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Message From The Editors 

We are endlessly proud of our contributors for bringing Brush & 

Ink into its third volume. When we began this endeavor in 2021, we 

did not know it would become an annual venture. It is the creativity 

and diversity of our patrons that makes this literary magazine 

possible. 

The landscape of librarianship is an ever-changing field. Being 

able to experiment, try new things, adapt, learn, and create new 

works is incredibly valuable and exciting. Seeing and reading the 

talented efforts of our community is one of the best aspects of this 

career. We thank all of the artists, writers, poets, and photographers 

who submitted their work. 

There would be no Brush & Ink without our astounding Board of 

Trustees, Director and Assistant Director. Your trust and leadership 

makes all things possible. We are endlessly grateful. 

Enjoy the magazine. We will see you in 2025. 

Christine Latham 

Sara Neil 

Editors- In-Chief 
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Watching the Moon 

On a cold winter night watching the moon begin to show 

Its orange color reflects on the water below 

On this beautiful winter night 
The stars appear and Orion's belt is bright 

Thinking of warmer weather soon 
As each new month passes, we look up at the moon 

when the birds head north, and the crocus will sprout 

The groundhog will pop his head out 

The seasons keep changing with new things to see 

A bird chirping, a bee buzzing, the new leaves on a tree 

There are so many wonders about 
Spring will be here soon I have no doubt 
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Pieces of the Heart 

Winter 

"Oh, it's beautiful!" said Jackie, as she stood outside with Andrew looking over the 
installation of the new shop window. 

"I'm glad you think so. I hope it wasn't too cold while I worked," said Andrew, 
adjusting his hat. The cold weather was in full force and Andrew could feel the cool 
wind blowing down Main Street to reach them at the corner. 

"No, not at all. I knew when I moved here it would get cold. That's why I bought this," 
said Jackie, as she posed in her puffy coat which looked stylish and warm. Andrew's 
heart fluttered. Before today he hadn't met Jackie, the owner of this new boutique 
fashion store, personally. They had only communicated through emails and some 
phone calls. Now that they had met face to face, Andrew was smitten. 

"Now here. This is the fee from the email, with some extra, since you did such an 
incredible job," said Jackie, holding out an envelope. 

"Oh, well. That's very kind but I can't accept that. I'm just your friendly 
neighborhood glazier," said Andrew, laughing awkwardly. 

"No, no, please, take it as a thank you for that beautiful work you did. The name you 
painted was beautiful, was that a machine or ... ?" 

"Uh, no. I've hand painted pretty much every shop's name at this point. I like to 
paint in my spare time so I love to add it in when I can," said Andrew, embarrassed. 

"Oh, I love to paint! Watercolors or acrylics?" 
"Acrylics, I like the watercolor style but I prefer the clean look of the acrylics. And 

yourself?" 
"Whatever I'm in the mood for," said Jackie lightly, as she stepped towards the 

front door. "Would you like to come in for a minute? It's freezing out here!" 
"Oh, I should probably go. Got a few other things to get to before the end of the 

work day, you know how it is," said Andrew, feeling foolish. 
"Oh, of course. Us shop owners are very busy people naturally. Well, I hope you will 

stop by! I' ll need all the business I can get or else you'll be installing someone else's 
window next year. Not that I'm trying to guilt you into buying. I just need business to 
go well or I won't be able to afford the store, or the apartment upstairs, for much 
longer than that." 

"Oh, well. I'll be sure to buy a few scarves then. It is cold after all; I could wear them 
all at once." 

"Well, I'm not sure about that, but by all means stop by and buy as many as you like. 
See you soon!" said Jackie, shutting the door. Andrew watched through the window. 
She seemed to be floating before him like a vision in his mind. Jackie began chatting 
with a customer, a beautiful smile on her sweet face, as she brushed some of her 
long black hair behind her ear. Andrew was stricken by her beauty and grace. They 
locked eyes and Andrew felt as if he would crumble as he gazed into her soft, inviting 
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dark eyes, tucked behind adorable glasses. She waved and he waved back before he 
finally forced himself away. 

Andrew returned to his truck feeling like a damn fool. She invited you in, you dope. 
Maybe next time, don't just stare at her through the window like a weirdo. After all it 
looks like we only got a year or she'll be gone. The thought of never seeing Jackie 
again struck Andrew like a painful blow. Well, I'll come back, that's all, Andrew 
thought, as he drove his truck down Main Street in the bitter cold of the winter. 

Spring 

Andrew didn't come back. At least, not at first. He meant to, certainly. He passed by 
one day after getting lunch and thought he would. Then on his way to the market 
another time he thought, maybe. Then finally on his way to the diner he said, certainly 
I will. But he hadn't, and winter had proceeded in all its cold brutality as a harsh 
reminder of his shyness and insecurity. 

No more, Andrew thought. Today I will definitely swing by the shop and talk to her, 
maybe even ask her out. Andrew felt foolish, but he was determined not to let his 
worse traits get the better of him. He only had a year after all, and he was wasting it 
being a coward. 

Andrew pulled into the lot and was brought right back to that first day where he 
installed the window and saw Jackie's bright smile. Andrew almost immediately 
backed up and drove home, but knowing that it was likely he had been seen from the 
window he had to go inside. 

He stepped out from the car, walked into the store, and began to look about like a 
thoughtful customer. Panic struck Andrew as a handsome man was casually chatting 
to Jackie, who smiled and nodded attentively. 

Damn, I've already waited too Jong, Andrew thought gloomily as he considered 
leaving. 

"Oh, hey Andrew! Look around and let me know if you need anything. It's good to 
see you!" said Jackie politely from behind the counter. Andrew waved as the other 
customer continued his conversation. Andrew waited and had a thought, scooping up 
three scarves of varying colors just as the customer left. 

"Hey, sorry about that. So, how are you, did you find anything?" Jackie asked from 
behind the counter. 

Andrew brought over the scarves before saying, as casually as he could muster, 
" Hey, no worries, so I know it's been a spell, but I'm here to make up for lost time." 
Andrew laid the scarves on the counter. Jackie laughed, remembering. 

"Oh, no, don't do that. Here, I have just the thing," said Jackie, who walked to the 
back for a moment, then returned with a thick scarf in hand. "I saw this the other day 
and thought it was perfect for you. See it's heavy, but it looks a lot better than 
wearing three at once. I know the weather is starting to get nicer, but I figured you 
could save it for next year." Jackie held it out invitingly. 

"I'll take it!" said Andrew immediately, digging for his wallet. Jackie laughed. 
"Wow. I didn't even need to give my sales pitch. Ok, hold on." Jackie began punching 
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in numbers and they completed the transaction. Andrew felt it was now or never. 
"And here is your receipt." 
"Would you like to go out sometime?" Andrew regretted it as soon as it came out. "I 

mean, if you want to, I know it's a bit sudden but, I could take you about town, since 
you're new here. And-" 

"Let's do dinner sometime. That diner has good food, right? I haven't tried it yet, but 
I heard good things." 

"Oh, I go there all the time. It's great. What time works for you?" 
"Let's say, six thirty?" 
"Ok, six thirty it is. I can't wait," said Andrew happily. Jackie giggled. 
"Me too. See you then! said Jackie with a smile, and Andrew couldn't help but admire 

how beautifu l she was as he walked out into the spring air feeling triumphant. 

