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Editor’s Note:

The pairings of visual art and written work were selected to be 
complementary but not necessarily illustrative.  This has been a year rich 
in beautiful skies, a huge snow, and time for much photography and other 
forms of creativity.  The new subtitle of the magazine Celebrating the Arts 
and Crafts of Collington acknowledges that creativity and skilled technique 
can apply to both original, imaginative work and to handwork which may 
utilize patterns, essentially craftwork.  We treasure them all.

Below are two photographs by Dave Montgomery which flank his composite 
picture. The composite was then enhanced to create the kaleidoscope-like 
image on our front cover.

 

Cover Art: Computerized variation of original photograph, by Dave Montgomery

Montgomery Photo Combination
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The path starts out wide and inviting,
 Mushrooms and wildflowers
 Intermingled with pine needles and fern.

Sun and shade play tag,
inviting us to walk this way.

We see ahead that the path narrows,
 And we approach with some disquietude.

No longer able to walk side-by-side,
 One goes before the other
 as we switch back and forth.

The Landscaper has altered the plantings,
and we proceed more cautiously.

Blackberry bushes send out spiny tentacles 
that catch our skin and clothing.

Blood is drawn, but nothing so severe 
that it cannot be cleansed.

We again walk a fern-lined path, 
Then, more nettles and blackberries.
Sweet berries reward our scratches.

 There are vistas of distant hills and streams.
We’ve been told the path widens near the end, 

and we go forward together.

Wilderness Hiking
Nancy Brown

Milkweed in Transition 
Photograph, by Lois Brown
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Going Aground; or, Life in the Mud
Katie Basquin

“Stuck,” “high and dry,” “stranded,” “on the rocks”,
“swamped,” “foundered,” “grounded.” What a dismal 
assemblage of descriptions! Of course, in the days when 
wooden sailing ships were our primary mode of transporting 
both people and goods, a ship aground generally meant a 
ship, life, and money lost.

Even now, a grounding can be a devastating experience. 
The entrance from the Atlantic Ocean to Barnegat Bay, New 
Jersey, is a serpentine and treacherous channel whose long 
breakwaters are practically invisible in the dark. Some time 
ago, a 43-foot sloop whose captain’s navigational skills 
were, shall we say, imperfect, impaled itself on the north 
breakwater and quickly sank to the bottom of the channel.

The channel is so shallow, however, that she never actually disappeared 
from sight. The top ten feet of mast and the upper shrouds and spreaders 
remained in view, weaving mournfully back and forth in the channel’s 
shifting tides, for more than a year.

For the average day-sailor in a fiberglass boat, going aground is more likely 
to be embarrassing; occasionally it’s even amusing.

One morning, while beating up a long river channel, an enthusiastic racing 
captain waited too long before tacking and ran aground on the sand bar to 

Bench
Acrylic on Wood, by Terry McGuire

Wave Ornament
Acrylic on Birch 

Plywood,
by Sue Regen
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one side of the riverbed. As it was just past high tide, he knew he was in 
for a long five- or six-hour wait, so he set out an anchor, checked that the 
boat was settled smoothly into the soft sand, sat back and opened beers for 
himself and the crew.

Nearby, on a deserted beach, a man and a woman were swimming. On 
seeing my friend’s boat, they swam over and invited themselves aboard. 
They were a most congenial pair, and spent all afternoon on board, talking, 
drinking beer and taking an occasional swim to cool off. Night fell, the tide 
rose, and finally the boat was afloat. My friend had by this time agreed 
to take the couple to the head of the river. Just as they raised anchor, a 
man appeared on shore, shouting and waving and jumping up and down. 
The concerned skipper wondered if he should sail over with the thought of 
bringing him on board. “Oh, don’t worry about him,” said the woman, “that’s 
just my husband.”

On another occasion, a different husband and wife (together) were sailing 
a small boat in a deserted and very shallow bay. Suddenly they stopped 
moving. “Omigosh,” groaned the husband, “we’re aground! What’ll we DO?” 
A rather novice sailor, not ready to cope with the challenge, he sat in the 
cockpit, shaking his head in despair.

