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Rambling Along the Metaphysical Path

Weird Happens
by Georgia E.Warren

Co-Publisher, Metaphysical Times

In 2008 at a psychic fair in Cobbleskill, New York, a lady sat down with me for a

hand reading. She believed she was a Space Alien from a planet that circled Proxima
Centauri, about 4000 light years from Earth.
Over the last several weeks I have been remembering, researching all the details of
her visit, writing it all down and re-writing. The article got to be twenty pages long.
I became very proud of this studious piece of work.
David Warren, my co-publisher, writing mentor, editor and all around best friend,
did his best to help me edit it but I did see him nodding off once when reading the
ever longer and more complicated story. I thought it would make a very good addition to this Weird Issue. Sometimes when David is dissatisfied with something he is
reading, he makes growling noises. He growled.

At the same time, we were adding an Articles by Author section to our website (it
should be available in June). While checking the authors and stories in each past
edition of the Metaphysical Times, we made a discovery.
We had already published the story about this Space Alien.
It was clear, concise, interesting, and we had both completely forgotten that I not
only wrote it, but that we published it.

That's Weird.
If you care to read the concise story about my encounter with this lovely lady, feel
free to go to : MetaphysicalTimes.com

We chose to
investigate your
planet for the simple
reason that we find
you amusing.
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Welcome
to the
Weird Issue
by Oren Pierce, Guest Editor
I was born in the bathtub in which
my poor mother also did the wash, as were
my ten or twelve brothers and sisters that
lived. The home shack was on the edge of
the Camp Drum military reservation and
had two bedrooms, but one was strictly for
my dear mother’s soldier appointments,
so when each of the resulting children
became old enough to toddle, the child
was moved to the chicken house out back.
We raised each other there and took care
of the chickens too. Did a pretty good job
of it I think; went to school looking clean
enough, brought home books, and read to
each other. Don’t ever think that our mother
was not a saint of a woman, because she was.
But I strongly suspect that the reason I
have been tapped to write the guest editorial
is because I am being cast as weird. I was
not given the honor so that I could select
the authors and articles. I am told that the
weirdness theme is not meant to imply that
the subjects or the authors themselves are to
be weird. It is just supposed to be an everyday
back of the mind thing …but both the man
and the story in the case of Davy Weathercock
here seem over-the-top weird to ME.
Weathercock (I feel) has presented
us not with just an honest meditation on
the uncanny nature of everyday life that
an unsensational treatment of the theme
requires, nor is it either fact or fiction, but
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just plain fake news.
Not wanting to be too negative, I won’t get
any further into that. Read and judge for yourself.
Just about everything else in this issue is fine with me
and I recommend the writings to you without further
doo doo.
But as guest editor, it is my responsibility and
my opportunity to tell you about the NEXT issue of
the Metaphysical Times: the FOOD issue, in which
I myself will have a featured story; but I will not
be the guest editor then, so then I won’t be able to
introduce my own story in it, which is a relevant
chapter from the Nowella and Threadbear saga.
It’s about condiments and you are going to love it.
If I HAD been asked to contribute an article of
some sort here for the Weird issue, I would have
written about my brother Armer. Most people know
about my other brother, who grew up mostly in David
S. Warren’s family, after wandering away from our
place and into that household where he was given the
name, William Bonaparte Warren, William was born
with abnormally short legs on a (mostly) otherwise
normal sized body, and there is a weird story right
there, but I am speaking now of my brother Armor.
My family was not exactly a nest of freaks, but there
were a lot of us kids, freaks happen and my brother
Armer was way stranger than William.
Both of them were made quiet and clever by
their own oddness.
At school, at home, and otherwise, Armer came
to be called Armor, Armoire, Ermine and a subset
of derogatory nick- names: Worm head, Dick Head,
Pig’s Ass, and so on, all on account of he was born with
a fleshy extension from the area of his baby-head soft
spot: a coil of tapered, twitchy, nervous tissue, which
- despite the socks, stockings, and stocking caps he
wore on his head - all the local kids knew about.
To go where nobody knew his head, Armer
wandered away early and we didn’t hear about him
for many years, and assumed he had died.
I did finally hear from him: got letter ten or twelve

years ago. A long one. No room for it here, but I will
just tell you that he was and probably still is out in
Utah, happily married to a woman he encountered
in a dollar store. He had complemented her on her
hair style, which was like a particularly beautiful sea
shell, not entirely unlike, what was under his hat.
As I said, I have no room for that story here, and
Armer never sent any photos of the happy pair, but
it should suffice to say that they really hit it off and
the story is a heart-warmer. But for now I have tried
to picture the happy couple by using two odd eggs
produced recently by the Dog’s Plot chicken family.
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Anyway, please enjoy this Weird issue, and be on
the lookout in three months or six, for the next Issue
of Metaphysical Times, which will be on the theme of
food. I won’t be guest editor for that issue, and for that
reason I won’t be able then to give any introduction
then, so for now I will just remind you to read my
own story set to appear in that issue.
By the way, be sure to check at the Inns of Aurora
events site to see when, where, and If my Zen of
Badminton and or my Tobacco as a Sacred Herb
classes are listed for later this year or the next.
Wsh had mr sp ce, bt no,
Yrs Trly
Or.Prc.
MSG, LSMFT

		

by Davey Weathercock

Canada and Snow Gesse winter over on Cayuga Lake feeding in the cornfields during the day,
and returning in the evenings to the lake. Because
the lake is so deep, the lake just about never freezes
over, but ice forms early on the shallow North end
of the lake and often lingers well into April: the weidrest month, the month of clashing seasons, the between-time, when moist warm air ecounters the ice,
forming a heavy fog that, in the absence of wind, just
hangs there.
I went ice fishing there one fifty degree day in
April twenty some years ago, when there was such
a thick fog that I couldn’t see the shore once I was a
dozen paces out onto the ice, and I would not have
noticed the holes that other fishermen had augered
into the ice had there not been someone sitting on an
upended spackle bucket by each of them, or had they
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not left a red-flaged tip-up rig … and then I stepped
in one left by someone who had taken their tackle and
gone on someprevious day. Ordinarly, at least in mid
winter, such a hole would have frozen over in one night,
but I had rubber bottom duck boots on and didn’t get
wet. So, being that it was an abandoned hole, it was
now mine. I set my tip-up, baited it with a sardine,
and stood watching it for a while, but soon grew bored
staring into that dark hole, so I wandered off, watching
my feet, being careful not to step in another hole. I was
going away from shore but figured that I would easily
enough find my way back by heading for the sound of
country music on one of the fishermans’ radio.
On I went, barely able to see my own feet, the sound
of the radio becoming faint, but It was good in the wilderness of that cloud to feel so away from it all.
And then: such a furious explosion of sound that it
seemed to come from within me …. as if I were a Boeing 747 taking off …. and I say Boeing 747, not just in a
desperate reach for an appropriate analogy, but becuse
at that moment, and without the lag of thought, I invol-

untarily felt myself … efectually BELIEVED myself
to be a Boeing 747 taking off.
On the strength of that unwilled and unexamined
conviction, I jumped, I sprang, I leapt … in one motion l took flight: an e x t e n d e d flight … a flight
of unwilled suspension, or of what? Psychic Propulsion? Self Kenisis? Autonomous Teleportation?
At the peak of my parabolic arc, I must have been
at least eight feet high, up where the fog was thinner
and I could see the flapping shapes of the snow geese
around me. I don’t know if it is at all common for
snowgeese to spend the night on the ice, or if they
had just landed there by mistake, not seeing the ice
because of the fog.
At that point, still not really thinking, I began
flapping my wings, I mean my arms. I know how
hard I was flapping, because my shoulders were sore
for weeks afterward, and the right side rotator cuff
has never been quite the same since.
This mindless moment of para-flight impressed
me more than anything I had ever experienced.
When I made it back to where the others tended their
tip-ups, I found mine sprung, and pulled out a small
pickrel which was too deeply hooked to be released,
so I gave it to the fisherman with the radio, who told
me that he had heard the roar of the geese taking off
and had not been able to guess what it was.
By then, the sun had mostly shown the fog out, so
I walked back to where my tracks on the soft ice
stopped … resuming with a smear forty-three paces
by my measure from my take off.
The implication that I might get access to the ability
and actually fly like a bird, had me hoping for many
years to fly again, but for all the attention I gave to
that (a lot) I had very little success, and I don’t think
it has anything to do with my damaged rotator cuffs.
I have mostly suspected the problem to be that
I have never been to MAKE myself believe I am a
bird or a plane. In twenty some years of trying to
trick myself I have gotten nowhere, and I would feel
foolish if I were to detail some of the attempts here.
Lately I have been thinking that even belief is not the
answer, or at least not enough. Watching the flight of
a thousand starlings turning and turning across the
sky in perfect synchronization, with no signal given
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or time for it to be communicated, it seems clear
enough that the flock is one living thing. So I only
need to become one with the flock, right? You know
the ancient and woowoo, and then the hard science
regarding the entanglement of distant particles, action at a distance, quantum mechanics, and popular
buzzwords.
And I may, in my way, embrace my bird and keep
trying to fly; but don’t you expect to hear about it. I
would just recommend simply walking in the clouds
anytime you have a chance, A little wilderness can
take you a long way.

Wild
Turkeys
The B – 52s of bird life
run and fly somehow
against the laws of gravity.
They give us their lives
and their name for fools and clowns.
They run single file like warriors
and dance
like all the girls are watching.
Ask any hunter,
who’s the fool now?

Sue-Ryn Burns

Black Beauty		
by Sue-Ryn Burns

That's what I call the Crows and Ravens I
meet on walks around this island. Sometimes they greet me from perches in their
favorite trees, and sometimes they squawk
as they fly over. I am always happy to see
them, whether they are locals or just passing through. We've hand
reared a few Crows in our
time doing wildlife rehab.
Ravens are passed along to
a friend with bigger, stronger cages. They are both extremely smart and sensitive,
and sometimes destructive
if they don't have enough
distractions.
		 I have seen them harass
Eagles who are just roosting
near the waters edge catching some sun and Owls who
are nesting. I've seen them
being chased away from
nests by much smaller songbirds. I know
many are not happy to see them.
One time when our dog Chloe was still
alive, I met a Raven on one of our walks together. After stopping to greet and admire
him, a little call and response took place between us. Chloe got interested in some tracks
and insisted on milling around in the same
spot. As I was waiting for her to resume the
walk, the Raven started flying in ever growMetaphysical Times, Vol XIV, no. 1, page 6

ing circles overhead. I'd never seen this behavior before, so I just watched and enjoyed
the show, expecting the bird to head off in a
different direction at any moment.
Soon, the bird started
flying high and dipping
low as he circled around
us. Chloe even stopped
sniffing
tracks
and
watched patiently, which
was not her usual way.
The bird was also making an unusual call as he
flew. Up and down and
around and around the
raven flew amazing me
with his swift grace and
melodious song. Then he
flew straight up and high
and out of sight.

I scanned the big quiet sky
surrounding us certain I would see
him somewhere further away,
flying off to some other adventure,
but he'd simply disappeared,
right before our eyes.