Summer 

Spring passed as it always did, quickly, and as the trees that lined Main Street 
bloomed, so too did Andrew's relationship w ith Jackie. Their first date had been a 
success, and they met up again the following week to see a movie. Then their third 
date had involved a walk through the park. Now they had gone to a fair held every 
summer, and they had a wonderful time. Jackie wouldn't do the rides, but they did 
play multiple carnival games where she excelled at beating Andrew at just about 
everything. They had just grabbed a snack and were heading back to Andrew's truck. 

"Oh my God, these are so good!" Jackie exclaimed as she bit into the fried dough. 
Andrew laughed, the powdered sugar having completely covered her mouth and face. 

"Hold on," said Andrew chuckling, as he took a paper napkin and gingerly wiped her 
mouth. "Small bites," he playfully suggested, as Jackie devoured what remained in her 
hand. She began to reach for another when a group of teen boys hurried past. One of 
them had bumped into her shoulder causing her to drop the bag. Jackie looked angry, 
as if she would shout after the teens but her mouth was full. Andrew bent down and 
retrieved the bag. 

"No worries, didn't lose a single one," said Andrew returning the bag. 
"Thank you," said Jackie softening, grabbing his hand. The two continued to walk 

hand in hand. 
Andrew glanced her way, admiring her beauty and her long sundress. 
"What? I don't still have some on my face, do I?" Jackie asked shyly. 
"Maybe, right here," said Andrew, stopping. He leaned in and kissed her on the 

cheek. His heart fluttered as he locked eyes with her, feeling as if he could melt into 
the ground. 

"Now it looks like you have some," said Jackie softly, as she closed her eyes and 
leaned in. Instinct took over as Andrew, closing his eyes, continued forward and kissed 
her for the first time on a lovely summer evening. 
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Fall 

Summer felt more fleeting than spring. They regularly went to the diner for dinner, 
and spent as much time together as they could afford. One of Andrew's favorite dates, 
aside from the fair night, had been drinking wine at Jackie's place and painting 
together. Now the weather was growing cold all over again as Andrew drove home in the 
dark quiet of the night. As he drove, something bright caught his peripheral vision. He 
glanced towards the passenger seat of his truck and noticed Jackie's coat. Andrew 
decided to turn around and bring it back to her, since it was her coat for the cold 
weather. 

As he drove something else out of place caught his eye. Four teens had gathered in 
front of Jackie's shop. Before Andrew could figure out what they were doing one of 
them hurled a brick at the window shattering it into a million pieces. Andrew was 
stunned. He sped up. They look startled for a moment as he pulled to a stop in front of 
them. Andrew blared his horn to try to scare them off. While one or two looked nervous, 
another had a cruel grin, as he mocked Andrew. Andrew was furious, and reached to 
grab his phone to dial the police, when a voice caused him to look up. 

Jackie had appeared, baseball bat in hand, and was shouting as she headed towards 
the teens. Andrew began to free himself of the car, nervous for Jackie, when suddenly 
she swung the bat down into one of the teens, hard. She didn't let up. She continued to 
pummel him with the bat as if he was an oversized insect. Andrew ran up attempting to 
tear her away, but she resisted, elbowing Andrew as she continued her assault. The 
teens stood in shock as Andrew struggled to hold Jackie back. When he finally managed 
to get his arms firmly around her, the terrified group scrambled to help their bloodied 
friend up, and retreat behind the buildings. Jackie struggled against Andrew shouting 
obscenities at the group. 

"Jackie! Relax, look at me!" Andrew shouted, as Jackie continued to resist. 
"Those bastards were going to hurt you, I know it! I wasn't going to let them! They 

smashed the beautiful window you made! If I ever see them again-" 
"Jackie, it's ok. I'm alright. I'll make you another window. I'm your friendly 

neighborhood glazier remember? It's ok, just breathe." 
Jackie grew quiet, like a low burning fire. They stood there, silent for a moment, before 

Andrew got her inside where he made her tea to calm her nerves. When the truck was 
moved, and the tea drank, they settled on her couch where they stayed until they 
drifted to sleep, snug and protected by the other's embrace. 

W inter 

As the leaves fell away bit by b it the bitter cold returned. Andrew and Jackie walked 
down the aisle of the grocery store adding to their cart. They didn't call the police that 
night, they knew they were kids, and it felt pointless after Jackie's display. Instead, she 
filed her claim as an unknown accident and the insurance covered the repair. Andrew 
offered to replace the window himself but Jackie wouldn't have it. 
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The whole thing had unnerved Jackie, and Andrew found more and more often that 
he was spending the night at her place. As they got more serious, Andrew often 
reflected on Jackie's aggressiveness that night. The image of her pummeling that boy 
with a baseball bat floated to the forefront of his mind more frequently than he liked. 
At first it bothered him and he became concerned about what else she may be 
capable of. He began to notice other things, like how quick she was to strike a broken 
vending machine, or honk her horn while driving. Andrew wasn't sure what to make of 
this, until one night, after a particularly busy day, they had fallen asleep in each 
other's arms on the couch. The television sang softly in the background as the quiet of 
the early morning hung in the air. Andrew looked at Jackie, softly sleeping in his arms, 
and knew in his heart that she could do no wrong. He loved her, everything about her, 
and he wasn't about to throw this incredible person away simply because he didn't 
like this one piece of her. 

So, when Jackie revealed that she wasn't sure she could continue business for 
another year, Andrew realized a solution immediately, living together. At first Jackie 
had protested that she didn't want him to feel obligated to solve her problems, but for 
Andrew it wasn't even a question. They both admitted it would be nice to live together 
after al l the nights they had already spent together, and now with Andrew's 
contribution she would be able to stay for another year at least, if not more. 

It's the perfect solution, Andrew thought as he walked alongside Jackie, who was 
looking for an item on the shelf. They had reached the end of the aisle when a 
boisterous woman rounded the corner and slammed her cart into theirs. Jackie was 
startled by the impact, and anger clouded her face. 

"Sorry, 'scuse me," said the woman frantically as she quickly moved around them. 
Jackie turned, furious, but Andrew grabbed her hand. 
"It's alright. Just an accident, don't stress it," said Andrew calmly. Jackie sighed. 
"What would I do without you?" said Jackie, touching his arm. 
"Probably beat the shit out of that woman," said Andrew jokingly. 
"Wow! So I'm just never going to live that down, huh? I was protecting you, you 

know," said Jackie jokingly. 
"I know, and thank goodness I have you," said Andrew, as he leaned in and kissed 

Jackie, long and deep. 
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I didn't even need to go outside 

In the "vinter 
To realize ho,v cold you "vere 
How absent your hands felt 

Your Snow Angel 

\Vhen the sno"vflakes on your tongue melted 
This sno,v angel meant something to you 

I looked from outside your "vindo"v that you thought 
The springs view didn't make any sense 
You brought something inside, once a flo"ver of glory 
Turned into a decaying mess 

I thought you were going to water the plants 
I had all hope in your sunflowers, but then they lo,vered to the ground, and 
yourself did too 
You called me last, in the fastest night of the summer 
Something about your path in life is now forever 
Covered in heated obstacles 
But you never told me ho,v concretely it "vas 
Until the earliest sunrise gave me a clue 