His loyal wife, who knew nothing of the recommended techniques for solving 
this problem, began to ruminate aloud. “Let me see . . . didn’t you tell me 
that the keel is two feet deep?” “Yes,” he agreed, “but so what?” “Well, if 
we’re sitting on the bottom, we’re in two feet of water. Why don’t you get 
out and push?”

He didn’t even get his shirt wet.

Untitled Abstract
Acrylic, by Maja Keech
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COME, WE THAT LOVE THE LORD

Words: Isaac Watts (1674-1748), alt.
Music: Lawford, Marilyn Haskel, © 2007 by Marilyn Haskel

Come, We That Love the Lord
Marilyn Haskel

Words: Isaac Watts (1674-1748), alt.       
  Music: Lawford, Marilyn Haskel.

                c  2007 by Marilyn Haskel
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Note: A large number of fossils of Homo naledi were discovered in a small chamber of 
Rising Star Cave near Johannesburg, South Africa, in 2015.  Homo naledi lived about 
300,000 years ago.  They were of small stature, with brain cavities less than half the size 
of Homo sapiens, and had characteristics of both apes and humans.

The mostly female anthropologists who discovered the remains proposed that other 
members of the species had disposed of bodies in the caves intentionally and repeatedly.  
Others, mostly male, disagreed.  One of them wrote,  “Many experts, including me, 
consider such complex behaviour unlikely for a creature with a brain size close to that of a 
gorilla, particularly when a requirement for the controlled use of fire, for lighting, probably 
has to be added in.”  
—Dan Kelly

Rising Star
Gay Fay                                                                              

She died
And we carried her down.
We did not break her bones.
We carried her down softly.                                        
We put her with the others who do not 
live.
The ones who come later will say
We cannot love them so.
Our heads are too small
To bury our mothers,
Too small to cradle children
In our arms
Down steep rock
Through narrow passes
To a safe place to be dead. 
These will wait here
For the later ones
The ones with bigger heads
Who cannot see the love,                                     
There from the beginning.                                      
                                                                              
Editor’s Note:  Texas artist Gay Fay 
(1949-2021) moved from Austin to 
Collington in 2017.

After Murillo
Drawing, by Gay Fay
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Looking Back at a Life Spent in the Classroom
Sue Blanchette

  
“So what did you do for a living?” A 
casual question meant to start a pleasant  
conversation. The answer, for me, was 
far from casual:

“I taught high school US history in the 
Dallas Independent School District.”

“Oh, you poor thing! I could never teach 
school. I don’t have the patience.”

So why teach? A very good question, 
given the problems in urban education today:  imploding test scores, cheating, the 
achievement gap, fiscal mismanagement, curriculum battles. Why would anyone 
enter or stay in a profession fraught with controversy, guaranteed to create gray 
hair and ulcers?

I became a teacher because it was expected of me. My father was determined that 
his daughters go to college to become teachers or nurses. Without much thought, 
I pursued a teaching certificate. After one semester of student teaching, I walked 
away from education, declaring that I would never set foot in a classroom again.

Yet, I went back to the classroom and remained a teacher for over thirty-five years 
because I discovered I had a gift for it. Over 4,000 students passed through my 
classroom. They were not angels and most of them didn’t like history, but they 
touched my life and my heart and soul in ways that live with me today. They  
frustrated me and made me laugh and cry. Let me introduce you to a few of the 
memorable ones.

Lauren entered 9th grade as a graduate from rehab, in frayed jeans, Doc Martens, 
and sporting bright blue hair. She had a chip on her shoulder that she dared people 
to knock off. When she tried out for Mock Trial, I said, “The blue hair has to go!” 

Harvest Time
Collage, by Rosalie Hatcher
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6 Pears in Conversation
Oil on Paper, by Ingrid Finnan

The next day her hair was the most hideous shade of blonde. Four years later, she 
took accolades in both drama and Mock Trial, went off to college, and today runs 
her own business.

