lefferts 

Boulevard and Metropolitan Avenue, the 

busiest intersection in town, in a good 

sized 6 room apartment across from the 

Kew Arms apartment house, just above 

my father's "Kew Forest Hand Laundry", 

where you regularly would hear the 

"Clang, Clang, Clang" of the Metropolitan 

Avenue trolley, and the hiss of air brakes 

from the Lefferts Boulevard "Green" bus 

that ran from the Kew Gardens subway 

station all the way to Howard Beach. I 

recall the trolley started around 165th 

street in Jamaica, but never really took it 

the other way, towards the "big city" so I 

never found out where it ended. But one 

thing I knew . . . if you had a nickel, you 

could ride either one from end to end 

whenever you felt like it.  

Like I said, Kew Gardens was truly 

a suburb back then. Lefferts Boulevard 

and Metropolitan Avenue were lined with 

small "mom and pop" shops of all kinds as 

well as apartment, clapboard, and half 

timber houses, whereas the side streets 

were lined with stately single family 

homes that were the envy of most of us 

living in the area. Apartment houses were 

known more by names than by addresses: 

Kew Arms, Kew Towers, The 

Devonshire, The Buckingham, Curzon 

House, Grenfell House, Arden Terrace, 

Mowbray Apartments, etc., and everyone 

knew which was which. And the names of 

the streets, "Abingdon Road", "Beverly 

Road", "Cuthbert Street", "Brevoort 

Street", "Grenfell Street" "Park Lane 

South" stood out in sharp contrast to the 

few streets known by number. But it was 

the Depression, and some of the stately 

homes were known to take in "boarders" 

or seal off unused sections to lower the 

cost of their upkeep.  

And there were sandlots for 

baseball . . . one just north of the Long 

Island Railroad Station House, and 

another just east of Lefferts and 

Metropolitan. There was one just around 

the corner from the Austin Theatre which 

someone took over and set up as a tennis 

court in the summer, and an ice-skating 

rink in the winter. It was "pay to play" 

there, however, so it wasn't a spot for 

"hanging out", and Forest Park was there 

in all its glory, carefully maintained as a 

place to walk, rest, or sit and read.  The 

"keep off the grass" signs, however, meant 

it wasn't a place to play ball.  

Of all the homes in Kew Gardens, 

those on Park Lane South were 

spectacular, including those south of 

Metropolitan Ave. I remember huge 

lawns, marvelous landscaping, and inclines 
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How nice to see the trees awake, 

The hills awash in seas of green, 

As spring bursts forth from winter’s chill, 

The world once more is bright and clean. 

 

Like diamonds splashed across a field, 

The morning dew adorns the grass, 

While sunlight darts between the leaves, 

Like sparkling shards of shattered glass. 

    

A  golden glow illumes the world, 

The air is filled by rich perfume, 

The first spring flowers leap to life, 

And eager birds return to home. 

 

Could I but frame this perfect morn, 

And hold the picture in my mind, 

Then search I might earth’s farthest 

shores, 

No richer treasure would I find. 

 

SPRING 

by Bob Cohen 

 

setting the houses up and back from the 

road. Kew Gardens was beautiful, and a 

great place for a kid to "grow up".  

Of course, Queens Boulevard was 

only a two lane road, and Queens 

Borough Hall (often called the 

Courthouse because it housed "traffic 

court) didn't yet exist . . . and Mayor 

LaGuardia (then famous for his statement, 

"It makes no difference if I burn my 

bridges behind me - I never retreat.") 

hadn't  yet moved the controversial "Civic 

Virtue" statue from Manhattan to its 

current spot just west of "The 

Courthouse." The widened Boulevard 

along with the many apartment houses 

along Queens Boulevard towards 

Briarwood, and those filling in Forest Hills 

and Rego Park didn't appear until after 

WWII, so there wasn't much going on "up 

there" in my early days. And Van Wyck 

Boulevard just didn't exist, because 

Idlewild Airport (now JFK) wasn't there. 

Don't forget, commercial air travel was in 

its infancy. Planes were propeller driven, 

and the Observation Tower at LaGuardia 

Airport was where you could watch 

planes land and take-off, an activity that, at 

the time, proved absolutely fascinating.  