You "vere too young for this to happen. I thought to myself, blooming ne"v life to 
this world 
And then autumn start to fly do"vn, 
Your acceptance to the consequences of your new path changed 
Every time you ran into a leaf-pile, 
as your capitulum gre"v heavy in thoughts 
But you gre,v more and more not only in your soil. but in meaning 
Later on, as you learned your lesson. a sno,v angel falls upon your hands. a love 
you no,v learned to hold 
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Lady Lone Moon 

He says to her 
"Let me fall so you can breathe" 

She reluctantly agrees, 
A lady with a chin of snow 

Her lips covered with amber kisses 
Trailed away at the midnight sl(y 

Dispatches herself from her children 
That try to mingle \•\~th their tingle 

The lady does not see him 
Her feelings of despair, streaks her white cheeks 

She pounds herself nightly 
Night after ight 

As her fists turn to craters 
As months turn into years 
Dreams fall from heavens 
Skies of all earth are sad 

He \\~II never be back 
Sorrow filled with misery and remorse 

Eat the lady apart 
She crumbles and weeps 

But no one will hear 
Even the planets fall one by one 

And start crawling on the ground 
Afraid from the mother monster 

VVho ,,~II never feel again. 
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The True Meaning of Christmas 

Once there lived a cardinal named Jacob in a village called Cardville, 
and he was so happy that Christmas was coming because of all of the 

gifts. Every year if he didn't get at least 50 presents he would be 
angry at his parents for an entire month. This started when it was his 
second Christmas, and he learned that presents are stuff you get for 

free. So he started doing this. Jacob was very greedy; he would never 
give presents, Jacob would demand presents. This year his parents 
didn't give him any presents besides a pine cone with glaze drizzled 

on it. Jacob didn't even like glaze. So Jacob went outside the warm 
and cozy house. He saw families showing admiration and love, and 
figured out that Christmas is not about the presents. It is about love. 
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Measuring Success 

The rooPl is ice cold 
And so is she 
The P1onster with the booP1ing voice 
Tearing through Ply soul 
You're not good enough! 
You're not working hard enough! 
Maybe they would do better without Ple ... ? 

I throw her words in the trash 
I aPl better than she thinks I aP1 
I will prove it to her 
I a111 not the weakest link 

She started to soften 
The 111onstrous voice changed 
To a 111ore gentle lion grUP1ble 
She talks to 111e 
She asks how 1'111 doing 
Does she really care? 

I find 111y passion again 
I do it for 111yself 
Days filled with tears and doubt 
Were replaced with friends and laughter 
This is 111y way to 111easure success 
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rmem-ories of cS'}/.cam,ore 

()1Jandering amid ihe 

6rnftl!l- lrees o{ winier 

!Above, 

§Jlew the snow and the 

cSong o{lhe dove. 

!And silence wilh her b!I

O'he walers: 

§Jring forever lo me a 

cSound[romlheirees 

Q1Jith -

lfhe leaves o{ <:Spring, 

C"Wliere we had been. 
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The Reunion 

The flight will last 45 minutes. Then less than an hour until reunion. The madness of 

two senior citizens: He closed his eyes to conjure up this woman who had changed 

his life twenty-five years ago. 

"Expected time of arrival in Buffalo is 10:17 AM," the pilot's voice announced. 

Buffalo and Deirdre Quinn. How was it possible? She wouldn't meet him at the gate, 

though, like the first time before they had ever seen each other. He had told her he'd 

be the man in the beige sport coat with a rose in his teeth. She hadn't given a clue 

about herself, except that she had green hair. 

Deirdre had written him a few days before. He placed his right hand over the breast 

pocket of his jacket, as though he were pledging allegiance to the flag, feeling the 

outline of her powder blue letter with the large gold "D" logo whose contents he 

knew by heart. "Dear Angelo, I regret not being able to meet you at the airport," she 

wrote. He had recognized her bold script with the peculiar slant of a left hand. "I will 

have to meet you at McMillen Park on the Canadian side of the falls," she continued. 

"I'll see you at our spot by the willow tree next to the brook. Love, Deirdre. P . S. -

Thank you for the Ovid." He had sent her a rare edition of The Heroines. It was 

going to be just like that day in late May 1968. 

At the airport in Buffalo, he produced his Medicare and university faculty 

identification cards to qualify for the extra bonus "frequent flyer" mileage. Then he 

paused before a mirror, wincing at the pink lesions his psoriasis bequeathed his 

forehead and chin, smoothing back the scant yellow-white hairs above his ears, and 

checking his nostrils for any unsightly growth. Angelo took a small, purple and silver 

box from the breast pocket of his jacket and popped three "Sen-Sen" into his mouth. 

Then he straightened the gold VFW pin in his left lapel which had moved when he 

returned the box to his pocket. 

Once beyond the security check point, Angelo put on his eyeglasses and looked for a 

"Ground Transportation" sign. His heartbeat, whose control had been transferred to 

a pacemaker device, thudded against his rib cage and echoed Deirdre's name loudly 

through the hearing aide concealed inside his left ear. 
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Angelo's cab dropped him off in front of the Falls View restaurant where he and 

Deirdre had lunched that first day, watching the white curtain of plaited water plunge 

continuously into the Niagara River. He moved slowly in the mounting heat of the 

morning, shuffling his way toward the park and the "lovers' glade" where he would 

meet Deirdre. En route, he stopped to buy a bouquet of her favorite flowers: daisies, 

pansies, and violets with rosemary. 

When Angelo reached the glade, the brook was burbling softly in its shallow but clear 

transit around the willow tree. He automatically looked at his watch, but Deirdre had 

not specified a time. He sat on a bench under the tree near the brook which narrowed 

from eight to five feet where it circled the tree. At that point an arching, wooden foot 

bridge, wide enough for one person to cross, spanned the brook. 

In the water near the bridge lay countless coins, bronze and silver, thrown by pairs of 

lovers for nearly half a century to seal their pacts of devotion. One in particular glinted 

more than the others. Angelo decided to look more closely and had to get down on his 

knees. He lifted his glasses onto his hairless scalp and peered at the copper-colored 

coin a few feet away. Suddenly, he saw the blurry outline of a figure reflected in the 

water before him. 

"Did you lose something? Perhaps I could help you find it." 

Angelo turned, still on his knees, and saw a woman all in black with a hat and 

mourning veil covering her head and face. She leaned over and assisted him back to 

the bench. He turned to look at the willow tree. "Your name's not Deirdre by any 

chance?" he asked, somewhat embarrassed. "She's a dear friend of mine," Angelo said 

dejectedly, "We were going to have a reunion after many years." 

"I'm sure she'll come for you," the woman whispered. "Goodbye." 

Angelo turned to say goodbye but the woman was walking away. He sat down on the 

bench. He wiped his face, as he looked into the brook again and this time the glint of 

an oblong, silver object caught his attention. As he knelt down to get a closer look, a 

young couple, perhaps 18 or 19 years of age, walked slowly into the glade. They were on 

the opposite side of the brook, moving toward him but never taking their eyes off of 

each other. Thus preoccupied, they sat down on the grass not more than four yards 

from Angelo who looked on in fascinated silence. 
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Removing something from the breast pocket of his beige, summer sport coat, the 

young man spoke. "With this token," he said solemnly, "I pledge to you my undying 

love and devotion." He removed a tiny bronze coin, no larger than a dime, from a clear 

plastic envelope and placed it in the young woman's right palm. Her coral lips parted 

and her brown eyes looked up in wonder at his face. 

''What is it? I've never seen anything like it." 