Hill Woman Productions

Wellesley Island NY 800-600-3831
Artfully blended Herbs, Oils and Incense
More about Hill Woman and Sue-Ryn at
www.hillwoman.com

But the hand was unfamiliar. And inside, the letter
was hard to read and cramped and was almost like
the writing of a child. Perhaps it was the writing of a
child.
Sister Ruth-- I hayte that I am the barer of the
world’s moust dreaded newes but the truth is that
our dearr Jane is dead and so are the chyldren tifuss
came to our small house and we coud not stop it.
First the older chyld then Jane then the baby went to
the arms of Jesuss. Wheeler is the only chyld left and
I am left too tho to what purpose I
The letter ended there without a closing but no
ending was needed. Everything had been said.

fever cat
by Rhian Ellis

The letters came, and the letters came, and then
they stopped. The last came in the autumn, with the
falling leaves and the clotting sky, but through the
long grayness of winter there was nothing.
Ruth continued to write even though it felt as
though she was dropping her pages into a bottomless
well. She asked questions that were never answered
and told stories that seemed unheard. She wrote faster and more frantically as the snow blew into the city
and hid the dirt and the trash and the broken things.
She imagined her sister in her little house, out there
in the wilderness, burning logs and nursing babies
and what else? What did she do? Life was so different
out there, so hard to imagine. Her sister was baking
bread, perhaps, washing little napkins for the babies,
sleeping with her husband, the fierce-browed man
with the combed-back hair. Did she read? Her sister’s
eyes were never good and reading exhausted her. Perhaps that’s why the letters stopped. In the dull light
of winter, writing letters might have been too difficult. Or it could have been something simpler. Maybe
there was no more ink.
And then a letter came, on the same rough paper,
written with the same too-sharp pen that scratched.
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In the city Ruth gave piano lessons and taught
French and worked sometimes as a governess. In recent years, she could not find as much work and she
had had to move into a boarding house filled with
rough women and unmarried girls who worked as
maids and cooks. The boarding house was drafty and
the chilblains on her hands made it difficult to play
the piano. She kept rats and vermin out of her room
by stuffing cracks with rags soaked in poison, and the
smell of it made her feel sick almost all of the time.
Though it was still early spring, and the roads were
still mud and ice, she made the decision to leave, to
join the fierce-browed man and the one remaining
child in Jane’s house. It was not a difficult decision.

She sold a hat and some trinkets to the pawnbroker in the next street, and with that money she
bought passage on a wagon that would leave in a
week. There was enough money left over to buy what
she needed to make several bottles of her tincture,

the one she had used to treat ailing women in her
boarding house. It cured cough; it cured problems of the female sort; it had even cured typhus.
She needed turpentine, a bit of rum, some opium
and some sheep sorrel. Those were the things she
had to buy. Other ingredients could be taken
from cupboards and drawers. When she had it
mixed she filled several small bottles and tucked
them into her pockets. One of the bottles hung
on a chain and this she put around her neck and
hid under her dress. Then she packed her clothes,
her books, the things that their parents had left:
a clock, some knives, a silver bowl, two pewter
mugs. Then she went back to the pawnbroker and
sold the clock. She didn’t need to know the time
The man who drove the wagon was named
Stout. He had a boy of about twelve he called
Amon. The oxen were named Freda and Cora.
The dog that rode with them was called Tooth.
Two young men traveling with them were Axel
and Hans. They were Swedish boys. Most of the
wagon was filled with sacks of grain and barrels
of whale oil and a box of guns and ammunition.
The grain sacks made an almost comfortable seat.
The whale oil smelled horribly of fish.

The morning they left the city was clear and
blue and cool. The sky still spun with stars. Ruth
had brought all the bedding she could from the
boarding house because the wagon was open and
because she would never see the landlady again
so it did not matter what she stole. She wrapped
a kerchief around her head and two blankets
around that and pulled a quilt on top of herself.
The others made do with their leather coats and
a single blanket. The dog curled up at Ruth’s feet,
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entirely hidden beneath the quilt except for its snout.
When Ruth put her hand down to feel the animal’s
warm breath, it licked her fingers.
The oxen blew and staggered with the weight of
the wagon and the wheels turned reluctantly, creaking
and complaining even when the road was smooth. At
other times the wagon jolted painfully. Ruth would
have gotten out and walked if not for the mud, but
the mud did not intimidate the boy Amon or the
Swedish men, who jumped out and walked ahead for
an hour or two at a time. When they disappeared into
the trees she worried about them, and she felt a mysterious relief when their two blond heads and one red
one came back into view.
For the first day out of Albany they passed neat
farms and small villages. They stopped to take on
more cargo and another passenger. This passenger
was an old man who did not tell anyone his name,
but who talked so loudly and so pointlessly that Ruth
wished he would die. She occupied her mind for an
hour or two about how this might happen, how the
old man’s death could be brought about, but before
she solved this puzzle he jumped off the wagon and
scampered with his bag across a field newly sprouting with wheat. The silence he left behind him was as
sweet as his death would have been. Almost as sweet.
Somehow, in spite of the jolting and jerking, Ruth
slept. She slept sitting up with her bedclothes wrapped
around her and the Swedish boys speaking quietly in
their strange tongue. In a half dream she imagined
she understood the slurry of consonants and bent
vowels and that they were describing new kinds of
animals that lived in the west. These animals were
soft and round and had fur in a rainbow of colors. In
her dream they were called fevercats. If you put your
mouth to the mouth of a fevercat, it would take away
your illnesses, and all the illnesses that were hiding
inside you, and your nervousness and madness as
well. They worked better than any tincture.
When she woke the clean and pretty farms were
gone. The road had narrowed and they were in the
woods. Before it was a road it was an Indian path,
said Stout. And before that, it was a path that angels
used. Here, too, the land became hilly. For hours the

wagon would follow a small creek or gully, and then
it would climb a hill and the rolling land would
spread itself before them. There were so many trees.
Ruth could not have imagined so many trees existed. And she thought about how in each tree was
a squirrel, or perhaps two or three squirrels, and the
idea of so many squirrels with their chattering teeth
and glass-bead eyes made Ruth’s arms and neck
prickle with goosebumps.
The first few nights there were inns to stay
in and taverns to find a meal and a drink. These
establishments were hidden in the woods and Stout
would announce their arrival far in advance; even
he was not sure where they were, and the wagonload of passengers leaned forward in their agonized
longing to stop and to rest. The men would usually
sleep in a barn with the animals, but Ruth was allowed to sleep inside, next to the fire.
The land grew strange. They passed through
a field made of white rocks, some of which were
standing up like men. The trees along the road were
colossal, with shiny bark like copper or as white as
paper or rough and wrinkled like skin. Sometimes
flocks of pigeons passed overhead and blocked out
the sun, leaving everyone in the wagon sticky and
smelling of shit. The sound they made, the cooing
and the chipping and the feather-sound of wings,
was frightening; it was a sound that could take you
over, it could swallow you. When the pigeons came,
the oxen stopped and everyone in the wagon hid
their faces in their hands until it was over.
The passengers in the wagon, noted Ruth, had
broken into factions. The boy Amon and the Swedish men were one; Ruth and the dog were another.
Stout and the oxen were the third. The younger men
were like a small army, in that they ate most of the
food and made almost all of the noise. They prodded and smacked each other. Stout spoke mostly to
the animals. Ruth, wrapped in her bedclothes, rarely moving, never speaking, felt invisible to everyone
except for the dog. Tooth slapped his tail against the
bags of grain when she reached down and touched
his fur.
Then Amon decided she was a witch. Once
when they stopped to rest, Ruth had gone into the
woods and found some mushrooms, purple deceivMetaphysical Times, Vol XIV, no. 1, page 9

ers and turkey tail and scarlet cups. She also found
dozens of the brown horn-shaped mushrooms called
miracles, which she cut up and cooked in a tin mug.
She offered these to the others but they refused them.
“Are you going to poison us, witch?” said the boy.
Ruth didn’t answer. It didn’t matter if the boy thought
she was a witch; maybe she was one. She felt like
one.
She ate the brown mushrooms herself, and
wrapped the others carefully in paper and put them
into her bag.
The next day, Amon said to no one in particular, but making sure that Ruth could hear, “We should
kill the witch before she kills us.”
“Keep quiet,” said his father. “No one is going to
be killed here.”
Amon stared at Ruth, as if he could shoot arrows
from his eyes. At last Ruth spoke.
“If I wanted to kill you, I would have killed you
miles ago,” she said. “I would have poisoned you,
or tricked you into drowning in a well, or just made
your heart stop. Perhaps I would have turned your
tongue into a giant worm that would strangle you.
The devil will take you all if I ask him.”
The boy turned away and did not speak to her
again.
That night they took a meal with a family whose
farm was nothing but stumps and whose cabin was
made of logs chinked with mud. Ruth made herself
a place on the floor of the cabin while the men slept
outside with the animals. In the morning, as the wife
of the house cooked a breakfast of cornmeal cakes
and fat, Ruth went to the outhouse and saw that the
wagon was gone: the wagon, the oxen, the men. Even
the dog. They had left her here.
The man of the house directed her to town, which
was five miles down a rutted road. She walked slowly,
because her bag was heavy and because her blankets
and quilts dragged in the mud. The sun was warmer
than it had been and so she stopped and pushed her
scarf back to let her hair out. Her hair had an animal
smell from being wrapped up so long. It felt good to
let the sun warm it.
The town had a tavern and a store and a post office
called Arabia. She thought perhaps she should write

to her brother-in-law and tell him that she would
be delayed, but she didn’t know how long it would
be and didn’t think it mattered anyway. At the store
she bought a small round of salty cheese. She asked
around but no one knew of any wagons or carriages
going West. At least, none that would take her.
The man at the post office told her it would be another hundred miles or so to Shadikee. It wouldn’t be
wise to walk it; there were wolves and bears and Indians, and sudden blizzards weren’t unknown this time
of year. At the very least, he said, she should ride a
horse or a donkey. But she didn’t have the money for a
horse or a donkey. The idea actually made her laugh.
Ruth stayed in the town for a week, taking a
room above the tavern to sleep in and helping with
the cooking and cleaning in exchange for it. It was
a small room with a tiny window, but the window
had glass and it opened, so in the mornings the sun
shined on where she lay and she listened to birds. The
birds were like a restless crowd of people, squawking
and murmuring and breaking into song.
She thought perhaps she could stay here, make a
life at the Arabia tavern, but she thought of her sister’s husband and the boy, the boy Wheeler, who in
her mind now—because she had never seen him or a
picture of him—looked like Stout’s son Amon. They
needed her. She could cook for them and if they got
sick, she could give them her tincture. The man needed a wife; the boy a mother. She could be a mother, of
sorts. It made her restless to think of them, the man
and the boy, all alone in her sister’s house.
Before the trip she had imagined it would be an
adventure. She would see things she had never seen
before and have experiences she couldn’t imagine.
But in fact the journey was less like an adventure
than a terrible illness. Each morning she awoke—in
the woods in a shallow bed she dug in the ground
and lined with leaves, or, twice, in an abandoned cabin—and felt surprise that she was still alive. Her hair
would have frost in it. She was so hungry that she no
longer felt it in her stomach, but instead in the skin of
her face, its tightness around the eyes. At one of the
empty cabins, she noticed a place among the stumps
and fallen branches where potato plants had grown.
The plants had mostly turned yellow and black over
the winter, but when Ruth dug with a stick into the
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cold soil, she found a dozen small potatoes shaped
like fingers—Indian potatoes. She ate them raw and
they were almost as good as apples.
When she slept she had strange dreams, and
when she was awake she had strange daydreams.
She dreamed of the fevercats again, and they pressed
themselves against her mouth. She imagined she was
a tiny little woman moving across the top of a vast
mushroom. Whenever a carriage or wagon trundled
by she hid in the woods, partly because she didn’t
want to be seen, but also because she could never be
sure it was real
One night she found a dry place to sleep beneath
a pine tree, on a thick mat of springy, golden needles.
She slept so well that she didn’t dream; it was as if she
had sunk deep into the earth and had become a part
of it. But she awoke to the feeling of something cold
and wet on her face. There was a snuffling sound and
a tongue gently tasting her cheek. At first she didn’t
open her eyes. She thought, If I am to be eaten, let
me not see the face of the creature who will consume
me. But the snuffling and the licking went on and on.
A terrible smell, like rotting meat and shit, gusted
from the unseen mouth. At last she looked and saw a
golden snout with ivory teeth and a wide black face.
The eyes were small and stupid. She supposed it was
a bear. “Go on,” she told it. “You know full well I am
poisonous.”