But the best part of living in Kew 

Gardens as a kid was its lifestyle. Walking 

to and from P.S.99 was a twice a day 

experience if you didn't bring your lunch 

and eat in the basement (no cafeteria 

service at all), with the few kids who 

came by bus. The rest of us walked from 

as far as where I lived up Lefferts 

Boulevard, passing the Dupont Funeral 

Home on the corner of Abingdon Road, 

and onward beyond the mom and pop  

laundry, furrier, barber, photo, and shoe 

repair shops. You could also stand and 

watch a guy in his store window hand 

rolling cigars, and when you crossed the 

next street, you passed the butcher shop. 
(to be continued) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The sentiment and style of the following piece was 

suggested by the beautiful 19th century poetry of 

William Wordsworth whose work I had recently re-

read. 
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My dog Tenico had soft, white, 

curly hair.  He was supposed to go to the 

groomer about every eight months, but I 

had the idea I would like to save some 

money and also save Tenico’s hair so I 

could spin it into yarn to make a sweater 

for him.  It was a lot harder to cut his hair 

than I thought it would be and when I 

finished, he looked more like a sheep that 

had been sheared than a dog.  I waited for 

a few weeks until his hair grew out and 

then I trimmed off some of the hairs that 

stuck out too much.  He looked more like 

a dog again, but he did not have the 

professional appearance the dog groomer 

always gave him.  I was relieved, however, 

that Tenico looked reasonably 

presentable, because the next day we 

were supposed to participate in a dog 

show for residents of the National 

Lutheran Home (now called The Village at 

Rockville), where my 101 year old 

mother-in-law lived. 

When we arrived at the nursing 

home, about 12 dogs of various sizes, 

breeds, and mixtures of breeds 

congregated in a room before we lined up 

to enter the stage.  In spite of all the 

barking and excitement, the dogs behaved 

fairly well with each other.  On stage, we 

had to introduce our dogs and tell stories 

about them. 

I said, “This is Tenico, a Bichon and 

poodle mix, and he likes to bark at the  

mailman.  Once when he wouldn’t eat his  

 

 

 

 

 

 

dog food, my husband Perry told him we  

were going to give his dog food to the 

mailman.  Then, Tenico barked and ate his 

dog food.  Now, Tenico knows it’s a 

joke.  At dinner time, he goes to the dog 

bowl and looks at us and sticks his butt in 

the air and wags his tail and barks.  He 

waits until we say we’re going to give the 

dog food to the mailman and then he eats 

the dog food.” 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After all the contestants were 

introduced and the judges made their 

decisions, we came back into the 

auditorium to hear the results.  Each dog 

won a prize for something and they each 

got a rawhide treat and a certificate.  A 

black lab and shepherd mix with a pink 

bow around her neck won best-in-show.  

A shitzu in a tuxedo won a prize for the 

best-dressed dog.  There were prizes for 

the smallest dog and the largest dog, and 

Tenico, who sported a blue bandana with 

paw prints on it, won a prize for the  

cutest dog.  The pastor then read 

passages from Scripture about animals and 

he spoke about Saint Francis of Assisi, the 

patron saint of animals.  He petted and 

                       THE DOG SHOW 
by 

Margaret Holley 
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When we were young and spry, our goal was to mature 

The ageing process zipped us through to heights of new allure 

Along the way we found our niche with many songs to sing 

The music is behind us now, but age helped grow new wings 

It took a bit of learning, age gave us sight to fly 

When others told us act your age, we soared beyond the sky 

Old doesn't mean that we're not fit but, really we're more keen 

Exploring life's many edges, our talents and gifts are seen 

So lift up your soul and be happy, you're looking to start a new race 

Move back the finish line boldly by displaying the gait of your pace 

And be sure to take in all around you, to glean what still lies in store 

For the promise is hidden within you, less worry and fretting gives more 

The voices are calling to help us, they want us to answer their call 

Put your number of years on back burner, give it up and just have a ball 

When you throw yourself over to laughter, that's one way to hold back the tide 

Give permission to the child still within you and enjoy the rest of life's ride. 