Najeeba came from Afghanistan and took Advanced Placement History in a  
language that was not her first, her second, or even her third. We charted her  
assimilation through her wardrobe, from hajib to scarf, from chador to long-
sleeved shirts and pants. She went on to college, standing proudly with a foot in 
each of her two worlds, a living symbol of the American dream.

Skyler was the teenage statistic who proved the statistics wrong. A father at 17, 
he passed up going away to college because, he said, “My daughter is going to 
have a daddy!” He stayed in honors classes, went to a local college, and  
balanced academics with fatherhood. Today he is a successful businessman and a 
daddy to 5 darling daughters.  

Quiet, studious Jenny dreamed of college, but never of Yale. Yale saw her  
potential, however, and off she went to New Haven, the first in her family to 
attend college. Years later, her father became my student as he studied for 
his US citizenship in night class, completing the circle.

Four students out of 4,000, yet they represent all the reasons why I taught history 
in Dallas.
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Chanting to Doo Wop
Eloise J. Branche

In 1954, Doo Wop music was “our thing.” All 
over the country teens were listening to, and 
imitating, the girl and boy groups. This music 
had street corner harmony and infectious 
rhythms. For teenage girls in a boarding school, 
it was not a far reach that we would try to 
imitate these groups.  

At St. Benedict the Moor boarding school all 
the “big girls” sang in the church choir for Mass 
every Sunday. There were about fifteen of us 
“big girls” in the 7th grade through high school 
in the choir. We lived in a separate dormitory 
house with our house chaperones, Sr. Anaclete, 
Sr. Ephrem and Sr. Mary Jude.

Our choir director, Sr. Bernice, honed our 
musical knowledge, harmonies and diction, 
breathing and phrasing. We became adept at 

the rolling lilt of Gregorian chant and the warm multi-voiced harmonies of the 
many hymns, usually in Latin, we sang at Sunday Mass.

From this choir base and camaraderie, the Six BBs grew. The Six Benedict 
Boarders practiced our Doo Wop music every day after school. Our practiced 
harmony was close and crisp. We felt we were so good we decided to enter 
the Talent Show at the Wisconsin Catholic Action Conference (WCAC) held 
in Milwaukee in 1954. This was a bold action on our part. Most Catholic high 
schools from all over Wisconsin sent delegations and varied talent groups to 
this conference every year. Our entire high school enrollment was less than 
thirty students in all four grades. Our St. Benedict pool of talent show aspirants 
consisted of six members of the Sunday choir, the Six BBs.

We were the only Black students at the conference and could easily have been 
lost in this huge group at the Milwaukee convention center. The majority of 
the delegations ignored the oddity: “those colored kids”. It was 1954, and 
they had never interacted with any colored students. However, the nuns had 

Sade, a Singer
Cross Stitch, by Nelson Miraflor
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instilled such confidence in us we didn’t even realize we should have been 
apprehensive. When we told Sr. Bernice we wanted to enter the talent show, 
she insisted we practice in her presence. She was merciless. Sr. Bernice’s 
drills in breathing, diction and harmony prepared us for the competition.  

Dressed in grey wool skirts, white jewel neck sweaters, toe-tapping black 
suede pumps and small pearl earrings, we were ready to take on the 
WCAC. Our a cappella selections were “Who Stole the Wedding Bell” and 
the traditional black spiritual, “Didn’t It Rain.” Our close harmony and 
soulful delivery blew the audience away. Against all odds, when the dust 
settled after presentations from all the schools, St. Benedict the Moor’s Six 
Benedict Boarders had won the Talent Show 4th place award, showcasing 
our Gregorian Chant to Doo Wop expertise.  

Sr. Bernice didn’t stop smiling for days. 

Making Harmony
Paper Cutting, by Steve Woodbury
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The Car
Joyce Fish

My son sent me a box of “Conversation Starters.” I use them sometimes 
when my neighbors and I are sitting on the front patio in the late afternoon. 