The bear reached a curious paw out
and scratched twice at her blankets.
Then it turned and lumbered off,
clearly having found her as
unpleasant as she found it.

There came a day when she was too dizzy or
dreamy to hide from passersby. In late morning
two people—a man and a wife, it would seem—
who were riding a huge black horse stopped for
her. Ruth tried to tell them she was walking to Shadikee. The two of them picked her up somehow—
later Ruth couldn’t figure out how such a thing had
happened, but she did not remember climbing the
horse herself—then the woman jumped on as well.
The horse had no saddle, just a blanket. The woman
wrapped a rope around Ruth and tied Ruth to her.
The man walked along side. In this way they went
to Shadikee, just three more miles down the rutted
road.
For two days she slept at the house of the man
and woman, who were, she discovered, a doctor
and a midwife. They knew Jane and her family, but
not well. The wife had helped deliver the younger
children. They were surprised to hear that they
were dead. The doctor thought that the illness that
killed them must have been very swift, because he
was not called. They hadn’t seen the husband in
many months, but the doctor offered to take Ruth
to the house when she was ready. In the meantime
Ruth rested and ate and offered her pewter mugs
in payment for their hospitality. The doctor and his
wife refused them. They would not take a bottle of
her tincture, either. In turn Ruth refused the ride to
her sister’s house and instead set out again on foot,
alone.
Jane’s house was an hour’s walk north of Shadikee village. It was a fine day and Ruth felt a certain
amount of relief to be walking again, to be leaving
the house where she did not feel entirely welcome.
She took care to notice each thing she passed: a silvery brook beneath a wooden bridge, a lightningstruck tree, a dead goat crumpled in a ditch. It was
the end of her journey and everything could be significant.
The doctor had told her to look for the cabin
after a bend in the road, where she would see a zigzag fence and then a path that led into the trees. She
found the fence, which had mostly fallen after the
winter and not yet repaired, but it took some time
to discern the path, which now appeared to be little
more than a deer trail: a narrow passage through
fallen branches and brush, dense with the marks of
deer hooves. She followed it through the uncut trees
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into a clearing where stood a small but well-made
cabin, with smooth white mortar chinking the logs
and a chimney made of cobbles.

She hadn’t taken more than a step or two into the
clearing when she smelled it—the smell of death.		
Ruth stood in the clearing a long time, taking in lungfuls of the tainted air. She breathed it in deeply. Was
it possible to get used to such a smell, to not smell
it after a while, the way you could grow used to the
stink of your own unwashed body?
Eventually she wrapped her kerchief around her
mouth and nose and went to cabin door. Logs had
been rolled up to the door to serve as steps; she saw
by the split logs and planks lying around that someone had been getting ready to build something onto
the house, probably a porch. She tried the latch but
the door was fastened shut—probably held by a heavy
bar on the other side.
The back door, to Ruth’s surprise, was not locked
at all. But when she pushed the door open, she was
immediately thrust back again by the odor of decay. It
was such a terrible smell that she thought at first that
she would have to burn the house down to get rid of
it. How would she get inside, let alone stay inside?
She propped the door open with a stick and sat in the
sun for a while.
Then she stood back up, put the scarf to her face,
and went into the house.
The cabin had only two windows, one at each end
of the house, so it was dim and it took a moment to
see anything. A table under the far window held a
book and a smashed vase. The fireplace overflowed
with ashes. In the corner was a bed.
It was an iron bedstead painted white and the
bedclothes were in disarray. Was there a shape in it?
There was. Ruth tiptoed across the floor, as if not to

wake whoever was in the bed, though she knew
that the person was not going to wake.
There was still flesh on the skull that lay on the
pillow, though not very much. The eyes were holes
and the mouth stretched open to reveal a shriveled
tongue. The hair was black and filthy, no longer
combed smoothly back as her sister had described
in her letters. The rest of the body was beneath a
quilt. For a moment Ruth considered pulling the
quilt over the head, but then she thought there
wasn’t much point in that, since she had already
seen it and no one else was around. So much for
the husband, she thought.

But where was the child?
A steep and narrow set of stairs ran up the wall
to a loft beneath the eaves. Ruth climbed them
carefully, one hand on the wall to steady herself. In
the small attic were three or four small beds on the
floor. Children’s clothes and a few rough toys were
scattered around. Ruth prodded each bed with her
foot, but there was no child in any of them. The
attic was empty.
Downstairs again, Ruth set
about cleaning the place.
The corpse of her brother-in-law needed to
be buried, of course, but she wasn’t about to walk
into town again in order to find an undertaker or
sexton. In the yard she found an axe, a hoe, and
a small, rusted trowel, but nothing resembling a
shovel. It occurred to her that it would be better to
just burn the whole mess. She dragged the bed out
to a spot at the edge of the woods and dumped the
contents out. As the body fell, tangled in the quilt,
pieces of paper—letters—fluttered to the ground.
Ruth bent to look at them and saw that they were
the letters she had sent to Jane.
Then Ruth gathered some dry twigs and some
leaves. These she piled atop the corpse. She piled
the letters, too. She found some sulfur matches and
a flint in the tinderbox next to the fireplace, but it
still took a long time to start anything like a fire.
Once it was burning well, she got the bed back into
the house and put her own bedclothes on it. Then
she slept.
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The sound of footsteps woke her. They were light
steps, quick, and made a sound like bare feet brushing the plank floor. It was darker than pitch and she
couldn’t see what was making the sounds.
“Are you the boy?” she asked into the darkness.
There was no answer but more footsteps, then the
sound of the back door creaking shut.
In the morning Ruth knew she had to go into
town for food. She could not see how anyone in this
house had made a living. There was no barn, no animals, no fields. There was a garden with some rotten
squash and a few weird, small onions. On the shelves
in the cabin there were some empty jars and tins, but
no food, not a crumb, not even tea or salt. If there was
a well she couldn’t find it. They must have fetched water from the nearby creek. What had happened? Her
sister seemed so happy. Ruth had envied her.
In Shadikee she thought, at first, that she would
ask if anyone knew where Jane and the children were
buried. Of course, she would not have to ask this if
Jane’s husband were alive, so they would learn that he
was not. If they knew he was dead, they might not let
her stay. They might even kill her to get the cabin. It
would be better, she decided, if the people of the town
thought she was just a guest and that everything was
fine. Perhaps they would leave her alone.
Ruth bought some tea and some cornmeal and
some salted pork and a live hen in a basket. These she
hauled back up the hill.
With a long stick she went through the woods by
the cabin to look for the bodies. After the winter it
would be hard to discern disturbances in the ground,
but she hoped there would be stones, or crosses, or
at the very least a mound. She did not find the bodies but she did find a dress, a summer dress made of
striped wool in a color that might have been a pale
violet or rose and white. It was soaked from the stillwet earth and flattened and almost lost beneath the
leaves. Ruth brought it back to the house and spread
it out in the yard. It looked about the size of Jane.
Perhaps it was not strange to find a dress of Jane’s
in the woods. Perhaps her husband, deranged with
grief, threw it there. But it seemed like a terrible
waste.

Instead of sleeping that night, Ruth sat in the
dark and waited for the child. She put a plate of food
on the back step and left the door propped slightly
open. This night there was a bit of a moon and just
enough light to see the child’s shape, thin and bent
as it snatched the food and shoved it into his mouth.
“Boy,” said Ruth. It slipped away.
When she finally lay down in the bed she couldn’t
sleep for a long time. There was something odd about
the house. It felt odd. It felt like a being. When she
closed her eyes she had a sense of something huge
bearing down on her, or hovering over her very close.
It was like the bear-thing that tasted her in the wilderness, except when she opened her eyes she couldn’t
see what it was. She could only feel it.
Was it the illness? Could an illness live after the
people it killed had died?
Ruth felt under her dress and pulled out her bottle of tincture. She drank it all. It was delicious in its
bitterness.
In the morning, when there was just a little bit
more light, the footsteps came back, slipping and
brushing the floor all around the edge of the cabin.
Also fingers—the sound of fingers touching wood,
tapping it. When the shape passed the far window,
Ruth saw that it was a boy, a long-haired boy about
ten years old.
She waited for it to come close to her. The fingers
brushed the wall, the fireplace, the nearby window.
The child was a foot or so from Ruth’s bed when Ruth
reached out and grabbed it by the arm. It didn’t yell
but it did squirm, but Ruth was stronger.
“Why didn’t you die?” she asked it.
It tried biting Ruth’s arm. She grabbed the hair
and pulled its head back.
“Why didn’t it kill you?”
“He couldn’t find me.”
“Who?”
“Him.”
She thrust the child onto the bed and it lay there,
quivering.
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“I’m a witch, you know,” she said. And then she
added, “If you stay here, I’ll give you more food.”
The child did not stay, but it came back, and each
time it came back it stayed a little longer. It seemed
to like it when Ruth wore Jane’s dress. She’d had to
sew up all the holes and gashes but the cloth was still
strong.
Over the summer Ruth grew vegetables and
bought more hens. The hens lived in the house at
night because the creatures that wanted to kill them
could take apart any kind of fence or cage. They roosted on the backs of the chairs, leaving streaks of whitish shit all over them. At night they murmured and
flapped. In the morning they hopped down one by
one, like heavy things knocked to the floor. The child
slept near them, on a cloth sack full of leaves. She told
the child that it should sleep in the attic where there
were beds but it refused to go up there.
“The cats live up there,” the child told her. “The
cats that make you sick.”
“I thought so,” said Ruth. “Those are the fevercats.
They can make you sick or make you well. I’m afraid
they’ve taken possession of this house.”
The child just looked at her.
“Since I’m a witch,” she explained, “they can’t hurt
me. I still don’t know why they haven’t killed you.
Maybe you’re a witch, too.”
The child was gone a day or two, and when it returned, it said to Ruth, “If you’re a witch, then bring
them back.”
“Who?”
“Them,” said the child, waving his hand around
the cabin.
“I can’t bring them back if I don’t know where
they are.”
“I know where they are.”
So Ruth followed him.
They went into the woods, following a trail that
was clear to Ruth now that she was on it, though she
hadn’t found it before. The woods closed in rapidly,

and the trees were huge, the branches meeting overhead. The way the light came through the leaves reminded Ruth of a green parasol she’d owned once,
the way it gave a sickly, greenish cast to her skin.
The boy galloped down a steep slope to a narrow
but fast-running creek. He drank from it, putting his
face full in the rushing water, then sat back on his
heels, waiting for Ruth as she picked her way more
carefully down the slope. She drank, too, then they
both followed the creek upstream, walking along the
narrow dry space between the water and the mossy,
crumbling shale wall of the gorge. Then the boy
hopped across the creek and Ruth crossed, too, her
boots filling with water and her skirts dragging in the
current. It occurred to her that no one could carry a
body this far along such a circuitous route. He was
not taking her to a graveyard. Then, where?
She followed the boy up a kind of stairway
made of roots and rocks, and when she reached
flat ground again, found herself in a different
kind of woods, this one much darker. These were
pine trees, enormously tall, with thickly needled
branches that blocked the daylight. Ahead of her,
the boy’s narrow back flitted in and out of sight.