The young man placed his open right hand under her right palm, gently grasping it, 

and with his left index finger he pointed to the coin. "This is a drachma of the ancient 

Grecian city, Syracuse. It's been in my family for seven generations. My paternal 

grandfather brought it with him from Calatafimi, Sicily in 1909. It may have belonged 

to my ancestors 500 years before Christ." 

The young woman's mouth widened in awe. "Oh, I couldn't accept this from you, it's a 

family treasure." 

"All the more reason I want you to have it. I give something of my past to you who will 

be all of my future." 

"It will be my most favorite possession, always," she whispered as tears filled her eyes. 

She sniffed and smiled, asking, ''What are those markings on the coin?" 

"That's the head of Arethusa, a green-haired nymph of Artemis in Greek legend," he 

began. "There's a spring named after her in Syracuse. It seems she tried to escape a 

would-be lover, the river god Alpheus, by throwing herself into the sea. Artemis 

transformed her into a spring, but when she reached the islet of Ortygia, where the 

spring gushes from the rocks to this day, Alpheus transformed himself into a river and 

united with her forever." 

Clenching the coin tightly, the young woman threw her arms around him and covered 

his mouth with hers in a warm, moist kiss. Then she sighed, "I have something for you 

too! With this token I pledge to you my undying love and devotion." As she completed 

her vow, she put something into the young man's left palm. It was a flat piece of silver

colored plastic about an inch and a half long, in the shape of a bridge, with a small 

loop at its top for a chain to pass through. 

21 



"It's nice, but I'm not sure what it is?" 

"It's the Brooklyn Bridge. I mean it's a charm representing the bridge. My father gave 

it to me as a special remembrance of our first trip to New York City for my sixth 

birthday. I've treasured it because it represents all the hopes and dreams of the 

wonderful life I planned after visiting New York. I want you to have it, since you are 

that bridge, now." 

A rush of blood within the young man's body made him blush. "This is the most 

precious gift I've ever received. I love you!" 

"I love you, too!" she replied. 

He knelt, looking deeply into the brook. 

"You're sure they're after you?" she asked. 

"I'm certain," he said, tracing her name in bold arcs through the flowing water with his 

left index finger. Then he rose to her side. "They have no jurisdiction in Canada, but I 

know of cases where they cooperate and arrests somehow get made on the American 

side. Then it's prison for sure and a life of disgrace! My father already disowned me. 

Your family's all dead. We'd be apart and you'd have no one to turn to. There's only 

one way we can remain together." 

Tears were trickling down Angelo's hollow cheeks. "I'll help you!" Angelo shouted 

from the other side of the brook. "I have connections!" 

The young couple resumed staring at each other. 

Angelo yelled at them, "Don't do anything desperate, I can help you!" 

Without speaking another word, the young couple locked hands and stepped into the 

brook. They stood in the shallow water side-by-side then knelt down, whispering 

"Hold tight. Don't let go," and proceeded to lie prostrate in the water until motionless. 
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Angelo had risen to his feet, and started to wade into the brook himself, when he felt 

an explosion in his chest. He grabbed the bouquet of flowers and toppled helplessly 

into the brook, as daisies, pansies and violets with rosemary scattered and were swept 

around the willow tree. An ambulance was called by a passerby who discovered 

Angelo's body. 

After Angelo had been removed from the cardiac care unit to a ward room at St. 

Steven's Hospital, his day nurse accounted to him for his personal belongings. Among 

them she had found a blue piece of paper, partially disintegrated, with a gold "D" logo. 

Angelo asked the nurse to put the paper in his hands. After she left, he read the words 

scrawled in fading letters, as though for the first time: "Dear Dad, I know you can't 

help how you feel and neither can I. I must do what I think is right. Please forgive me 

and don't hate me. Some day we'll be together again in peace and harmony. Love, 

Angelo." 

A single tear rolled onto Angelo's cheek and he pressed the paper to his chest. He 

realized that for the first time in 25 years, a bouquet of daisies, pansies, and violets 

with rosemary had not been placed under the plaque on the willow tree in McMillen 

Park. For the first time, too, he could remember the plaque's inscription: "In the 

brook beside this tree on May 25, 1968, Angelo Donato, Jr. and Deirdre Quinn took 

their lives to protest the war in Vietnam. May their souls rest in peace, forever." 
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Friendship Bond 

On a big. yellow bus. 

two worlds converge. 

A little girl with a bookish mind. 

A little boy with spirit for adventure. 

come together. 

Sitting side by side on their journey. 

through laughter and whispers. a friendship takes hold. 

Sharing secrets. like treasure they build a castle of trust. 

But life's road diverges. tearing their connection apart. 

She misses his games. his laughter. his smile. 

He misses her wisdom. her anger and scowls. 

The distance of time continues to stretch. 

Wishes on a star are made. 

to sit side by side. 

one day. 
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TOYS 

Euery year, as winter turns to spring, we go through my son's toys to see which toys he still 
wants to play with and which ones we can put in storage or donate. When he was about 7 or 8 
years old, he wanted to heep playing with his LEGO mini-figures and his superheroes, but we 
decided that his stuffed animals could go in the garage or to a new home with one of his younger 
cousins. A few years later, some of his toy cars and trucks followed those stuffed animals out the 
door to make room for some lightsabers and nerf guns. Euery year some would stay and some 
would go. The types of toys would change with the season, but the toy box always remained. 

That changed this year. As we made plans to go through his toys, it dawned on us both that he 
hadn't played with any of them in a long time. most of them were in the same place they were 
when we decided to saue them last winter. We both felt nostalgic about some of his fauorites, the 
ones I would see him play with for hours just a few years ago, but he didn't want to heep any of 
them in his room this year. l'ue watched him grow since he was a baby, but it became clear in 
that moment that he had crossed from one season of his life to another. 

Packing up those toys felt lihe I was boxing up chapters of his childhood, each action figure, 
each LEGO set, each spaceship a bookmark in the story of his growing up. It was a bittersweet 
tash, realizing those once-beloued objects were no longer a part of his daily aduentures, now just 
relics of a time that seemed so recent to me. Just as we were planning for trips and concerts to 
add to our calendar once the cold winter turned to spring, I was watching my own son transition 
from one stage of life to another, leauing behind the world of action figures and make-belieue. 
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But as I looked at him, now more interested in music, friends, and his new hobbies, I 
couldn't help but feel a spark of excitement for him. It's funny how life works, isn't it? Just 
when you think you're losing something precious, you find that you're just making room for 
something else, perhaps equally wonderful, to take its place. 

When we went to get the boxes from the garage and talked about his plans, it was 
obuious to both of us that this wasn't just an ending, but a beginning too. In a few weeks we'll be 
packing up the winter coats and snow shouels to make way for the renewal of spring, j ust like 
we're packing up his toys to make room for his new interests and new discoueries. 

There's an old saying that the only constant in life is change. There's a rhythm to life, 
a cycle of letting go and welcoming the new. It's a comforting thought, really, that no matter 
how many seasons pass, there's always something new on the horizon, a fresh start waiting just 
around the corner. Seasons change, kids grow up, and as we moue forward, I carry with me the 
memories of those toy-filled days, a reminder of the journey we'ue been on and the exciting 
future that lies ahead. 
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A glimpse 

I wahe. 

Before the sun. 

It's darh. 

Up top! There's light. 

Hills and trees in my way. 

I crawl. So~ly. 