One of the cards asked “What car do you remember from your childhood?” 
I could hardly wait for my turn to respond. I vividly remember our 1932 
Plymouth. We had it so long that my sister and I were too embarrassed to 
be seen in it, and we would duck down out-of-sight in the back seat if we 
approached any of our friends!

Recently, I saw “our” car in the Smithsonian Museum. I wonder where the 
museum got it! 

Journey’s End
Photograph, by Lois Brown 
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Two Words Realized
Lois Brown

   Wondering is wandering with an “Oh.”
           Wandering is wondering with an “Ah.”

Stinkbug at Collington
Photograph, by Joyce Koch 

Beaver Dam Breached
Photograph, by Alice Nicolson
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Widen The Blue
Carly Gewirz

All around us sweeps the whirlwind
Earthquake, illness, fire and flood.
Devastation of the planet 
Poisoning of sea and land.
But the core of every hurricane
Holds a space where no winds whirl.
Looking up, the blue sky beckons
From that calm within the storm.

Find the blue, it will protect us.
Seek the blue must be our plan.
Widen the blue in all directions;
Widen the blue, however you can.

Pain and fear and rage surround us, 
Swirling through ‘most every life.
Loss and anger, grief and horror,
Residue of hate and strife.
All about us whirls the tempest,
Crashing, whipping through our days.
All our hope contained within it;
Find the blue within the maze.

Find the blue, it will protect us.
Seek the blue must be our plan.
Widen the blue in all directions;
Widen the blue, however you can.

Love and hope and truth must guide us,
Work and prayer and helping hands.
Pushing back winds that threaten,
Within the ring of life we stand.

Summer Moon
Photograph, by Lily Moureaux
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Reach out, hold fast to your neighbors,
Share your courage and your love.
Give your heart and help each other.
Know the blue waits up above.

Find the blue, it will protect us.
Seek the blue must be our plan.
Widen the blue in all directions;
Widen the blue, however you can.

To listen to “Widen The Blue” visit YouTube.com and  
search for Carly Gewirz or “Widen the Blue”

Forest Trees
Drawing on iPad, by Dorothy Yuan
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Not Gentle
Susan Wolf

Is life an acquiescence
A passive assent
To things I cannot bear but cannot fight?
Is this the way of it?
Acceptance leaving the bitter taste of resignation
In my mouth?

Be practical, sensible
     Move with it
 Don’t turn around
 Don’t fight….
Endure, like a tree bent under the ice of a slow winter?

No!  I shall struggle.
I shall thrust against futility
I shall court destruction.
I shall rise, searching for clear horizons
I will be here briefly, yet stubbornly
Battered by things unjust and sometimes brutal, 

And if I fall
I will shake the earth with my falling.

Outerbank Trees 
Mixed media, by CR
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Marilyn Meek Shirley Denman

Ruth Ann Hess Ann Davie

Dick Neff

MaryAnn Curley

Marian Fuchs

The Big Snow

Pat Howard
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Ivy on My Bedroom Window
Photograph, by Lily Solmssen Moureaux

Lunar New Year: Memories
by Han Tzong (James) Yuan
Translated by Dorothy Yuan

西西江江月月 新新年年憶憶舊舊  
  
臘月風寒日短， 
親朋海角天邊， 
烟花遠處拜新年， 
老去幾回得見? 
 
客路雲山已過， 
空林逝水殘延， 
桃源縂記是前緣， 
怎忍芳菲影漸？ 
                袁漢宗 
 

New Year, cold winds, short days,  
friends and kin, scattered across sky and bays. 
Let my festive fizzles reach your domain. 
When will we meet again?
 
Together we came from foreign hills,  
past misty woods and streams now still. 
With the bygone lotusland in mind’s eye, 
can I, musing over fading shadows, cry? 
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Covid - No End in Sight
Photograph, by Ann Davie

Fog Rising over the Lake
Photograph, by Ingrid Finnan

I Never Saw His Smile
Carly Gewirz

I never saw his smile 
until I gazed at his picture in the memorial frame. 
We met during the time of worry and fear, 
the time of covid.