 

 

   AGELESS LIVING by Don Lowe 
by  

Don Lowe 
 

 

Tell me about your day. 

Tell me about the Metro and your boss 

And those idiots looking for Pokemon. 

Tell me about the man in the next office 

Who came to work dressed like a Vulcan. 

Tell me about the worst day of your life 

And I will tell you mine. 

When one of us leaves 

It will be overwhelmingly sad 

And just like that, the sun goes red dwarf. 

 

 

blessed each dog individually and said 

prayers for all the animals of the world 

and the people who care for them. 

Snacks had been provided for the 

humans in attendance, but I managed to 

sneak Tenico a piece of watermelon.  The 

dogs and their owners then visited 

nursing home residents who had not been 

able to come to the dog show.  Finally, I 

put Tenico on my mother-in-law’s lap, 

where he stayed for a long time.  He must 

have enjoyed all the attention from the 

humans and the interaction with the 

other dogs, because I had to bribe him 

with another treat to get him to come 

home with me.  
 

Author’s Note:  Tenico has since gone 

to dog heaven where stories of his adventures 

continue. 

      

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

            My New Girlfriend 
by Patrick A. Curtis 
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The phone rang at 10:25pm, a little late for me, but I wanted to finish grading essays. 

“Hello” I said.  

“Hello Mr. Fairbanks.” 

“Who's calling?” I asked. 

“ My name is Larry.” 

“Yes?” 

“ I am calling with a proposal, which may interest you.” 

“Yes?” I answered. 

“ I understand you have a logging operation going on?” 

“ How did youa know about that?” 

“We have contacts in Massena,” he answered. 

“What's this all about,” I queried, getting a little irritated. 

“ We have 20 disposables to put away, “ he answered.  "Don't worry they are dead 

and frozen. Your property of 200 acres at the end of a dirt road is ideal for us. We know 

that the forwarder, the heavy machinery, pulverizes everything it passes over in the woods.” 

“ You want my land to serve as a covert burial ground?” I said. He ignored my 

question.  

“ We will leave you $20,000 cash in the coffee can in your milk house.” 

“How do you know about my coffee can?” I asked. 

“Mr. Fairbanks, we know where you are sitting right now.” 

“You know where I am sitting and you know about the coffee can and I take it you 

have been on the property and have installed cameras?” 

“Mr. Fairbanks,” he went on, in a quiet voice, “today is Tuesday. The truck with the 

disposables will arrive at your premises tomorrow night at two A.M. and after burying the 

disposables will be gone by 3 A.M. The payment will be left in the coffee can.” 

“I don't want the disposables,” I blurted out.  

“Mr. Fairbanks, you don't understand. The truck is going to come regardless. And, we 

know that you will not share this operation with anyone. We know where your son and 

daughter live.” 

I was silent on the phone. 

“Mr. Fairbanks, are you still there?” 

“Yes” I said.  

“I suggest you get a good night's sleep tomorrow, and put this event out of your mind. 

Goodnight.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE DISPOSABLES 

by Jonathan Fairbanks 
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Peace 
 

Some people feel stress, worried about 

what’s coming, 

caught up in the complexities of life.  

The people think: how do we simplify? 

How do we try to get by? Reach another 

day? 

Is death on the way? 

What if our fear goes into full gear? 

Some people have found a way, 

a way to a new life, a way to peace of 

mind. 

What is this way? 

The way is to move from where you are 

living, 

to move to a peace of mind community. 

A community of peace—yes, peace, 

no conflicts, at peace with each other, 

not fighting each other, helping each 

other. 

A community where people gather to be 

peaceful, 

to be calm, to be still, 

often to meditate in silence together, 

with the rhythm of breathing, 

breathing, inhaling, exhaling, in peace. 

A community for peace of mind has much 

to give, 

with many ways to help people. 

People find peace of mind with caregivers, 

caregivers who are also peacemakers, 

who help people with their tribulations, 

people moving to be near death, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

helping them prepare for peace after 

death, 

peace eternal. 