I climb. Hopefully. 

Darhness surrounds me. I looh up. I peah. 

A glimpse. 

A ijlimP-se 

A glow between treetops. 

I creep. I clamber through roch faces. 

There's promise. 

I go. I'm pulled by the glimmer. I go. 

I reach. 

My hands seeh the surf ace. My eyes touch the shy. 

I breathe. I peah. I see. 

A uisual cacophony! 

Sunrise! 
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your gentle nature, 

so soft of face. 

new life you gift, 

flowers you bring. 

a little bit luck, 

a little bit fortune, 

in tune with the earth 

and all her omens. 

aligned with your senses, 

trusting gut feelings, 

intuitive listening, 

embraced sensitivity. 

adapting to change, 

found freedom in the rain. 

mapped where it's safe, 

choosing when to be brave. 

underestimated 

but bright all the same. 

prosperous, purity. 

the hare, the rabbit 

if kindness had a name. 

The Rabbit 



The Brave One 

Dw·ingthe first week of April, 1971, my armored cavalry regiment was making its final 

arrangements for its road march to its new assignment in Cu Chi. My sergeant and I had packed 

our medical unit's supplies into our assigned Conexes. Later that day the Transportation unit 

would load our equipment onto five-ton trucks. I was the lower-ranking medic; ergo, I would 

drive the Jeep behind the trucks. Sergeant Hardfive would be the passenger. 

In mid-afternoon our mess hall crew gathered our remaining perishable food supplies into a 

crate four feet by four feet, and three feet deep. vVe needed several guys to wrangle the crate onto 

a deuce-and-a-half truck. We were going to deliver the food to our base employee's village down 

the road as a parting gift later that day, but well before dark. 

All of our base employees resided in the village. Every morning they arrived at our base. After 

work they all n·aveled a few miles down the road to their homes. There was a mature man beyond 

military age who was the elder statesman of the group; several women ranging in age from 

adolescence to maturity; and two adolescent boys whose sole job was to remove and burn the 

solid waste which accumulated in the cut down 55-gallon drums beneath the latrines. I will name 

these boys Van, age 15, and Truong, age 13. Van had suffered polio in childhood. He survived, but 

his left arm withered in a way that made him ineligible for military service in the South 

Vietnamese Army. The younger boy envied him for his disability. 

In the general area of Thu Due and Xuan Kat, a collection of ramshackle dwellings built on dirt 

and sand comprised the village. Nominally, this village was under the protection of the South 

Vietnamese Regional Forces, Provincial Forces. Often called RF / PF. Supposedly the local militia. 

Something akin to our local police forces merged with our National Guard. Rumors abounded 

that after dark the RF /PF personnel act in concert with the Viet Cong. - a la the fox guarding the 

henhouse. 

Our two-vehicle convoy arrived at the village in that golden hour preceding twilight. We noticed 

the RF /PF building alongside the road. The truck stopped at a spot several yards off the road, 

about twenty yards from the row of scruffy little shacks. The villagers came out to meet us. They 

helped us unload the crate. We moved it to an open space nearer the shacks. 

What had begun as a tranquil, poignant moment of villagers thanking us for the food, and 

troops saying good-bye to folks they have known for several months, soon turned to a time of 

edgy anxiety. The armed RF /PF troops double-timed from across the road. They entered the 

village carrying their rifles at high port. They gathered around their leader. He spoke and 

gestured to them like a quarterback in a pickup game. They were planning something. 

32 



The leader of the pack indicated to the village elder that the crate belonged to the RF !PF. He 

wanted the crate for his men. I walked over to the crate and sat down on the front left corner. I 

cradled my M-16 over my left elbow and pulled a cigarette from the pack as ifl owned the crate 

and the soil beneath it. The leader looked at me. Then he said a few words to his men. 

As the leader strode toward "my" crate, his men suddenly formed a single line, and ran along 

the edge of the open areas. I thought that they were going to form a firing line. This could have 

turned into a horrendous incident. 

The leader sat down on the adjacent corner of the crate. He looked to me, and gestured that he 

wanted a cigarette. Smokers speak a universal language when it involves a cigarette. Especially 

someone else's cigarette. On the outside, I was a cool, staunch, forthright individual. Inside, I 

realized that I had overstepped my limit. I had raised the stakes while holding a pair of deuces. 

Now what will I do? 

Now and then in times of dire desperation, someone else will step up. Today's contestant was 

Van. He had often come around our aid station to wave hello, and help unpack supplies. He 

seemed to like being nearby, as if he was on my side. 

Van stood between me and the riflemen. He spoke to me in a pleading tone. "Please. Go away. 

Now!" I read his eyes as he spoke. He also thought that something dire was about to happen. He 

may have heard the words the leader had spoken to his men. 

I stood up. I shook hands with Van and told him that he was a "number one man." Then I 

turned to the Vietnamese leader, and shook his hand, as if to say, "You win." 

I turned to face my guys. I made sure to hold the M-16 away from my body. There was space 

between the trigger and my right hand. I announced, "Men, time to go." I was reluctant to give up 

the crate, but I realized that soon we would leave the village and the RF /PF group would remain. I 

figured that the villagers and the militia both spoke Vietnamese, and sooner or later they would 

figure things out. Four years later the US government would arrive at the same conclusion. 

The US troops got into their vehicles and we began our trip back to camp. I took a look back at 

the village. As twilight painted the sky all seemed peaceful. In all likelihood Van had prevented a 

serious incident. I hope that he emerged unscathed after the orth Vietnamese took control of 

the South. As I steered my jeep through the camp gates, I realized that the bravest, stand-up man 

I had ever met was a IS-year-old boy. Truly the brave one. 
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Seasons 
What's better than a season change? 

The hope, the light, and there's more Sun 
Is it More than the first awakening and morning dew, 
Birds chirping, sunrise new 
sweet smell mesmerizing fragrance , 
Bitter sweet cause it comes with the allergen 
what is better than the season's change 

What is the season that the son's birthday closes one 
Snowfall comes 
blinding layers of pure white blankets 
Covering the green 
Snow day please 
Children like they used to, 
children like they should be Beat upon my face 

Laughter with rose fragrance , 
carries the weight of a ton 

Too hot we complain 
Rain season we disdain 

But we know and accept 
All seasons not the same 

Laughing and playing jumping and sledding, 
Snowball in the face 
Teeth chattering state 

Can you see it 
The change 
We feel it 
To need it 
Last season's decision inevitable to concede it 
The change 

A little rain must fall 
Our anticipation stands tall 

As we trudge through the final steps of the season 
Mastering the qualities , understanding the subtleties 

Grieving the causalities, 
this season its actualities, 

We have no choice but to adjust to its reality. 

Now a wish upon a sun 
Flowers before noon the beach to run 
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We compare and contrast a season of weather and a Seasonal life 
Some seasons of strife 

Turmoil so real it cuts like a knife 
We get that fall must occur so spring leaps forward 

Embrace our seasons of joy, camouflaging our seasons of plight 
Joy in the morning 

Means we endure through the night 
And whether the weather or existing endeavors 

We have learned the nuances of winter comes with the summer of better 

What's better than a season change 
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Warm 

Seasons come in many forms 
Some are hot and scalding 

Fierce and bright 
Others are dark and dreary 

Cold and scary 

Some seasons are in between 
They are both bright and dark 

Hot and cold 
A mixture creating something familiar 

A warm content 

Experiencing the intensity of fire and ice 
Is exciting yet dangerous 

Risks exist in the extremes 
Remember to always return to the comfort of 

warm 
Before the burn 

Our memories are full of hot and cold 
But the best ones are warm 

They are filled with friends and family 
Comfort and safety 

Laugher and joy 

Take the risk 
Reach for the flame or the 

Weather the storms of change 
But remember to return to the warmth 

That's where you will find home 
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THE f OUR SEASOVlS 

Everyone knows there are four seasons: Summer. Autumn. Winter. and 
Spring. But have you ever wondered what would happen if they switched 
places? 