His eyes were gentle 
over the rim of his mask, 
his soft voice conveying care and kindness.
We spoke of the weather
as I absorbed his slender height.

Over the days,
his presence a comfort, 
he helped me as I found my way 
in this place I now call home.

I will not forget. 
He showed me his heart, but 
I never saw his smile.
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A Special Request for a 3-Cornered Shawl
Jeannette Jones

About 25 years ago I took a class on weaving 3-cornered shawls. When 
finished, the shawls look impossible because there are no seams. There is a 
lot to keep track of, and the weaving goes rather slowly. My sister Catherine 
wanted one. She loves Wolf Kahn’s landscapes and wanted a weaving that 
would capture the color and spirit of one of her favorites. 

Taking Catherine’s challenge to make a Wolf Kahn 3-cornered shawl, I 
delved into Wolf Kahn’s writings about color and design and then tracked 
down some of his paintings. Art is “about intuition, imagination and fantasy. 
Once you have your nose pointed in the right direction, you can start  
smelling something. It’s not about expertise. I don’t believe in it. I believe 
in innocence of spirit” (Wolf Kahn). It was my good fortune to bring a great 
store of innocence to this endeavor.

Sometimes I use a  
traditional pattern; here, 
I got out the graph paper. 
How many threads of each 
color for the warp and the 
weft?  Take into account 
how many threads per 
inch.  Remember to have 
extra warp to tie it on the 
loom. Remember that the 
width will have “take up”—
narrower when off the 
loom. 

To design the color  
combinations and the 
weave patterns, it is 
always a treat to work 
out how the colors will 
look when crossed and 
merged. The pattern has 
significant effect. The 
luster of the wool affects 

Wool Shawl-Inspired by Wolf Kahn
Photograph, by Jeannette Jones
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Morning Painting
Watercolor, CR

final color. This plotting took many sheets of graph paper and many, many 
hours during a cold Santa Fe mountain winter.

Wool was collected. I spun the cashmere for the shawl. Some mohair and 
silk were ordered from China; some I had collected over the years. I started 
with about 1800 yards but kept adding as I discovered the new colors 
needed.

Finishing the shawl required several more steps. All the warp ends are 
braided. The shawl is hand-washed in lavender shampoo and well water, 
then hung to dry in the Santa Fe sunshine. While it is wet, two people “full” 
the new weave by pulling and snapping it carefully. 

There was Catherine’s Wolf Kahn-inspired 3-cornered shawl!
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Sue Blanchette

Skies over     Collington

Ann Davie

Barbara Morris
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Skies over     Collington

Pat PritzMary Bird

Sue Blanchette
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Plainsong
Joseph H. Howard

Entering Notre Dame Cathedral 
through its massive main doors
to find that the only light
flooded the altar,
 
Except for the evening sun shining 
through the stained-glass windows -
a kaleidoscope of color, mainly reds 
and blues -  
providing just enough light  
to find our way to seats in the choir.
 
Silence.
So silent that one could almost feel it.
 
Nothing moved,
except for the prisms of light,
as they gradually moved and colored 
all they touched -
caused by the setting sun which sank 
into sleep.
 
Managing to breathe,
almost without taking breaths,
the Cathedral descended into almost 
total darkness.
 
From the main entrance came a 
distant sound of plainchant.
      

Acoustics bounced in the cavernous 
space.
 
The faint sound increased in volume 
as 15 robed men moved soundlessly 
toward the altar,  
where they took their places in 
muted light. 

Thus began an hour of magical 
beauty. 
A pure sound, without vibrato, sung 
in Latin,
mostly in unison - 
sometimes adding a glorious depth 
by changing into parts. 
 
Dwelling in darkness through closed 
eyelids –
seeing without looking,
hearing without listening and
“being” without awareness, 
as if one were suspended without 
support. 
 
Could this be a feeling of 
transcending? 
A glimpse of what heaven must be. 
Ending, the sound diminished into 
nothingness
Ushers guided us soundlessly 
back through the dark cathedral.                                                                                       
Amen.