People in retirement homes, needing 

peace of mind, 

concerned about paying for their care, 

are often helped by gifts, 

by benevolent care funds, 

making the setting a community of peace. 

People find peace of mind after a loss, 

after the loss of a loved one, a spouse. 

They are helped to find ways to be 

peaceful while alone, 

peace of mind while all alone, 

and helped by friends to overcome any 

lack of peace, 

when alone, morning, noon, and night. 

People find peace in overcoming religious 

divisions, 

being at peace with neighbors who 

worship separately, 

but who pray together for unity, not 

competition, 

collaborating in interfaith gatherings, 

peacefully. 

All the ways to peace of mind inspire 

those needing it, 

and those helping them, to seek peace 

wholeheartedly, 

with peace of heart for peace of mind. 

 

 

 

 

 

                Three Poems 
  by 

 Bob Merikangas 
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Am I fit to go out yet, to do it yet? 

Not yet, not quite yet. 

There are so many things that have to fit, 

to fit in. 

So I guess I will go to the Fitness Center. 

Around the circle of the Center, 

we have many places to get fit, 

and most of them fit in with each other. 

First, my new clothes have to be a good 

fit. 

I need shoes that fit, pants that fit, 

sweaters that fit, earmuffs that fit. 

The Fitness Center has them all, 

all good fits. 

Next, I have to be able to get moving, 

to do stretching, to be healthy and fit for 

living. 

My body fitness has to really be wellness, 

so every day all will be well, 

and I will be hale and hearty. 

--- the Fitness Center is also a real 

wellness center, 

twenty-four hours a day. 

Going in, then, for working out, 

the problem came out:  

the exercise equipment did not work: 

and I was fit to be tied! 

I was into having a fit, 

not the fit I wanted! 

It had a hissy fit, not the good fit, 

I decided to throw a fit! 

to shout out! 

The Center was not fit for me, not now, 

now it was the place to rant and rave, 

to make a fuss, to fly off the handle! 

Did having a big fit fit in with searching for 

fitness? 

Today it did fit! 

 

Take Care!   

 

Today, they tell me: take care! 

Everyday, they advise me: take care! 

So all the time, I really try to be careful, 

to be full of care, all the time. 

To take care of me, myself. 

To take care of them, the others. 

To be a caregiver, 

and never, ever, to be careless. 

I even want to care for our earth, 

for our pleasant, spinning planet. 

I want to help the others, 

who are bursting, brimful of care, 

giving daycare, and childcare, and 

eldercare. 

And, yes, we who are the caregivers, 

must always be very, very careful,  

be prudent and cautious, 

especially be vigilant, on the lookout, 

be ready to take on more care. 

So everyday we remind each other: take 

care! 

 

 

 
 
 

 

Recent articles regarding returning 

veterans from overseas wars are of 

concern to our nation. Statistics from 

2012 indicate that more died from suicide 

than were killed in battle. Some incidents 

from my four-year service career 

February1948 until 1952 can shed some 

light on reasons why. 

 I decided in December 1947 

to enter the US Navy and signed up for 

Motor Machinists Mate School, which  

Fit to be Fit, to Have a Fit      

 

                      IN THE NAVY 
by  

Al Morey 
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would have allowed me to work with 

diesel engines. The first issue was my 

health. I had severe allergies when I was 

very young and took allergy shots for 

several years which ameliorated the 

condition but did not cure it. My major 

culprits were giant and dwarf ragweed 

which grows only on the US East Coast 

from mid-August until the first killing 

frost. 

 When I tried to enlist, I was 

turned down. Determined, I went to my 

family doctor who wrote a letter saying 

that if I served in the Pacific arena, there 

should be no issue. I was on my way to a 

three-year enlistment. I knew that if I 

could not get into the service of choice I 

could still be drafted into the Army and I 

wanted no part of that.  

 Every organization has its 

own rules which can be helpful or 

detrimental. Bureaucracies are the worst 

in my opinion and the military is no 

exception. I entrained for North Chicago  

Naval Training Station on the B&O RR 

and arrived there safely for Boot Camp of  

six weeks which consisted of classes, 

marching, laundering clothes, and daily 

inspections of the quarters, clothing and 

the person, and physical exercise. There 

was plenty of ice and on day three we had 

a tour of ice-chipping on sidewalks as a 

relief from marching.  