And then she stumbled
into a clearing and saw them.
They were just bones now, quite clean bones, still
dressed though the clothes were torn and ragged.
Each skeleton sat upright against its own tree, except for the baby, which lay on a blanket. Ruth stood
frozen for a minute, then walked across the springy
carpet of pine needles to the skeleton that must have
been Jane. Her hands lay on her skirt, the fingers
curled. Only a lock or two of her brown hair was left.

The boy was anxious, running in circles, touching
the top of each skull briefly as he passed them.
“One, two, three, four, five,” he murmured. “You
can bring them back, can’t you?”
“Child, what happened here?”
“It was a picnic,” he said.
“A picnic.”
“He had a gun with a stabber on it. I ran away.”
Ruth walked from skeleton to skeleton. The
thing that was hiding in the tops of the trees sank
down upon them.
“We need to leave here,” she said to the boy.
“Bring them back,” he said.
“Not now,” she said. “Come.”
The boy ran ahead so that she could barely keep
up. She ran too and branches slapped her face until
she bled.
By the time they reached the cabin it was raining. It was a hard rain, a summer afternoon rain, the
kind that drenches the green things and cleans out
the ditches and fills the earth to brimming. They sat
in the doorway and watched the woods blur behind
the sheets of rain.
“You killed him,” she said to the boy. “He was
asleep and you killed him.”
“I’m going to hell,” the boy said.
“No,” said Ruth. “No, you’re not.”
She stood up and walked into the house. The boy
followed her.
“My name is Wheeler,” he said.		

She turned away and counted them. Jane, the
baby, two more children and another adult. A man,
judging by the clothes.“Who’s that one?” she asked
the boy.
“That’s Father,” he said.
So who, she thought, was in the bed?

Rhian Ellis
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Kitchen Theater
Make history pleasant; give it a changing
and half-slumped position. Make war
squat and cushion-like. Make a birthday
cake of the emperor’s furniture—if a stick
persists, make warm brown tea. Aethelwold
is drunk again, Cnut buzzing like a fly.
Morning is a busy time. We must forget
variations on the quake and sweat
in a walk on the long stairway of necessity.
A great crisis occurred, guilty verdicts,
no rescue for the dead. Devoid of human
population, seas abound in fish. No such
seas are left. Put the project aside. No one
will miss you until lunch. History disappeared
in a yellow boat behind the island.
Mary Gilliland
172 Pearsall Place Ithaca, NY 14850
607 273 6637 mg24@cornell.edu

from Strange Histories by artist Ian Trask, slide collages with writings by friends
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Natural Bone
Recap for Chapter Two

long, and there was no way now that Noah was going
to stay there long himself. Nor did he want to give up
the gift of bees and all the honey that was in the wagon.

(Skip it if you can)

Maybe you are new to the Natural Bone story that
we are about to resume here, or it could be that you
just forgot what happened in the previous episode,
and maybe it doesn’t much matter: because what
follows is a simple tale of a literal descent to some
kind of Hell: a one way trip to a very physical place
below the surface of the earth, and not far from here.
So you can go straight to Hell right away, or
you can endure this summary of the story up until
now:
Our protagonist Noah Davies was a young
divinity student at Harvard during the late seventeen
hundreds. Soon after the mysterious drowning of
his tutor, for which he had been present, if not also
responsible, Noah slipped out of Divinity school and
returned to Vermont, where he took over the ancestral
family cottage, which had not been occupied by the
family for many years.
Very soon after he had first entered the
house, a young woman appeared at the door,
calling herself July, and as far as Noah could
understand from her garbled English, claiming to
have been abandoned or traded for a horse, and
to therefore now be his possession. The virgin
scholar Noah had never yet possessed a woman
and for the evening, he let that proposition stand.
The next morning Noah’s horse Lucy who had
been loosed to graze in the orchard came barreling
back to the cottage in a cloud of angry bees, and
hitched to a wagon made from a large cider cask. If
Lucy had not already been blind, she would be soon,
because she was stung many times, until she stopped
in front of the cottage and most of the bees swarmed
back into the cask wagon through one of the round
windows. To Noah, the honey wagon, seemed for a
short time to be something of a Godsend …. until
some giant wasps appeared, crawling out the attic
window vent of Rose Cottage.
Those wasps as large as weasels might well be
why Rose Cottage was otherwise unoccupied for so
Metaphysical Times, Vol XIV, no. 1, page 17

Noah brought around the buckboard he had
come there in and stuck its tongue through the back
window of the cask wagon. July, without being told,
and without being stung even once, climbed into the
wagon through the side door and, with some cordage
drawn handily from bustle bag under her apron worn
backwards, bound the buckboard tongue to stool
cross ways of the window.
Noah put his few belongings into the buckboard.
July returned to the house and brought a cradle filled
with kitchen implements, which she then put inside
the cask wagon.
Noah climbed up onto the driver’s seat atop the
cask wagon, shook the reins, Lucy jerked into motion,
and they were off.
Aggravated by the jerk into motion many of
the bees swarmed out of the wagon windows, a few
stinging Noah and the horse, but more of them lifting
off in a comma-shaped cloud going West.
Noah meant for them to follow the cloud of bees,
but unknown to him, blind Lucy was following, not
the bees, but the scent of the black dog which had
appeared at the bottom of the Rose cottage well: the
dog July had called Loosefur.

HAD feet any more, a drop of water landed on top of
his head, which alerted him to the fact that he had
lost his hat, and caused him to notice all the many
drippings around him and to sense the invisible mass
of stone over his head.
The glowing, flowing river-fog smelled like
something Noah remembered but could not identify:
perhaps blood, catmint, or cedar tea.
It did not seem to Noah that he had been
standing there long, but July had already stepped out
and here she came returning from her exploration of
this dark place.
She was carrying a fish, like the phosphorescent
ones but lividly alive: high forehead like a whale,
eyes with the vertically slanted irises of cat in dim
light, and eye-like spots along its sides. The fish did
not struggle as it calmly regarded the two of them.
“Where did you get … that?” Asked Noah.

Chapter 2

The Head
Underground
Onward and downward they chased through a
tunnel of night, falling unconscious.
Noah began to regain his senses as the two
linked wagons slowed and Lucy turned sharply to
come up behind the buckboard, then clambered up
into it and lay down there, still in her traces.
From his seat atop the cask wagon Noah
could see a series of phosphorescent fish stuck on
the points of lumpy stalagmites at the edge of a
greenish, flowing fog. Each glowing fish was impaled
over a series of others, each less luminous, each
more incorporated into the stone. The stalagmites
wavered in the flowing green light, as if each was a
tower of little yellow-green people struggling to hold
the glowing fish aloft.
Noah climbed down into the tight enclosure
Lucy had made of the wagons. In the even paler light
there he could see his hands, like two pale frogs, but
he could not see clear to his feet.
As he stood wondering whether he even
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said.

“From a man in black, fishin inner river,” July
		 “Inner River?”

Noah ducked under the wagon tongue and
took a very few steps nearer to the thickly flowing
fog which, because of the reddish river beneath it,
looked kind of yellow when he closer to it.
Looking up, he could not see through the fog to
the other side of the river.
He wondered if there even WAS another side.
“There IS no other side.” said a man sitting in
the river not more than ten feet upstream, but whom
Noah had not even noticed. This man wore a black
coat and a wide-brimmed black hat resembling the
one Noah had lost, beneath which his face appeared
grey and lumpy.
“I didn’t say anything,” said Noah. Wondering
silently who this man might be.
“Your uncle and your father,” said the man (in
answer to the question Noah had not really asked).
“But we are all brothers and sisters here.” He stood
up and walked out of the water toward Noah.

“What is the meaning of this?” Noah said,
raising his hands palm out as if to hold off a powerful
force.

or just plain disappeared, leaving a sweet fragrance something like a combination of pork fat, garlic, and
roses; but the scent too was soon gone.

“We are changed utterly in death.”

Frustrated, hungering, frightened, confused,
indignant, and at his wit’s end, Noah went back
under the wagon tongue and again to the billowing
river’s edge.

“I am NOT dead!” insisted Noah.

But there was no sign of the man or his hat.

The man in black halted and, dripping; he sighed.

“It little matters what you think,” said the man.
“The true knowledge of your condition will come
with your stay here, as surely as I love your mother.”
“NO!” said Noah.
head.

The man was silent, eyes rolled up into his

“I’m not staying!” Noah shouted, “And you are
not my father!”
“You will begin to see that here we are our own
fathers”, responded the man.
“I’m not staying here!” Noah repeated, then
turned away and went back under the buckboard
tongue.
July had pulled together a loose ring of rocks
and was sparking a fire using tinder from the bustle
pack on her behind and driftwood splinters from
the floor of the cave.
The high-browed fish lay there by the growing
fire like a patient dog, watching.
As soon as the wood was at full burn, July
added the driest of some manure chips of which
there were plenty everywhere.
With the fire burning high, she snatched up
and skewered the hundred-eyed fish on a stick,
running through it from vent to mouth. The fish
did not resist this treatment, but with eyes blinking
and flashing, seemed to positively enjoy the process,
even as July held it over the fire.
But then … in as little time as it takes to tell …
the fish evaporated, disembodied, transubstantiated,
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Without plan or hope, but spluttering,
swearing, cursing, and blaspheming, Noah walked
up along the flow past more fish-lamp stalagmites,
past occasional bones large and as long as his whole
leg, and past manure piles in which bulbus, greenwhite mushrooms grew.
His angry hunger having overcome any caution,
he picked and ate one of the cow-pie mushrooms. It
had little taste and was not particularly filling, but
at least it did not disappear into the air, so he ate
another and continued on along the flow.
An iridescent halo began to appear around the
edges of his vision.
As he continued up the stream, the ceiling of the
cave sloped down so that he could actually see the
dripping stalactites.
Walking a little further, he found himself in a
stony chamber into which a column of water fell with
a stream of yellow light from the world above.
But one cannot climb a column of light or a
column of water.
Noah had stared at the falling water for he
didn’t know how long, when his eyes began to
wander around the yellowish chamber floor and he
saw a helmet lying there: a battered metal helmet
with stubby horns. And then, only a few yards from
the helmet, he saw a bodiless head in a nest of its
own hair among the rocks. It’s eyes were wide open,
and the grisly thing spoke to him, although in an
understandably weak and sighing sort of voice.
“Don’t be afraid!” said the Head “I’m just a
head.”

“I’m just a Head,” said the Head.”

This was not at all reassuring to Noah. His
mouth dropped open and he took two steps
backward.
“What!” he exclaimed; not that he hadn’t
heard what the Head said.

“Jester Head!” said July, delightedly approaching it.

“Just put me in my helmet,” the Head said,
and softly sighed.

“Now“ he said to the Head, “Tell us how we are
to get out of here?