It was February. and Spring started to appear while Winter slowly 
receded. Winter noticed that people were happy about Spring's arrival. but 
this wasn't anything new; it had been happening for thousands of years. 
Seeing this, Winter said to itself. "I am done with this. The humans are so 
happy because it's getting warmer that they don't even appreciate the cold." 

Winter grew so mad that it ref used to let Spring come. Spring tried to 
reason with Winter. reminding it that humans appreciate Winter. too. 
Humans look forward to Christmas and many other holidays because of 
Winter, but Winter didn't care. Winter said to Spring ... You're just saying that 
because you know that humans like you and Summer more." 

Summer chimed in, agreeing with Winter's sentiment. "You're right. 
Humans like us more than you because you're just a cold, dark season. and 
we are warm. sunny. and bright." Summer said. Autumn added. "Summer is 
right. That's just the way you are ... 

Winter's anger grew so strong that Spring. Summer, and Autumn 
couldn't do anything about it; Winter was just too powerful. At first. people 
didn't notice anything major. They thought it was just climate change. But 
then. when birds returned from migration, they got confused. farmers· 
vegetables didn't grow. and eventually, people started to worry. Some even 
built underground bunkers to live in. 

It got so cold that animals started to die. The whole world plunged into an 
ice age. People's food began to run out, and even tropical areas turned into 
permafrost. Scientists anxiously searched for a new, suitable planet for 
humankind. The whole world felt into pandemonium. 

As things started to die out. Winter felt guilty for all of this. finally, when 
Winter let Spring come, it was too late. Everything was covered in 
permafrost. Most of the humans died, and the important people left Earth in 
rockets. 

Winter felt so guilty that it promised the other seasons it wouldn't show 
its face again for a thousand years. Then the other seasons said, "You 
better." A thousand years later, when Winter finally returned, it saw that 
Earth was brimming with life again. 
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There were no mammals yet, but life was thriving. 
The seasons decided to give Winter another chance. But Winter was 

worried, "The animals and the trees aren't ready for the cold." Autumn 
reassured Winter. saying, "Don't worry. I trained them to adjust to the cold." 
Autumn was the responsible one among all of the seasons after all. Slowly 
but steadily, mammals started to appear, and they became smarter. Then, 
mammals similar to humans appeared. They created their own language, 
and everything started to go back to normal. History repeated itself. 

All of the seasons learned something: never mess with Mother nature. 
and everything has its own purpose. 
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Porcelain Flowers 

A garden of starlight, twinkling in 

pink roses, 

porcelain flowers grow in Winter's 

frosty ch it I. 

Spun into gold, ivy cracks and 

twitches, longing 

to twist into Spring's muddy troughs. 

Dragonflies rest on Summer's 

blooming lavender, 

happy to sway with ocean salty 

breezes. 

A maple leaf crisps and crochets 

Autumn's 

blanket, a quilted memory of sandy 

sleepy seasons. 
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Every Dog Has Its Day 

In a cozy nook, where shadows play 
A Pomeranian spends his day. 

With fluffy coat and bright, round 
eyes 

. He greets the world with gentle , 
sighs. 

UP,on the table, a sandwich waits 
-"'-I"·· .. "'•With peanut butter, a tempting fate. 

[he Pomeranian, with eager glee, • 
:Approaches with curiosity. 

In springtime's bloom, the windows 
wide 

He savors each lick, his joy untried. 
With budding flowers and skies so 

blue 
He nibbles away, his spirits anew. 
Summer's warmth, a golden hue 

The Pomeranian enjoys his chew. 
Beneath the sun's soft, dappled 

light 
He relishes his sandwich bite. 

As seasons change, his joy remains 
In peanut butter's sweet refrains. 

Through every moment, love 
sustains 

In each scene, his bliss maintains. 
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Autumn on Long Island 

All around me people speak of the fall grandeur and beauty of upstate New 

York and New England. I join in with tales of lacey yellow leaves twining up 

trees and telephone poles, scarlet sumac against golden beeches, vines of berry 

red and pumpkin orange climbing granite. I don't need to leave the island for 

autumn's splendor; I see this daily as I travel Long Island's parkways, highways 

and backroads. 

All commuters have autumn's glorious colors outside their windshields. 

From Nass au to Eastern Long Island there are quilts of orange, red, and gold, 

everywhere you tum. Going east on Sunrise Highway through Bayshore and the 

!slips the rising sun turns the trees all sulfur yellow, neon orange, and blood red. 

Along the partition fence goldenrod and wild aster bloom against a backdrop of 

multi-colored vines and bushes softening the view of the malls and businesses 

on the service road. 

Stuck in traffic at the Oakdale merge, one can reflect on the blaze of color 

along Bubbles Falls and Rattlesnake Creek that flames upon their waters, a train 

passing beyond, whistle blowing. On the north side along the Connetquot Park 

border green pines alternate with brick red oaks to frame the beige grass of the 

meadow where deer graze at dusk. Traveling onward it's a potpourri of rust red, 

mustard yellow and purple. Passing beyond Patchogue one can see eastward the 

meld of trees and brush of all colors marching to the east. 

Traveling on Northern State or Southern State is a reminder of what Robert 

Moses's vision was. Passing Belmont Lake Park on Southern State dark green 

pines tower on one side, fiery bushes on the other. The maples and oaks 

mirrored on the lake is a living Monet painting, right down to the rowboats and 

swans placidly afloat. The trip along the parkway is a constant explosion of 

color. Bushes turn wine red from the bottom up, palely green atop. Red fruits 

against yellow leafed trees and ever-present vines of scarlet and gold clambering 

over granite overpasses. Northern State is much the same, a tapestry of color 

skirting the roadway. 



For more solitary moments we have but to enter the many parks of the 

Island. For ordered ranks of color and bloom we have Planting Fields 

Arboretum, Westbury Gardens and Bayard Cutting Arboretum. Like your color 

on the wild side? Try Wildwood, Connetquot, or any of the other large parks 

and preserves on Long Island. At any of these places you might see a cormorant 

practice his diving, ducks facing off, chipmunks scooting through the 

underbrush, all against a backdrop painted by Mother Nature's palette. 

I have no argument with the beauty and grandeur of our northern neighbors 

at this time of year. But as I look out over Long Island down to the bay from the 

Vietnam Memorial in Farmingville the beauty that is right here in our own back 

yard overwhelms me. 
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Big Wind 

The storm rattled the shutters maRing the window panes shaRe violently as the gusts 

reached up to sixty Rnots or more. More then three days it constantly battered the coast 

in its fury, RnocRing anything that showed weaRness down in its path. The ocean stripped 

away beaches leaving exposed the sands of time. Dunes which were spurned from mother 

ocean through the course of time returned to her womb, leaving nothing anyone living 

would recognize. 