Photograph, by Marilyn Meek
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Bird House
Acrylic on Wood, by Terry McGuire

Chinese Scissors
Papercutting, by Steve Woodbury

Doily
Crocheting, by Jessica Milstead

Partridge in a Pear Tree
Acrylic on birch plywood, by Sue Regen
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An Eagle Strikes
Marion Henry

as told to Mike Burke

The winter had been bitterly cold. For 
the only time in our many retirement 
years living in southern Maryland,  
St. Thomas Creek had frozen and 
so had the cove. Ours was the only 
house there, and we enjoyed the 
solitude. We had marvelous views 
through our big windows including 
lots of wildlife: deer, foxes, raccoons 
and opossum. Once I saw river otters 
cavorting in the water. Over several 
years we got to watch baby foxes, 
kits, as they played right outside our 
window.

As I said, we had an abnormally 
cold winter. One night a heavy snow 
fell. The trees were draped in the 
fresh snowfall. The dazzling white 
blanketed everything, giving the 
scene a serene look. We had never 
seen this wonderful place look so 
magical. I was transfixed.

Gazing out the window the next 
morning, I saw a bald eagle on the 
snow-covered ice. In those days 
seeing an eagle was still a rarity in 
St. Mary’s County.

At the feet of the eagle lay a freshly 
killed rabbit. The raptor had started 
tearing away the fur and skin. 
Suddenly, a young eaglet flew in. 
It must have hatched just 2 or 3 
months earlier. I immediately 

Eagles on the Lookout 
Photograph, by Mike Burke
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Lines in the Snow
Ink on Paper, by Nadine Hathaway

assumed that the adult bird was its 
parent. The younger bird wanted to 
share in the meal. The adult refused 
and soon grew impatient with the 
eaglet’s pestering. The massive 
raptor took the rabbit in its talons 
and flew away effortlessly. As the 
bald eagle rose, a bright stream 
of crimson blood dripped from the 
rabbit onto the pristine snow below. 
Seconds later, the predator and its 
prey disappeared into the trees, 
followed by the hungry eaglet.

I have never forgotten that 
moment. I think the fact that the 
familiar landscape had been utterly 
transformed left me in a state of 
wonderment. Against that perfect, 
blank slate, the bald eagle had 
grabbed my attention. I was startled 
when I saw the rabbit. Then came 
the stream of fresh blood dripping 
onto the serene scene below. It was 
shocking and strangely beautiful.
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Laurel, in uppermost Prince George’s County, has an economic history unlike 
the rest of the county. While most of the county’s economy was based on 
tobacco plantations worked by enslaved people, Laurel’s location at the 
falls of the Patuxent River allowed the development of light industries such 
as cotton mills, sawmills, and weaving mills. A steel mill located about ten 
miles south of Laurel produced pig iron for the manufacture of cannons, 
shot, wagon wheels, and later for plowshares, casings, and cart wheels.

The Snowden family played an interesting role in the region’s history. 
Richard Snowden immigrated from Wales in 1658 and received a grant 
of 10,500 acres south of Laurel. His grandson, Richard the “Iron Master,” 
acquired his wealth from developing and forging the iron deposits. Major 
Thomas Snowden served in the Revolutionary War, and in the 1780s built 
Montpelier, a five-part Georgian mansion, on a plantation that specialized in 
agriculture and iron production.

The plantation house was home to four generations of Snowdens, as well 
as enslaved individuals, and the mansion records preserve the histories 
of the free and enslaved residents. Some individuals documented to have 
lived there were Nance and Cattle Creek, and Ben, a blacksmith. Thomas 
Snowden’s grandson, Nicholas N. Snowden, died at Manassas with the     
 

Old Mansion
Watercolor and ink, by John Hindinger

Upper Prince George’s County: Then and Now
Carl Koch
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Farm in Prince George’s County
Watercolor, by Maja Keech

1st Maryland Infantry CSA, thus ending the Snowden name in history. After 
having many private owners, Montpelier was donated to the National Capital 
Park and Planning Commission in 1961. The mansion is now a historic 
landmark that is on display.