“ But … what happened to your … body?”
“It lost me,” said the Head, softly. “I don’t
know anymore which of those bones were mine.”
“If I had a body,” it continued, “I would get
out of here.”
Noah reached into his pocket, where he felt
nothing but the burnt cork he had secreted there
before he left the world.
“Do you know how to get out of here?” he
asked.
“Well,” said the Head, “I think you will have
to put me in my helmet and set me up before I can
go on with this talking..” The Head halted for a bit
of quiet sighing, then continued. “ Talking is very
tiring for just a head, you know, but there is some
utility yet in the helmet and I have adapted to my
condition”, he sighed and paused. Then continued:
“I simply need a little help from you my friend.”
For another interval outside of time and
space, Noah stared at the awful … not-a-friend…
thing.
“Pick me up and put me in the helmet …
horns down,” the Head softly suggested.
With nothing to lose, and avoiding closer
contact, Noah picked up the Head by its long hair
and plunked it upright into the helmet.
Eyes closed for a moment, the Head teetered
on the blunt points of the horns, more or less
gaining a balance.
July then emerged from the wagon camp. “O
me gourd!” she exclaimed, seeing the Head up on
the horns of the inverted helmet.
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“Don’t touch the thing!” Noah demanded.

“Well, well, ” said the Head, “I will tell you, but
you must promise to take me with you when you go”
“Once you get me out of here, I will promise to
take you with me when I go.”
To that dubious assurance the Head replied,“You
must catch and cook one of the fish that swim in this
place.”
“I am not your fool,” said Noah. “We have
cooked your fish before, and they ghosted away!”
The teetering, horn-footed Head swallowed
several times, although it clearly had nothing to
swallow and no place to swallow it to.
“Consuming the fish is a trick I will teach you”
said the tinny-voiced Head. “Many more hell- fish
will soon come up-river, pushed by the ghost herd.
Do you hear their bawling and moaning?”
Noah heard nothing of the sort.
July got down on her knees and put her ear
to the floor of the cave. “Clob clob clob” she said,
looking up.”I ears em.”
The Head rocked on its leg-horns and moaned.
Perhaps now Noah COULD hear the bawling
of cattle … or maybe it was the suffering noises of the
Head or the sighing of the river, or his own breath.
But in fact, the water surface below the fog had
developed a chop, which he could imagine was due
to fish moving just below the surface.
“Quick, get in there and kick one out onto the
bank,” urged the head.

Noah was never particularly quick, but July
hitched up her several layers of skirts, waded in, and
before the end of this sentence, she had kicked a fish
out onto the bank where it lay, unstruggling, all its
eye spots aglow.
“Hurry,” said the Head, “Pack it in poop and
put it on the fire! Roast it, toast it! ”
Noah scowled and flattened his nose skeptically.
But July, as if she were quite familiar with this
type of battering and cooking, scooped manure
from one of the greener piles nearby, and bent to
patting it an inch thick around the fish, all off which
attention the fish itself seemed to enjoy … as if it
were being wrapped in a blanket and tucked in to
sleep.
July put the manured fish mummy onto the
burning coals where it stiffened and baked only
briefly before the Head directed them to take it out
and break it open.”

“Eat shit, raise Hell and follow the devil,”
shouted the Head, teeter-dancing on its horns.
July ate some more, but Noah still held back.
“Feed me!” shouted the Head. “Eat shit, give
me your tit, raise Hell, and follow the devil.”
“Enough of your god damned shit,” said Noah
approaching the Head.
He grabbed the Head by its hair, snatched it out
of the helmet and flung it in a screaming arc over the
buckboard, toward the river.
Just then, the black dog Loosefur, who was
never far away, now appeared sitting in the driver’s
seat atop the bee wagon, his long ears extended like
bat wings.
Raised by the ruckus, or alerted by the scent of
Loosefur, the blind horse Lucy stood up and clattered
out of the buckboard.

July used a broken stalagmite to poke the thing
out of the fire, and to then shatter the hard-baked
shell.

Loosefur leapt to the ground in front Lucy,
farted loudly, and shook himself from tail end to
head so his leather-wing ears flapped.

It broke into dozens of pieces, releasing a faint
flash of light and that short-lived fragrance somewhere
between that of caramelizing garlic and roses.

Lucy sniffed Loosefur’s butt, and Loosefur
took off.

“You damned monster head … no fish again!”
Noah shouted.
“Eat the shell’” the Head urged.
Noah was perhaps not that hungry or even that
desperate to escape from this place, or ready to take
any more advice from the Head, but July was quick
to bite into a baked chip as if it were nothing stranger
than a rye cracker.
“Not too bad an bedder ’n nothin,” said July.
“Feed me,” cried the Head. July gave it a chip.
“You eat shit!” cried Noah
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July climbed into the cask-wagon.
Noah picked up the helmet, chucked it into
the back of the bee wagon, and climbed up into the
driver’s seat, as Lucy lurched after Loosefur.

Mind if
I ask what
YOU are
doing here?

DEW
by Steve Katz

Weldon packs a yellow umbrella though
he doesn’t expect to use it. “If I carry a yellow
parapluie jaune,” he tells Mathilde, “it might fake
out the rain sprights. Energize them. Maybe
drought will start to end. Vive la pluie.” He
finds his French words exhilarating, as he does
his French girl friend. Of course, whether it’s
a cloudburst, a drizzle, a stiff shower, whether
it pours down, or
mists away, or
does nothing wet, is
a matter of indifference
to New York people.
They have an abundant
indoors to keep them
dry. And Weldon is a New
Yorker, secretly proud of the
wildlife of roaches, pigeons, and
rats. Mathilde insists New York City
would benefit from a gush of flowers in
the Spring, as happens in her native city of
Toulouse, whenever Spring walks in to Western
France. Weldon wears driving gloves though a
car is beyond his means, and in New York
City the car is an inconvenience anyway.
These gloves protect his palms from
New York grime. He will see Mathilde
this evening, after work,
after he cleans up in
his new shower stall.
As he swings his
left leg to take the last step
off his stoop the person (Weldon won't call him
a bum because he’s always clean and respectful),
who spends most days all day reclining on the
second step of the stoop, snatches at his ankle
and grabs his cuff. This delays Weldon from
going to work. Not that I really want to go to
work, Weldon might say,
“I have to get to work, Joshua. Let go.”
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The hand is muscled and hairy, the hand
of someone who has worked as a steamfitter or
blacksmith. “The older you go the quicker you
shrink,” says the man as he tugs on Weldon’s ankle,
almost spilling him off the last step. And he says the
same thing whenever he talks to anyone, his voice
a slow melodious growl. Maybe there’s nothing else
to say, Weldon thinks. When Weldon tries to apply
it to his own experience it answers for the world he
lives in. Certainly it is suitable for this man on the
stoop.
As familiar as the man is
to everyone in the neighborhood,
nobody knows his real name, though
Mel, the aging young poet, gave
him the name Jehosaphat
because she studied the bible
before she moved to New
York. She once lived
in Kentucky with her
father who abused
her.
She liked
to talk about
that. He was
a
preacher.
Jehosaphat,
her father told
her, joined
Sehoram, king
of Israel to defeat the
Moabites. Mel had visited
Moab in Utah, and had camped alone near the Arches
monument. It was a peaceful time in her turbulent
life. She knew Jehosaphat’s reign was a time of great
prosperity. Every time he mentioned money her
father touched her pussy. She liked money but rarely
had any. She finally settled on Joshua, because it was
easier and if this man blew his horn the walls would
come tumbling down. There is no trumpet, no walls
either, but the name Joshua is easy and it sticks.
Nobody knows where Joshua goes on Fridays and
Saturdays. He’s always back by Sunday afternoon, to
the relief of Albertine (formerly Albert) Moskowitz.
“After noon on Sunday I check your stoop every hour
to see if he’s back. I would go cardiac if he totally

disappeared.” Weldon promises himself that one
Thursday afternoon he will leave work early and
follow Joshua to wherever he ends up on Thursday
evenings.
“Did you ever talk to him yourself?” Weldon
asks Albertine.
“The older you go the quicker you shrink. After
that a girl has nothing to say” Albertine lifts her
fist to scratch her nose. She twitches it frequently
because of the bad habit she overcame ten years back.
The calluses on her knuckles come from smashing
the fists into a brick wall. Her karate practice. She
isn’t about to suffer the violence that comes down on
trannies on weekends when the mean drunk college
boys from Jersey prowl the lower east side.
“At least one guy is lucky for this fuckin’ drought.”
Herman is passing. He puts the brake on his walker
and stops to talk to Weldon who is shaking his leg
to try to free it from Joshua’s grip. “I never seen so
dry. twenty-seven years I been here. He don’t have
to worry now about getting soaked. Flowers used to
grow in pavement cracks when our streets sucked up
the rain. You could hear the trees singing.” Herman
leans towards Weldon, catching himself in a stumble.
Sometimes Herman falls down and everyone has to
pick him up. “Once a cloudburst came so I cover
Joshua with my second raincoat I always carry in
case; you know, this old yellow slicker. I walk away
but when I turn back to look he’s tossed the garment
onto the fuckin’ pavement. He don’t want nothin’ to
do with it. He’s a fuckhead. He’ll sit there on the
stoop even in the snow. And it don’t even snow no
more.”
Just as Weldon kicks free of Joshua’s grip Mel
veers around the corner waving her arms to greet
them. “Buckfuck,” says Herman, as he releases
the brake on his walker. “Here comes the world’s
youngest old woman. Here’s where I eff ’n evaporate.
Arrivederci, Weldon.” His walker seems to pull him
down the street as he staggers behind it. Weldon
finally pulls loose. He waits to greet Mel. She
wears her usual wine-stained rose print peignoir.
A smudge of soot on her face looks like a dolphin
breaching, and she carries a typescript of poems in
her hand rolled like a scroll. “The older you go, hello
Weldon, the quicker you shrink. Hello Joshua.” She
treats Joshua’s words as the neighborhood slogan,
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waving her fistful of poems. The man looks up shyly
from under his brow, and whispers, “the quicker you
shrink, the older you grow.” Joshua reverses those
phrases, treating the declaration as an almost formal
greeting. Weldon has never heard him do that before
“Hello, M. Got to get to work, you know.”
How does she get by without working, Weldon often
wondered? Must be a trust fund somewhere in the
mix.
“Work is our only salvation,” she shouts as he
heads for the avenue. “That’s the onion in the bathtub.
An enema rides the knuckles on the windowsill.”
In a mild clangor of stoned chanting and
finger cymbals, in a bright spew of orange robes,
the Hare Krishnas empty onto the street from the
old warehouse across the avenue. That’s where the
Order lives, in an old brick building with elaborate
trim around the door and the few windows. As they
deploy, the world on the avenue is a sphere of orange,
scarlet, chanting, finger cymbals.
Margie Harrison, a pastor from Canton Ohio,
scrutinizes the herd of shaved heads and topknots.
She has been attending here for three months now, in
her black preacher’s robe, looking for her son in this
ruck of acolytes. Margie waves her arms in the air,
singing her own hallelujahs. Her son, Emery, has run
off and she was sure she’d find him here.
“Here’s is the church of orange sherbert,” she
often tells Weldon. “Emery never took drugs, but
he could eat the sherbert,” she cackled nervously,
“and he always wanted New York City, praise God.”
She circulates through the orange in her black robe,
grabbing them one at a time. “Have you seen Emery,
my son? Tall boy with a slight limp” They never stop
chanting. Never silence the finger cymbals. Weldon
waves at her. “I’ll be in later for my pizza,” she shouts
after him.
Weldon graduated from culinary school two
years earlier, but other than slinging pizzas at the
pizzeria on the corner of the avenue and a big cross
street he couldn’t find a job that really tested his skills.
He is great at spinning the dough, and has several fans
who eat or watch him in the window. He was offered
a job once by a culinary buddy, at a new nouveau
joint in Normal, Illinois, which is a university town
where David Foster Wallace once taught. He thought
Wallace was a great writer, though he’d never read