A small beach shacR stood near the shore's edge, built years before what had 

developed around it. Built with the craftsmanship of an old-world ship builder, able to 

withstand any force nature could throw against it. 

Its only occupant, Vernon Howell, was eighty-seven years old and had been through 

more in his life than most people would believe possible. The reality was he Rnew the 

years had eroded away at his youth, and he accepted that, but the storm was eroding his 

fragile nerves as every blast of air slammed the outer walls of his abode. He was the only 

weaR linR in the structure that evening, as he sat in his chair listening to the wind howl 

out of control. 

Vern had been through it many times before, but that was in his youth. Up to seven or 

eight years ago he considered all of it his youth. The day he left the sea to live on land 

was the day he decided he was too old. Now as he sat with the will of nature swirling 

around him, he felt he had lost control of the only world he had ever Rnown. Things 

would never be the same, he thought. 

Vernon Howell began reliving his life. His fatigued mind captured visions of his past. He 

remembered the time he bought a twenty-two-foot cabin cruiser and was piloting bacR 

from New Jersey. In those days weather forecasts were a little better then looRing out the 

window. Vern had no idea a hurricane was moving up the coast but he found the humor 

of the situation as he told the story years later. 

"I was fighting to stay off the sandbars with each wave. The boat was ta Ring a beating. 

I was soaRed to the bone. The beach was in sight, but I didn't thinR I could swim the 

distance in a washing machine. My life preservers were just out of reach. I was afraid to 

let go of the wheel to get one! All I Rept thinRing was, 'I wish I bought a bigger boat'." 

Vern smiled to himself now as the gusts battered his little shacR. He got up and picRed 

up a bottle of whisRey. LooRing at the patch that covered his right eye in the mirror he 

thought, "Guess the wind has been eating away at me for years." 
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He sat in his chair again holding the bottle of whisRey. His mind wandered to a day even 

further in his past. BacR to when he was running rum during Prohibition. A violent storm 

quicRly crossed the island heading out to sea. He was still reefing the main sail when the 

wind blasted the boat broadside, snapping the standing rigging on the port side. Vern 

never saw it coming, or his eye again after the line whipped through his eyelid taRing the 

eyeball with it, as it thrashed wildly in the wind. 

"If I managed to live through that, I can handle a little storm liRe this." Vern spoRe aloud 

taRing a swig. "Hell...made it through the storm ... and the Coast Guard! This ain't 

nothin'." 

Only this wasn't a little storm. The forecasters were calling it the worst storm of the 

century. Vern had no idea since he didn't have a radio. 

The candles flicRered as the wind tried its hardest to enter. When Vern was on the water 

he felt he had control of his fate, but sitting in the dimly lit shacR he was at the mercy of 

the wind. 

A sudden burst of atmospheric energy tore a shutter from its hinges, leaving the glass 

window to withstand the pressure of the wind on its own. Vern was instantly up on his 

feet. He couldn't stand it anymore, but a sudden rustling in the garbage distracted him 

from his train of thought. Startled, he jumped bacR as the bag fell over. A rat. 

"That's it! I'll get you!" But something came over him as he watched the rodent 

scavenge for food. All this little fellow was trying to do was survive, liRe he had for so many 

years. 

Things weren't that bad. It was just the wind. Even though the wind seemed to affect 

his life more than any other being on the planet. Rummaging through a drawer, he pulled 

out a couple of slices of bread and tossed them over to the rat. 

"You don't bother me and you can stay till the storm's over, little feller." Vern tooR 

another swig of whisRey and walRed over to the window. Without the shutter he could see 

what was happening out on the water triggering another memory from his past. 

It was World War 2, Vern was serving aboard a merchant cargo ship in the North 

Atlantic. He watched from the bridge as the ship rode up the face of an approaching wave 

then was covered from bow to stern as the peaR washed over the decRs tossing around a 

couple of hundred tons of steel liRe a corR. 

"Ain't nothin' compared to that, is it little feller?" 

The rat continued to nibble away at the bread oblivious to his host. Vern felt a little 

better Rnowing he wasn't talRing to himself for a change. 

"Gonna hav'da fix that shutter come mornin', that's provided this shacR's still 

standin '." Vern sat bacR with his whisRey bottle watching the rat fill its stomach. 



"You gotta family, little feller? I did, once. A wife and a son." Tears began to swell in his 

eye as he began to reminisce of a past that seemed so long ago. 

"My boy was Rilled in Korea by friendly artillery. The army never admitted the absurdity 

of firing a barrage of rocl~ets during a typhoon. They were blown 30 points off their target. 

Officially it was listed as 'an atmospheric condition rendering the mission unsuccessful'." 

Vern looRed down at the bottle. "Damn politics, is what it was! That's what got my wife 

too. She couldn't handle the lies. It ate away at her till it won." Vern tooR another sip 

watching the rat as it watched him bacR. He couldn't help but smile. 

"I'd give ya a name, but you ain't stayin' and don't start thinRin' otherwise!" 

Something flying on a blast of air smacRed into the window pane cracRing it. The wind 

did the rest as it blew the glass into the room shattering it on the floor. Vern found a way 

to cover the empty space. It was then he realized what he missed most, the fight to 

survive. On the sea it was constant, but old age started to maRe him accept the inevitable. 

Living in the cabin he felt he had lost the will to fight but now he found it again. 

First the shutter, then the glass. What would happen next? He Rnew he was ready to 

fight bacR now, but he was surrounded by a storm he couldn't control. He sat bacR with 

his whisRey to wait it out. He looRed for his little friend, but he was gone. Vern would find 

him in the morning and send him looRing for new quarters. 

The wind seemed to be easing and the whisRey was warming his soul. He sat listening to 

the water lapping at the pilings of the shacR he called home. It reminded him of the 

sounds he heard living on his sloop. It was in the comfort of these thoughts that Vern fell 

asleep. 

When he awoRe to the sunshine of the new day, the wind was now a steady breeze 

compared to the night's fury. The flood waters were diminishing as Vern assessed the 

damage. Not quite as bad as he had imagined it would be. It wasn't until he began closer 

examination of the pilings that Vern discovered the dead rat. 

Tears came to his eye as he gently picRed up the body liRe it was a lost pet. It must have 

been scared to the point that it gave up its life looRing to escape its fear, when it had been 

safe all the time. Vern understood, liRe no one else ever would. 

Vern found a spot next to the shacR to bury his compadre. He covered the grave with a 

bricR so it would always be marRed. He even scratched an epitaph in the piling with the 

name 'Junior' and the date. 

The beach shacR and Vern were about the same age. It was the first hundred years' 

storm either of them had weathered. With a smile, Vern couldn't help thinRing, "That was 

nothin' compared to '38!" 
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!JJulumn morning 

c5unrise blinds my eyes. 

!JJs g lry lo perceive, 

the canvas o[colors in the morning sky. 

J!islening lo whispers o[ a cool waking breeze, 

steering the leaves on lran<fuil frees. 