Racing was long a popular pastime in Prince George’s County, and the area 
once boasted four county racetracks. Racing enthusiasts can visit the last of 
these, the Laurel Racetrack, on weekends and occasionally on Fridays, except 
during December and January.

The Dinosaur Park is of particular interest to children as well as amateur 
paleontologists. Walk the grounds that the dinosaurs did millions of years ago, 
and discover Prince George’s County’s prehistoric past, revealed by a rare 
deposit of fossils from the early Cretaceous period.

Abraham Hall, an historic African-American lodge, was built in 1889 for
the Benevolent Sons and Daughters of Abraham. This fraternal organization 
provided emergency financial assistance and death benefits to its members, 
a form of insurance not otherwise available to African Americans at that 
time. As the first Black historic site in Prince George’s County to be restored 
with public funds, Abraham Hall marks a significant milestone in the historic 
preservation efforts of the County.

Upper Prince George’s county is rich in history and a fascinating place to visit.
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Moving Hell
Paul McManamen

My brother, Pat, was seven years older than I was.  I adored him and followed 
him everywhere.  When I was in my teens and Pat in his early twenties, our Aunt 
Christine gave him a well-used 1935 Chevy pickup truck.  It was bright red, and 
I thought it was the greatest thing ever, but it had some problems.  It had a high 
wooden box around three sides of the bed, which blocked the view out the rear 
window. It also had a leaky radiator—so no antifreeze.  In the winter we would get 
the old Chevy started, pour hot water in the radiator, make our trip, and then drain 
the radiator when we got home.

On Christmas Day 1945, Pat had a date with his girlfriend, Marie, who lived about 
50 miles away in town.  It was ten below with a strong wind, but that didn’t deter 
Pat from his date.  He packed his dress clothes and a gift for Marie and put them 
in the back of the truck.  He planned to get a hotel room in town where he could 
change.  That meant I could go with him and stay in the hotel while he went on his 
date!

We went through the fill-the-radiator routine and headed for town. Unfortunately, 
we had to stop for gas, and though we left the engine running, the radiator froze up.  
Steam started coming out everywhere!  What to do?  

Pat got a tarp out of the back of the truck, got under it in front of the truck, and 
thawed the radiator with a kerosene torch.  We quickly threw the tarp in the back 
of the truck and took off, never realizing that a spark from the kerosene torch had 
ignited the tarp and all was in flames—the spare tire, the suitcase, and the gift.  A 
few miles down the road we passed a rancher feeding his cattle.  He dropped his 
pitchfork and waved at us with both hands.  We must have been quite a sight, this 
old truck flying down the road with flames and smoke billowing out the back.

We waved back, commenting, “He sure was friendly.” 

We had to stop to enter the main highway into town.  At that point we smelled 
smoke and pulled over to find not much but smoldering cinders in the back of the 
truck.  The truck was still smoking, and I was dragging out burning material with a 
hoe that had survived the flames somehow, when a woman in a big black Cadillac 
pulled up, rolled down her window and asked in a syrupy manner, “Are you having a 
problem?”

Pat, totally beside himself, blurted out “No, we are moving Hell.  This is the third load.”
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We jumped in the truck and headed for town.  The radiator froze up again, but Pat 
didn’t slow down.  We arrived in Gillette with steam boiling out of the front and 
smoke still curling out of the back.

Pat decided to go see Marie in his old work clothes and with no gift.  He dropped 
me at the hotel and drove to her house.  Through the window he could see some 
other guy sitting with her.  He turned around and drove away.  My dear brother did 
not have a good Christmas that year!

Duckie’s Dreams - Red
Acrylic, by Marilu Sherer
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Johnny Pesky and Me
George Newman

In the spring of 1964, the Boston 
Red Sox held their pre-season  
training in Arizona. To break up the 
long trip to Boston for the season 
opener, they scheduled an exhibition 
game against the minor-league Salt 
Lake Bees. I was a 26-year-old  
reporter in the Salt Lake City bureau 
of the Associated Press, and a 
devoted Red Sox fan.