anything. Weldon didn’t want to leave New York,
especially not for a town called Normal.
He likes to arrive at work between 8 and 9, to
prepare the dough, tough dough that he can spin
out to twenty-four inches and more. Without a tear.
Herman Strange, his next door neighbor, is often his
first customer. He sells the androids in a busy store
down the block. Sometimes the phones go to bad
guys, and he gets a little afraid, but reminds himself
that he isn’t selling guns. A margherita with capers is
his usual. He is almost vegan.
“Did you hear that bitch last night?”
Weldon paddles the pizza into the oven. “Yeah,
I heard something. I think your window is right next
to hers. Just a moan comes through to my place.”
“She could have had a loudspeaker there. And I
didn’t hear no male voice at all. It was all done with
whatta you call it, dildo, I think. Turned me on then
turned me right off.” He takes a bite of a slice before
he sits down on a stool at the counter by the window.
“You still have sex ever?” Weldon doesn’t answer.
“I don’t do it no more. You can get dead from it
nowadays. Too much diseases, nowadays. So I guess
she has the right idea.”
Margie comes in and stands in line behind a
trio of Latin women in their blue hospital scrubs, her
black robe draped like a waiter’s towel, over her bent
arm.
That evening Mathilde and Weldon go to
a movie, then have a passionate session in their
fashion, with a slim vibrator and gelato: pistachio,
mango, mint chocolate chip.. “Weldon, mon amour.
Je t’aime.” says Mathilde. “Mon petit choux,” says
Weldon. “Je t’aime beaucoup. Beaucoup beaucoup.”
On this Thursday evening Weldon decides to
set out, to follow Joshua to wherever he goes for the
two nights he is away. Dust spins up in the small
winds that tickle the streets. The night is loud in
the neighborhood, an elation in the air that brings
everyone to the stoops, a community of stoopsitters.
Nothing here to complain about, except perhaps so
dry. But in the Caribbean an earthquake shatters
an island, scrambles and impoverishes the already
impoverished Port au Prince. Help Haiti, cries a world
full of helpless lunatics. And rescue the Nepalese.
Katmandu lies like a heap of nutshells cracked open.
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Villages isolated, stranded in their comfortable
nowheres. A planeload headed for Beijing disappears
over the South China Sea. Someone shoots down a
different Malaysia Airlines plane over Ukraine. Was
it a Tuesday? Anything that starts with a T. After a
brief conference all the bats decide to stay in their
tunnels, in their caves and wrecked buildings. Big
tumor erupts on the spine of July. Spigot worms
tunnel through every ice cream sandwich. The
shroud of violence thuds onto the terrain. It is
Thursday in most of the world and the people scatter
from aimless bullets sprayed by a dull monster of
mayhem and death. Where is comfort? Families
flee their homes. Where is safety? Some go on hope,
most on desperation. Where does anyone survive?
Survive the women and babies! At this moment on
this Thursday Weldon hitches up his pants, tightens
his belt, and follows the nameless Joshua.
“The older you go, the quicker you shrink,” is
swifter on the move than Weldon anticipated. The
pizza chef has to double his steps to keep up. His
father was a trainer in the special forces, and every
weekend after Weldon turned twelve he would force
the boy, whom he called Squeaks, to follow him on
14 mile hikes into the hills, carrying at first a twenty
and finally a 70 pound pack. So Weldon did not fear
keeping up.
“Hey, Weldon, you beat your earwig problem?”
someone shouted from a stoop. He had no earwig
problem, but couldn’t stop to explain. “Weldon,
Destiny has the pneumonia now. Did your girl
recover? You know a vet that wont charge an arm
and a leg?” Weldon had no cat, never wanted a cat,
gagged at the smell of a litter box. Destiny is a terrible
name for anyone’s pussycat. Whereas he would enjoy
a conversation with the stoop sitters, some of them
pizza clients, he has to keep up with Joshua. Weldon
is uncomfortable to appear so rushed and unfriendly.
But how much more uncomfortable if he loses sight
of “The older you go, the quicker you shrink.”?
So this is how life is, Weldon thinks. What is life,
then? Doesn’t know how he enters that sophomoric
realm of thought. Perhaps because he is moving
not in a direction of his own desire. And Desire!
What is desire? He’s trying to follow a stoop sitter.
Is life just such and such for anyone who asks the
question, “What ...?” or anyone else, even Weldon,
who has curiosity. Life is how so easily he rises like

the tail of a kite to follow TOYG TQYS over some
darker neighborhoods near the river. Life is like that
whether we address the body or the tail. Wind is what
matters. Wind is all that matters.
A tight circle of men gathers below around a fire
in a barrel. They are probably Vets, Weldon speculates.
These wounded, these neglected, too often stoned,
incoherent in their blabber jabber, hallucinatory
PTSD, scream of futility, yelps of frustration, anger.
Though occasional absolute clarity. “Hey, Wellsie,”
one shouts. “You get your new hip?” “Don’t need a
hip,” Weldon shouts back. How do they know he’s
there? Despite how they look, they know everything,
even mistaken things. “Yes you need one,” a chorus
of them contradicts. “We all do.” Weldon is always
here, whether he’s here or not. That’s what life is. An
old buddy below punches the air, practicing Bagua
sequences behind a semi. Weldon takes some of the
same classes. “Hey Raymond, looks like you got it.”
Weldon sings. “Come on down and check me out.”
Raymond sings back. Ah, Raymond, lost forever in a
paranoid macho reverie.
TOYG TQYS disappears in the distance.
Weldon panics. His peepers aren’t what they used to
be. He doesn’t know what he sees any more. Nor his
sniffer. How does TOYG TQYS smell? He sees ahead
something brighter than a star slowly dimming into
the distance. That glimmer must be the Joshua. “Wait
up!” he shouts, and accelerates his acceleration. He
hollers again, can’t keep his mouth shut. The stoop
sitter now must know Weldon is following, easy to
leave him back here on the darker streets. Weldon
can’t let this happen. Not on this very Thursday
evening he decided to follow to settle the story.
The familiar apparition stops suddenly in
front of a building that glistens like sheet lightning
in the clouds. The street rises as a tilted pier grown
from the river. The figure stops at the point that
Amethyst Murray in her study of apparitions, Light
and Wind, calls The Evacuate. Weldon can’t move,
but he thinks. Potatoes are good. The russet bakers,
purple, yellow, sweet, the yam, a red, the new. All
good. As are wrenches. Wrenches are good. Socket
wrenches, torque wrenches, wrenches straight and
bent. A bulldozer is good, as is a melon, a honeydew,
a frightening big watermelon. The telephone is good.
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Who would argue? Especially the smart phone, good
though perhaps too smart for its own good. That
mouse is good. The sentient mouse, Good mouse.
Good whale, humpback, right, fin, pilot, Orca, all
good. And the human nose so good, and designed
perfectly to support spectacles. What a good world.
Suddenly TheOlderYouGoTheQuickerYouShrink
enters the glisten through the door that swings open
just for him. As this nameless Joshua disappears
inside, a heavy mist sweeps off the river into all the
parched neighborhoods, a nourishing rain. So this
is where Joshua goes. Joshua still without his own
name. What is inside that gleam of a building? And
why the gleam? So many questions. The rain makes
Weldon realize he has forgotten his parapluie jaune,
the first time since they started fearing the drought
that he has gone without the yellow thing. What can
he tell Mathilde? That’s the way life is? He would like
to say it in French. Weldon is immediately drenched
through his light cotton shirt and pants, soaked to the
skin. Butternut squash is good as is the motorcycle.
Harley, BMW, Isuzu etc. etc. A Michelin tire, YES!
So what is life?. Tout est pour le mieux. It rains now,
really rains, from Natchez to New York.
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Twenty-One
Things
You May or
May not
Consider
Weird
by Franklin Crawford
photgraph by Franklin Crawford
1

I was at a crosswalk and the oncoming
motorist stopped to let me pass.

7

What does a Border Collie make of an invisible
fence? And what about invisible dogs? How are
they controlled?

2

Rocks along the train tracks are of consistent size
and shape, composed mostly of basalt. They are excellent throwing rocks, as if quarried and broken for
that purpose. I hit a RR sign with one on a quiet creosote-rich afternoon and it made a startling racket.
Some deer broke out of the sedge. I felt lonely all of a
sudden.

8

3

Toenail fungus is a form of life that is hard to evict
from the body. It has generated a whole line of
quackadoodle remedies. The only surefire way to get
rid of it is to have all infected toes removed.

I once gave a man a tank full of gas to get to
Rochester. He'd driven up from Queens on the
way to the heart clinic in said city where his wife
was allegedly undergoing surgery. His story was
suspicious but elaborate enough for me to believe. It was late at night and it made no sense to
buy him gasoline. But I did. I noted another man
in the passenger seat who appeared to be asleep
as he did not speak. Off they went in the direction I told them to go.

4

When I checked my pants pockets this morning, I
found 77 cents in quarters, nickels, dimes and two
pennies. I don't normally keep pennies. Pennies are
not worthless, but we don't use them for cadavers
any more so why save them? There is nothing significant about 77, except it was in the title of an old
TV show called "77 Sunset Strip."

5

If you take the metal rack from your oven, tie a pair
of shoelaces to it and, with the aglets in either ear
have someone tap the rack, you will be overwhelmed
by the amplified sound effect, guaranteed.

6

A cricket will not chirp in your bedroom if it thinks
you think it’s thinking about you.
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Two days later I walked into a friend's clothing
store and attempted to pass a wide-bodied man.
He turned on me suddenly and said the following: "What you did the other night to help my
friend see his wife will come back to you in a
good way. Good things are going to come back
to you for that." He said no more and walked
out. It was the man in the passenger seat.
9

I gave a ride home to a guy hitchhiking with
his bike at 4 in the morning on Route 79 outside Slaterville. We put his bike in the trunk.
He didn't have a car. He worked for the DPW's
garbage crew. I took him right to his job site in
Ithaca, on time. I mentioned where I lived and a
few hours after I got home and fell asleep, I heard

the garbage truck. I ran downstairs and there was
my hitchhiker, Gary. "Gary, hey man, you made it!"
He seemed embarrassed and barely acknowledged
me. But for the next three months no one removed
the garbage tags from my waste bins.
10 Once while eating in a familiar Chinese restaurant,
I noticed that the waiter had very dry hands. Like,
very dry and cracked. I asked him about this and
we talked. He drank mostly tea, he said, and rarely
ever any fresh water. I was on a water kick then and
I suggested he drink about a gallon of fresh water
a day and cut back on tea and see if that helped his
skin. Three months later I saw him on the street.
He showed me his hands. The skin was normal. "I
did what you said and my hands are all better." I
was very pleased with myself about this.
11 I got caught in a rip tide while body surfing off Fire
Island when I was a kid. I didn't understand why
my friends were right next to me one moment and
very far away near the shore the next. I swam hard
to get back, fighting the current instead of swimming parallel to shore as one should in those situations. I didn't know better. I remember the blue
sky, swallowing water and thinking "I am going to
die on a perfectly nice day." The rip current slackened. When I finally crawled out of the surf on
hands and knees a pair of suntanned feet greeted
me. It was the lifeguard: "You should be more careful," he said. I spat out some salt water and said,
"thanks a lot."
12 My Aunt June had a vial of liquid she claimed was
nitro-glycerin and she was gonna blow the place
up if anybody touched her. I don't know what
place, I don't know who was threatening her. The
fluid turned out to be tap water and poor Aunt
June wound up in the bug house again.
13