(JI/Ji/h each ray o[ color a lime less tale. 

c[}Jeginning o[ a new autumn morning. 
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Tainted Lies 

Your eyes 
They are your true disguise 
It's the pain that leads to a black eye 
Don't hide your eyes 
I remember your cry 
That cry for help at midnight 
You got to your knees and prayed to be 
the same 
But there is not a standard 

I 

You asked god to have you assimilated 
to baby blues 

But how can you ask when you are 
about to take a deep dive into the 

ominous blue? 
How much can someone ask for 

How much endurance does one have 
How eroded are those lies 

You can't hide 
Honey, you are your demise 
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Rewired 

Buried deep in the recesses of my mind and heart 
There are wires carrying strong currents 

Anger, fear, loneliness, resentment, regret 
Are running within the strings of red, black. green. grey. yellow 

The wires of trauma. abuse. depression, isolation 

I look and see the wires tangled 
Intertwined so tightly 

I can hear the dark hum of electricity 

How do I replace them? 
What do I replace them with? 

I find wires of forgiveness, acceptance, faith, hope, love 
But what tools do I use to replace those destructive wires? 

I look again and see where I can cut 
I cut Loneliness with Friendship 

I cut Anger and Resentment with Acceptance and Gratitude 
I cut Regret with the True Knowledge of Accomplishment 

I cut Fear with Faith 

Slowly and carefully each wire is cut and replaced. 
It takes a long time 

There are some shocks in the process 
When I'm finished, there is 

a strong new energy running through me. 
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It Wasn't Just About My Hair 

Although I haven't insured my hair for $1 million like Tony Polamalu, most of you know me as "the one with 

the big head of hair." My hair has gotten me work, allowed strangers to share a kind word, offered photographers 

some fun shots, and keeps me warm on those cold winter days. My hair is often a topic of conversation, but my 

most recent interaction was a bit different. We never lmow what someone is going through but sometimes we 

need to take a moment to listen - I mean really listen. 

We live in a "rush here, rush there" type of world. People are like robots and we are constantly on the move. We 

have become accustomed to thinking that we need material things and we look for the nicest clothes, most 

expensive cars, and the biggest homes. We compete for everything and we involve our children in competitions. Is 

this type of behavior healthy? Are children learning how to love and laugh or are they being taught to fight? Are 

relationships amongst teens healthy? 

I was chatting with the cashier as she rang up my items and as she went to place an item in my cart she 

wall<:ed behind me and said "Wow, your hair is beautiful and so long." I thanked her as I always do when I receive 

a kind word about my long locks. She then said, "My daughter used to grow her hair that long." So I thought 

"typical kid, doing crazy things like chopping off her hair, adding silly bangs, or changing it to some outrageous 

colors," but it seems that I was way off. I replied with "Oh, she doesn't like it long now?" The woman answered 

with, "My daughter was murdered." Not exactly the discussion I thought I would be having as I placed my gluten 

free bread in my cart. I continued to bag my groceries but was suddenly taken to a whole different place. 

She continued with, "My daughter was an 18 year old honor student and I thinl<: they're trying to cover 

something up." I felt at this point that it would be alright to ask questions since she brought it up. I said "What do 

you mean by 'cover it up?' I am so very sorry to hear this." She said, "My daughter was with a friend in Suffolk 

County but her body was found in Nassau County." She mentioned how she never really received any answers 

and didn't know where to turn. I did not want to pressure this woman into getting answers, but as I saw this 

pretty young lady in the locket around her neck I felt compelled to inquire. 

Everyone grieves differently and it certainly was not my place to tell her what to do. She asked where she 

should start and I told her you go to the top, and the top of that one, and so on. I said "Don't stop until you get 

some answers." And she said "You're right, I need to do this, thank you so much." I wished her luck and my big 

head of hair and I walked out. 

I thinl<: it is important that if someone gives us a compliment or says "we remind them of so and so," this may 

go much deeper than just a surface remark. We are living during some very difficult times and although this story 

was not what I expected, I thinl<: that I may have helped this woman in a roundabout way. So the next time a 

stranger stops you and offers a kind word it may be a small moment for you but something that has a huge 

impact on them for the rest of their lives. 

When was the last time you provided a stranger with a ldnd word? Have you helped someone who was 

struggling? Did you find time to reach out to a relative you haven't spoken with in a long time? Isn't it time to 

stop looking at the clock and to start looldng at life? 
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The Hand 

I had never seen a ghost before, not really. Of course, when I was younger I was 
afraid of ghosts - everyone was - or at least it seemed that way. In school, rumors 
circulated about a black hand that would descend from the ceiling in the third
grade girls' bathroom. I resented my classmates for sharing their poison, yet I 
myself became a vector of their plague. Did you hear about the black hand in the 
bathroom? No? It's like this .... You saw it? What was it like? 

For all I spoke of it, I didn't want to think about the hand, not really, but the 
mind has the wonderful tendency to fixate on the very things we should care 
about the least. Each morning, five mornings per week, I entered my classroom 
and sat at my desk, assuming the guise of a student-but I was not a student. I 
was a strategist, a general in the war between the natural and the supernatural. I 
had to protect myself. Soon enough, I got it all figured out: if nature were to call, 
I would wait until lunch and use the safe, non-haunted cafeteria bathroom. 

That was the plan, anyway. 
I aligned myself with nature, but nature did not always align with me. There 

was a time when its call came so loudly, so urgently, that it filled my senses and 
became impossible to ignore, and I didn't want to go to the haunted bathroom, 
oh no, and my heart raced and my breath shallowed and my eyes darted and I 
started to sweat and my teacher had told me there was no such black hand, no 
such things as ghosts, but how could she be right when my own body was 
fighting to keep me from harm, when my mind was screaming, DON'T GO, 
DON'T GO? 

And yet what choice did I have in the face of that horrible call? 
So I went. I marched through the no-man's land of the hallway. I stood before 

my destination as if loitering at the gate of some dark bastion, and I entered the 
place that was supposed to be a bathroom but which had morphed somehow, 
tilted, shifted, recognizable to the eye but alien to the heart. I hurried into a stall, 
yanked a pink plastic ring off my finger, set it on the toilet tank, and got to 
business, all while glancing this way, now that, chasing shadows in my 
peripherals, sure that the hand was coming to get me, that it was my turn to see 
it just as others had claimed they had, that the next glance would bring me face 
to hand with the unnatural. 

But the unnatural did not come. 
I still feared that bathroom for the rest of third grade. That day, I fled the place 

with soapy hands, and I did not return so long as I could help it, not even to 
retrieve the ring I had left in the stall. The ring did not matter much, though I 
must admit that I missed it. Still, I had descended into the land of doom and 
returned intact to tell the tale. That's an ordeal to be proud of-but not repeated 
unnecessarily. 



Over time, I stopped believing in ghosts. Friends would tell their tales even 
into middle school, but I had lost the need to heed their words of warning, had 
become immune to their plague. Eventually they, too, awoke from their 
fevers, and ghosts ceased to come up as a serious topic. 

I even returned to that old bathroom-quite recently, in fact. I don't like to 
take work home, so I often stay in school late to grade my students' work and 
plan for the next day. Nature called. There are faculty bathrooms, but the 
third-grade girls' bathroom was the closest, and besides, why not revisit the 
object ofso much childhood drama? 

So, I went. The place was just a regular bathroom, not shifted, tilted, nor 
morphed, contrary to what my panic had led me to believe so long ago. It was 
even quite nice for a student facility, save for a missing ceiling panel above a 
sink. I chose a stall and got to business. After I finished, I washed my hands, 
turned to go, and-

Clink! 
I turned back around, looked in the sink, and found a pink plastic ring. I 

looked up into the space in the ceiling. 
And there I was, face to hand. 
I had never seen a ghost before, not really-but as they say, seeing is 

believing! 
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