 I was in Company 79 

barracks for a week until I contracted cat 

fever, also known as catarrhal fever, 

stronger than the flu, and I hiked a 

quarter mile to sick bay carrying my 

seabag with all my worldly goods and 

went to bed. Two days later I was up 

scrubbing floors; day three I carried my 

seabag back to the barracks, relapsed the 

next morning and returned to sick bay for 

4 more days. Lugging my seabag again I 

returned to a different barracks and 

joined Company 88 for the rest of Boot 

Camp.  

 One is told friendships can 

be made in Boot Camp. It did not happen 

in my case because of transfer and the 

busyness of the sessions. One bright spot 

was when Chiefs Grabe and Walker from 

Company 88 looked at my scores and 

recommended I apply for the US Military 

Academy at West Point. It was a nice 

gesture, which I chose not to do.  I 

could tell already three years would be 

enough. Punishments for disobedience or  

not living up to standard were usually 

involved a lot of yelling, in-your-face 

treatment or less commonly marching for 

an hour or more with rifle held overhead, 

or latrine duty.  Some new sailors  

became homesick and left receiving 

general, undesirable or bad conduct 

discharges or brig time depending on the 

gravity of the offense: AWOL, disrespect 

including fighting and other assaults or 

felonies, or sheer inability to adjust to 

military life. Desertion or treason merited 

brig time or military prison. I missed all 

that. 

After leave back to Maryland I 

returned for the assigned school. Guess 

what? They changed it; they had changed 

the name of my chosen school to 

Engineman and so they sent me to 

Machinists Mate School for 8 weeks. I 

discussed it with the powers that be and 

found your assignment is as if in stone.  

School was classes, tests, shop 

work, marching, physical training and 



TALES FROM RIDERWOOD 

16 

going on liberty in North Chicago, 

Waukegan -- the home city of Jack Benny 

-- or to the big city of Chicago. One 

friend, Chuck Koester from Cincinnati, 

and I rented a room in the Fort Dearborn  

Hotel, hired a bottle of whiskey and 

toured the city for the weekend.  

We had some interesting offers of 

entertainment and provision of certain 

supplies by females and males while in the 

hotel and chose not to participate. One 

can see how easily one can be led astray. 

When the weather was warmer, one 

could sleep in Grant Park overnight along 

with thousands of others and be very safe. 

Offers were also made there and 

declined. I met several desirable females  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kurt dove into a black hole 

When he had no other way out 

From his life in the Bronx. 

Did that to himself and me too. 

I know. I know. If he had lived 

He would have become a ghost anyway 

Who lived among the dead and ghosts 

Never stop talking and talking 

Until we drive screwdrivers in our ears. 

Truth is he got too close to the event 

horizon 

And it sliced him up like a Cuisinart. 

 

 

 

 

on Chicago's North Side and dated them 

until I was transferred. 

 School finished, leave taken and an 

18I-hour trip by B&O to Chicago for 18 

hours and by Santa Fe RR for 56 hours 

placed us in San Diego. On the train were 

eight sailors in uniform who had been 

discharged as undesirable. They were 

drinking and it was sad to talk to them 

because they wanted other sailors and me 

to tell them they were ok. I feel the 

service should have provided counseling 

and they assured us that nothing was 

done except send them home. I often 

wonder about their acceptance in the 

community from which they came.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   Kurt Dies from a Heroin Overdose  

                         in 1969 
 

 by 
    Patrick A. Curtis 

 
So. I hope to see him again. 

Maybe I’ll wake up and he’ll say something glib 

Like, “Hey, Captain! Or hey, Chief! 

Welcome to the other side! 

I’ll be your Virgil because that Dude’s busy 

Because folks showing up in hell 

Keep coming, like, exponentially. 

Let’s take a cruise on the Styx 

Until your sentence is up and you move on, 

But I have to stay and betray you again. 

I’ll leave a prayer behind for the day 

Heavens pixelates into zeros and ones.” 

 

 