On a warm September night last summer, I stood
outside 192 Main Street on the West side of Binghamton smoking a Cuban cigar. A friend's band
was playing in a slot bar next door. Within minutes
of lighting up I was converged upon by one young
black man after another who appeared, at least to
me, to come from out of nowhere. When I stepped
outside to light up there was only a young couple
on the street. Half a dozen keenly interested men
all asked the same question: "Its that a Cuban? Are
you smoking a CUBAN cigar?" Why yes I was, but
I had no others. "Man, I could tell it was a Cuban,"
said one fellow. "Ain't nothing else has that smell."
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I made fast friends with the owner of a barber shop
next to the bar and he offered to darken my beard
at a very reasonable price. Someday I'm going back
there to do just that.
14 Tree sex gives me allergies. That is to say, the consequence of tree sex gives me allergies. Bad ones. This
has made me less enamored of trees in groups of
more than three.
15 When I was a little kid I had a double. He was called
"That Kid." Whenever I did anything mischievous, it
was always his fault. My father was amused by this
and a little worried. But whenever he confronted
me about some trouble I'd gotten myself into, he led
with the question: "Did That Kid do it?"
Yup. Every time.
Thing is you grow up and That Kid shares the same
driver's license and ID. Hard to explain mischief to a
cop by saying "That Kid did it."
16

Bobo's son Arlo once gave a great example of how
you can't change past acts because they are all "flatness." Flatness as Bobo explained Arlo explaining it,
is like the surface of milk once it has been spilt: The
surface is flat. The milk can't be unspilt and it lays flat
on the surface. I was very charmed by this allegory
and still am.

17 I wish I could throw rocks like I used to. But I can't.
But I want to. But I can't.
18

I came to a crosswalk and the motorist
ran the light and yelled at me for nearly walking in front of his truck.

19

I once found a snake stuck in tar from a bucket that
was dumped at the brook where I played as a kid. I
couldn't save it.

20 Second chances are first chances going
in reverse order.
21 If you live long enough and someone you know dies
and their clothes fit you, you will be honored to wear
that dead person’s clothes.
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Perry City Dinks
by Gabriel Orgrease
"Fire so hot and quick that when they opened the trailer door
they found my father sitting smack in front of the tube with
his reading glasses melted around his nose still holding an
instant coffee on his lap only the skin of his fingers was stuck
to the melted thermal mug."
Mary Dink cannot visit without giving the undiminished
details; the conversation careens around us, we never discern
where she is headed.
We are swiftly informed when moving into the laborer's
bungalow across the gravel driveway that her youngest twin
girls, Dale and Bale with blonde tresses both have synchronous
heart murmurs.
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We nod in silent amazement while sipping our soda
drinks from plastic cups. The two of them incessantly
screech -- their hair tangled with sweet gum they slap
and claw at each other on the gray stoop outside the
screen door. The electric clock above the stove, the
one with a Silver-Gray Dorking Cock face, ticks.
The violent son, a bone-thin hoodlum is escaped
from a reformatory, location unknown. Mary tells
us he likes to play with knives. I look toward the
dish strainer for signs of warm blood; translucent
soiled pastels of old Tupperware. But that is not the
direction. Mary kindles her hair while leaning over
in the operation of lighting a cig on the stove burner.
Batting out the smolder with her left hand, “That’s
my natural way of keeping it short.”

evening hours the fire of the sun is dead. We each go
and hide from her -- we call it sleep.
On Saturday afternoon the bungler, Edward, tall and
thin, spray paints the underside hood of his Chevy
“fire engine” red. Done he hops in and runs for
formula and disposables at Frank's grocery, across
from Vanderhoosen's Garage.
Frank's place is a two-story white clapboard with
large display windows where you eat sour pickles,
roll cigarettes, watch lightening streak across the
drumlins, observe most of a straight mile of State
Route 57, a blue chicory bordered lane.
"I saw a peacock flying down the middle of the road,
about ten feet up."

In the porcelain sink I view what looks like moldy
noodles with cayenne pepper. The eldest daughter,
Cornelia, is especially impaired, a surviving
harlequin fetus. My cup has some sort of strange
fuzzy mammal face molded on the side. I hesitate
to look within. “Her love books make her stupid”,
she says. Looking over I notice that my wife gets a
Smiley Face on her cup, but the effort forces me to
see a water bug crawl to the rear of the sink.

"Male or female?"

Edward the fumbler is the eldest son and not the father,
except for baby Johnny. I keep my commentary to
myself. Her brother-in-law Buckeye is a randy billy
goat. Tobacco smoke clouds the room a dull gray,
a slower burn than diminishing daylight. Jumps his
wife faster than he can shut off the truck.

"At the woods down that way," pointing.

Out in the drive the Ford backfires one last time as
we look at each other. Her acting-up tennis balls itch.
We are not sure that it is a goiter she is pointing at as
we look at the yellowed linoleum.
We hear Buckeye and Joyce upstairs wearing out the
rug. Cousin Betty is afflicted by malaria, cholera,
rickets, rheumatism, whatever, all her own fault.
She should have screwed the encyclopedia salesman
when she had the occasion.
Near midpoint the kitchen floor bulges a foot,
slanting toward the side yard. Mary's octogenarian
german shepherd has parasites as big as John's
thumb. The food stamps are running out. Do we have
any Camels? “How do you like this Cold Duck? John
gets it special across from work by the case.” With
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"How the hell do I know?”
“It ain’t all that difficult.”
“Well, I’m no peacock sexologist.”
"Where?"

"Yeah, right."
"Honest. I got out of the truck and chased it through
the woods."
"Alone?"
"I had a stick. I thought maybe I could catch it."
Half way the fumes are warm and catch. He has no
extinguisher, not even a six of Gennie Cream Ale.
I shut up long enough to see Edward beating at the
hood of the flaming rig with a tropical-print beach
towel, no harm done. The north-latitude beaches are
four hundred miles, or as close as the tube, but it
don’t stop Ed’s dreaming.
"They run fast."
I hand Frank back his binoculars. The plume of
darkness dissipates, leaving the Chevy on the crispy
side. No special message here. I buy some Tums and
a cherry popsicle.

"Maybe I should call the volunteers?"

"What is it?"

After the flameout Frank gets business serious
arranging bottles of Cold Duck in the fridge and
don't want to hear no story from me about a wild
peacock so I go on home.

I look at the cover over my shoulder as I dispose of
the towels, "Bradbury.”

Sharing my cherry popcycle Cornelia is rotund,
uncoordinated, short, weight impaired with long
black hair framing olive-pit eyes and chapped lips
that scrape around the fruited ice. "I love books,” she
says with smoldering combustion. “I read to love.”

“Yeah, strange people that burn books.”
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Unchecked she knocks over a floor lamp that spills
rum mug onto the desk. Clumsily burdened her arms
full up with paperback Harlequin romances that she
wants to trade. "I'm sorry," meekly.
"No problem," quickly grabbing my tropical beach
towels. I’m eager to get away from the attentions of
this poetess-pre-pubescent.
"Do you need help?”
Fumbling over Bleak House, “Have you ever read
this one? It's really good. I'd be glad to loan it to you.”
She points toward another pile, “What's that one
about?"
"Oh, Iceberg Slim? It's sort of about... city life."
"Is it good?"
"If you like that sort of thing I guess it is, kind of.
Why don't you try this one?" I quickly grab off the
top of the nearest pile.
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"Wow. This is for real?”

Mr. Dink, five four and a half, weighs within a wide
range on the far side of two hundred ninety-seven
pounds. Other than a simple face from a mail-order
true-life drawing lesson, the basic shape contained
within a large ovoid; there is no distinction to his
appearance. Crusty dark hair, cotton work clothes
from the community surplus bin. Quiet guy. His
mate Mary is talk enough for evermore. Downcast
forehead shaded by an oily brim of a red baseball cap
greased with black fingerprints. Compact, corpulent
hands of a ruddy callus, stubby fingers like small
boiled sausages.
An engine mechanic he works at Vanderhoosen's
on big rigs, garbage and fire trucks. John mumbles,
“Hello,” in the middle of the driveway on his way to
work. The sun is not yet burning away the fog and he
is out for doing work.
This morning I realize once he gets going he cogitates
in straight lines. I stand solid in his path without
moving. He stops. I notice he won't go around or
walk past. I imagine he is studying my boots. I'm not
exactly sure. I tell Frank that I've taken to polishing
the front of one brown boot black to see if John reacts.
Nothing so far. I can only imagine what this man’s
compact ears have sustained. His wife’s incessant
recital falls to his path and is engulfed like burning
coals skipped at an iceberg.
He killed a full-grown bull in the barn last week by
hitting it in the head with a 20-pound sledge. Two
blows and it was over except for the butchering. I am
amazed by the focus of his meek subjugation.
Direct inguinal hernia bulging at the groin,
accompanied by a strangulation of the intestine causes
sharp cries of pain to burst from John's throat with
a rhythm of intense esophagal labor, an irreducible
limit of pain that is outstretched with Mary shoving
and pulling to get his boxer shorts on.
"Not that pair," he yells between gasps. His rump
wedged up on the hump of the kitchen floor.

"Who cares?"
Clenching his teeth, "I won't go with mouse faces all
over my butt."

“A dead bull has more sense than that. He couldn't
just let the ambulance people come and get him right
from the start. He had to have clean shorts, the first
time in his life he ever worried about clean shorts!”

Mary, waking us up for no good reason but wanting
to share in her amusement, frantically tells us John
won't let her call for the county ambulance to come
until he has his pants on. Someday we will also get
to be in her story, but for now we want to hold back
as frigid shadows. She asks if maybe we could get
him to go in our truck? In need of urgent medical
attention but unable to get his pants on we are asked
to volunteer. We step into the house.

We kept at it until after the sun came up and then he
wanted a pair of pants.

"For a husband I would give him back tomorrow, just
ask."

The propane stove is turned on but the pilot light is
blown. I pour out two bowls of Kix for the twins and
ask them to get their own milk.

We keep silent, not sure if she is addressing some
stygian divinity or us. Folding her arms on her portly
chest, “I spent the whole damn night trying to get a
pair of clean boxer shorts on that stupid man.”
Walking roughly across the wood floor, the boards
jouncing, “It took more than an hour I mean, every
time I moved a toe he started groaning and screaming
and slapping my hands down... more than an hour to
get past one ankle.”
Though slow torturing, John’s face fires and flushes
all over.

“I said, “Hell – No!” enough is enough already, you
lay there on the floor watching cartoons and I'm
calling the hospital right now. Then he started to cry,
my god, I could hardly handle it no more. I wanted
to kick him in the nuts myself right then and be over
with the whole bloody mess.”

Mary reaches for her cigarette pack and a box of
wooden matches while bellowing at the twins, ”I'm
busy and shut up. You're father is in the living room,
try not to step on him, he doesn't feel too well.”
Between giggles in harmony, “Yes, mama.”
“When they come to get him I want you two to hold
the door open. Make sure you don't let go, we got
enough problems already.”

“I told him it was going to come to this if he didn't
stop lifting those damn engine blocks. He should
have been done taken care of it eight months back
when it first popped out. He didn't even want to tell
me about it. Dumb as an ox he is.”
You can only do so much with aspirins and duct tape.
“Father of my children spilling his guts out for Wheel
of Fortune. Why did he have to watch television lying
on the floor in the first place? We should have had a
crane in the house to lift him up. Looked like he was
giving birth to a bloody red grapefruit, it did. I wish I
could have hit him in the head with one of those big
hammers to knock him out.”
The late-night special was on wild turkey, and then
they sang the national anthem, fired fireworks, dropped
the flag and signed off. He was still lying there.
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Gabriel Orgrease

I moved back from San Francisco in 1971 to Ithaca - my home town, and rented an old
deserted house fifteen miles west of Ithaca from the sweet farmer who owned it, and worked
for him milking 115 cows at 5:30 in the morning, five days a week. I had not seen much of the
countryside beyond Ithaca, except the places I walked and hitchhiked to as a teenager, or that I
went to with my parents when I was a child.
I loved living and working on the dairy farm. On nice days when I was done with work,
and the kids were home from school we often explored the area surrounding Ithaca in my little
red Volkswagen bug. It was always a great adventure - any time we saw a dirt road, I took it.
At that time there were many deserted houses in the area – most of them so far gone –
they were too dangerous to go into, but sometimes there were rooms that looked safe enough
and we almost always found some little treasure to take home: marbles, a whole box of filthy
canning jars, a lovely blouse and a faded yellow sundress that cleaned up nicely and I wore for
years, a musty smelling cookbook from 1952, a pair of black leather high heel lace-up shoes that
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I wore until they died, beautiful chipped plates, vases,
bottles, and a silver chain necklace.
One time, the kids and I stopped to explore a
large deserted house on Townline road near Trumansburg. It still had its roof and didn’t look too bad, so
we squeezed through a door coming off its hinges.
Plaster and lath which had fallen from the ceilings in
the three spacious rooms we could see - littered the
floor. Carefully, the three of us made our way to a big
room that still had a few glass panes in the windows.
A wide staircase beckoned, and I made the kids wait
while I went up. It seemed safe enough so I waited for
them to catch up to me.
At the top of the stairs we looked down a long
dim hallway, its floor also littered with plaster and
lath. I was about to
say, we won’t find
any treasures, when
about fifteen feet
away I saw three
people looking at me
– a small girl about
five - the same age as
my daughter Cody,
a mom, and a boy
younger than my
nine-year-old son
Storn.
The mom was
holding her children’s hands. Storn had wandered off, but I still held
Cody’s hand. I knew these people were not real, but
there they stood smiling at us in their worn clothes
from an earlier time – perhaps about 1840. They were
black people. The mom was beautiful - her children
adorable. We looked at each other silently. I looked
at the mom and it seemed to me that the mom and I
were connecting with each other to such an extent, it
felt almost like falling in love. I wanted say something
to her, but before I did, they faded away.
I called to Storn, we made our way out to our car,
and before I started the engine, I asked, “Did you see
those people?” Storn said, “What people?” Cody said,
“The mom and her kids. They were black people, and
the kids were really cute.” Well, I never believed in
ghosts, but there seemed to be no other explanation.
A few years went by, and I saw a friend I had
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not seen for a long time in a grocery store. Kathy
told me that she and her husband had bought an old
deserted house that was a mess, but they had fixed
it up. She invited me to a party to celebrate it. The
house was the same one where Cody and I saw the
ghosts!
When I arrived, I could not believe how much
work they had done. The place was beautiful. I told
Kathy my ghost story. She didn’t seem at all surprised. “Come here,” she said, I want to show you
something in the basement.
We went down old worn steps into a large
dry basement. Kathy led me to the back wall. “See
this huge old oven? It was a bread baking oven, and
back here,” she said as she walked along its side to
the back wall where
she patted a spot, “is
the hidden door that
leads to a tunnel that
used to go to the barn
out back. This place
was part of the Underground Railway.
The runaway slaves
actually baked bread
down here, until they
could go on the next
phase of their trip to
safety. But, if any one
came poking around
that seemed suspicious, they’d crawl into the tunnel that went to the
barn out back, and hide until it was safe again.”

Annie Campbell's memoir THE
WHORE NEXT DOOR is available on Amazon. The first 10 illustrated chapters of her book.
Use the “Look Inside” feature

are available.

I hope it
amuses
you!

Cocks of the Walk
		

(Key West)

Just when I’d thought the roosters, glossy, beaky
black, and bold were my best friends, they upbraid me.
Samson’s notion is I’m old, too weary to have fun—”Wary,”
I correct him, though he misses the distinction:
“You got faded, man, like some magazine they plopped
under the parakeet. Pooped, is what you look.”
I can’t take him at this hour, ranting before dawn.
I go back to dreaming of Ann-Margret, her auburn hair
on fire in the drawer where I stashed her picture.
I was twelve and hadn’t learned to masturbate: I swooned.
Samson hawks some phlegm. I have to stare him down.
“I also had Betty and Veronica,” I say. “And Lollobrigida,
legs in pink tights, swinging on a star.”
“Christ,” he spits, and treads a hen who happens by.
Louie is another story. Molting, what he calls it, going bald
the way my uncle did, a redhead in his forties.
Since I’m working on a skullcup of my own, I put it to him kindly:
“Women dig a phallic crown.” Still, he takes it as an insult.
Up all night and feisty, drunk on rum, he tells me I’m a clown.
“Look, you piece of stew,” I say, “I took Boots Mullen down.”
He circles, fakes a strike. Three tourists pull up sharply
on their rented bikes, cellphone-cameras ready. I attack:
“Girls don’t want your gecko and chameleons.”
This breaks him up and he backs off: Clown! Clown! he cackles.
Actually, I love him. We used to watch the Fights together.
I’m tired, awake since three, can’t find the sleep I gave away,
but here’s Lorenzo, puffed and plumed and strutting:
half the downy things in town call him their Daddy.
“Jesus rose from the dead!” He throws it at me and I fumble.
Yesterday he wanted all the news about my wife; today
it’s my entire life—he means it as a compliment: “Comprende?”
He thinks he’d be a king in my hometown, Brooklyn, he thinks.
I gave him that idea. Also told him Sheila was my boyhood crush,
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the older girl who waited for me: in the movie Dustin Hoffman
played my part and Katherine Ross I dated twice.
Lorenzo takes some notes; he’s working on a novel,
a resurrection tale. (Today is Friday—even Hemingway
couldn’t top the Jesus story, so he had to eat it.)
‘Enzo crows and beats his wings.
If I want another match I’ll have to find him later.
Now he’s hitting on a bird with feathered purple hair.
I can hear her sobbing how she’s out of luck, tried so hard,
wants to be a singer. He tucks her gently underneath his wing.
She nestles, coos, and glancing back at me she winks. She’s he.
Then there’s Kurt—or is it Kirk? I’ll never get to sleep tonight.
We met at the cemetery: I was meditating; he was screwing
an iguana. He brags his penis is the best of him.
His eyes are bigger than his brain.
“Hey, Pete!” Like he’s known me my whole life—no one
calls me that, unless they’ve seen my shadow.
“Lost your way again, Pete?” He does this thing that bantams do,
jerks his head from side to side, his eyeballs on me.
His voice this morning spooks me. He spends his nights
roosting on a gravestone—not that I’m superstitious.
Wary: the son of a sailor, and I’ve got a lot of Catholic blood.
I cross myself. I ask the Virgin of the Sea to pray for me.
“It’s Kirk, right? So what are you the church of?
Loveless nights? Broken promises? Passions
unrequited? You a friend of Baron Samedi?” 		
I smoke him out like that, I take him to the mat like that.
His hand on me, he says, “We’re brothers, Pete. Shipmates
on the Planet Earth. We’re heading through a band of energy.
Hunab Ku, the Maya called it, shooting from the center
of our galaxy. You feel it, right?” Awake now, half-asleep.

Peter Fortunato

peterfortunato.wordpress.com.
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The Soldiers' Story

by Georgia Warren

I was taught hand reading in the 1960s
by a doctor from India who was getting
certified to practice medicine in the US. It
took me two years to learn the intricacies
of the India-style of hand reading. When
Dr. Singh said I was ready to go out on my
own.I got a seat working steadily in a coffee
house in Akron Ohio.

When these two Vietnam vets saw I didn’t get
flustered, it started to ruin their prank. I winked,
gave them a big smile. I told them to take off their
boots, give me their ten bucks and I’d give them
a foot reading.

One night a couple of soldiers back from
Vietnam stopped by. Their hands were
in their coat pockets.. They said they
wanted me to read their hands. They were
laughing, and I was sure they’d probably
had a “couple” of beers. I didn’t have the
attitude that I gained years later to say, “I
don’t do readings for people who have been
drinking.” The two of them sat down, still
smirking. They took their hands out of their
pockets, they were prosthetiucs. Neither of
them had any hands for me to read.

They asked a buddy who was there to help them
and I got to work reading their feet, just like they
were hands. We all had fun during the reading. I
flirted with them (just a little) and at least once
tickled their feet. I didn’t know whether foot
reading had any relationship to hand reading or
not. I just read them as if they were hands.

Two of my brothers had long recoveries in
the Syracuse NY VA Hospital during the
1950s. I spent a lot of my youth around
young men who had been damaged during
their service. I learned how much normalcy
and a little fun could mean.

During the next few months Vets from the VA
hospital would come in and the crowd of buddies
grew. Some of the hippie folk got to know them
and people became friends with people they
thought were their enemies.
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“Go ahead, do it!” one of them said and they both
started laughing again.

They came back a few weeks later with another
hand amputee so he could "tease the lady at the
coffee house." But this time the prank was on the
soldier, not me.

From time-to-time a new amputee would be with
them and was the butt of their their running
prank.
These soldiers had a camaraderie and humor that
I am sure kept them sane. When they would come
back with the latest butt of their joke, I always tried
to make the readings entertaining and as honest as
could be, given that I had no idea if the readings
were accurate or not.
Most of soldiers wanted to talk, more than they
wanted a reading. I learned from them that often
the people who are sitting across from me at a hand
reading want to tell their own story to a stranger,
to someone who will listen without judgment and
tell no one else. Little by little I learned what these
soldiers had gone through. Each soldier had a
different story. At least once that I remember, I
needed to excuse myself on the pretext of going to
the ladies’ room, because I was going to cry.
The manager of the coffee house was happy with
the crowds. I enjoyed my time there. I found that
doing readings was more than just something to
do for extra money. It was then and still is a way
to communiate with people who may just need a
witness to their problems or a a secret to tell.

I found out during my time of foot readings that
the local VA Hospital had some doctors who
specialized in helping men who had lost limbs
in the Vietnam war. There also was a VA rehab
center in the area.
About forty years later (between 2006 and 2010 )
I taught basic hand reading in classes at BOCES
in Liverpool, NY. The classes were held once a
week for a couple of weeks, and were two hours
long with a fifteen minute break in the middle. I
often told students about reading soldier’s feet.
Sandy Argus, whose hands I had read previously
was in one of these classes. One day when Sandy
was there I told the foot reading story.
I came back from our fifteen minute break into a
classroom where everyone had their bare feet up
on their desk.
Sandy said that now I could read feet for people
who have hands and would be able to see if the
readings were the same.
Did the readings of feet and hands match? Did
I give these vets forty years ago a reasonable
reading? Maybe.
Thanks Sandy.
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Rain on the roof
reminds me of you.
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