The Salt Lake Tribune asked the AP 
to obtain the Red Sox starting lineup. 
I eagerly volunteered to call the Sox 
manager, Johnny Pesky, a legendary 
shortstop in his playing days and a 
boyhood hero for me.

I tracked Pesky down at his  
Phoenix hotel; he graciously read me 
the lineup, carefully spelling out Y-A-
S-T-R-Z-E-M-S-K-I (Carl Yastrzemski, 
who would soon be known to 
Boston fans as “Yaz,” a Hall of Fame 
outfielder).

Business done, I confessed to Pesky 
that I was a big Red Sox fan.

“Is that right?” he said warmly. 
“Good to hear.”

“You know,” I continued, “I saw you 
play when I was 9 years old.”

“Is that right?” he said, not so 
warmly. “You got what you need? I 
gotta go.”

I was baffled by the sudden change 
in attitude. It took me a while to  
understand that people of a certain 
age (Pesky was 45) don’t enjoy 
reminders that they are no longer 
young.

Postscript: Unlike Yaz, Pesky never 
made it to the Hall of Fame—a  
perceived injustice in Boston, on a 
par with the British tea tax. He had a 
losing record as a manager, dealing 
with mostly mediocre players, Yaz 
excepted. But he lived to 93, beloved 
by fans all over New England.

Play Ball!
Pastel and pencil, Nadine Hathaway
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Diamonds
Fabric Art, by Jacob Kijne

Windmills
Quilting, by Joan Hoff
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The Proverbial Grandmother
Jeanne Slawson

“The butterfly often forgets it was a caterpillar.”

My grandmother could disembowel a turkey, roll out a pie crust, and coax 
fruited bread dough into a luscious braid, all with speed and dexterity. The 
results of her efforts were not only beautiful but delicious. “Marion, your crust 
is so short!” gushed the ladies as they indulged in a bit of pie after cards. Her 
steamed marmalade pudding lingers in my taste memory—hot, sweet, and 
rich served with Sauce Anglaise on small Spode plates.

As well as a talented cook, Grammy was a fountain of proverbs. The two I 
remember best (perhaps because they were directed at me) are “Patience 
is a virtue and virtue is its own reward,” and “Marry in haste, repent at 
leisure.” The latter was no doubt acutely meaningful to her. Not that I know 
she married in haste, but I do believe she had cause to repent, though not 
at leisure. My grandfather was a well-off young man who, when he married 
my well-off grandmother, became very well-off indeed. He was a banker, but 
when his four children were still young he was injured in a trolley accident 
that sent him to bed for months. He thereafter claimed that he was too ill to 
work. Contrarily, found himself fit enough to travel extensively, sending home 
treasures—Kilim rugs, Russian coffee samovars, and worthless Colorado 
mining stocks. His meanderings and lack of employment had the predictable 
effect on the family fortune and drove my grandmother to the basement.

When faced with bankruptcy, it seems Gram 
remembered one of her favorite proverbs, 
“All bustle is not industry,” and rather than 
indulging in hand-wringing and aimless 
bustling about, she enrolled in a candy-making 
course and applied herself industriously to 
learning the art of the confectioner. She set 
up operation in the cellar, and I never heard 
her speak of doubts she may have had about 
spending needed money on a class, starting 
a solo business without advertising, and 
having no display place. She was a small, 
shy woman whose appearance gave no hint 
of the internal fiber that made it possible to 
rise to the challenge while also raising four 
children, one of whom was disabled. One of 
her old standbys, “What’s sauce for the goose Tea Pot and Cup

Ceramic, by Judith Young
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Butterflies
Ink and colored pencil, by John Hindinger

is sauce for the gander” did not apply 
in this case, as my grandfather led a 
comfortable life until his heart took 
retribution.

When we visited Grammy, the first 
thing my brothers and I did after 
hugging her was head for the cellar 
stairs. Stepping into her work-space, 
we could see a large kettle on the 
old gas stove—quarts of chocolate 
bubbling gently, its tantalizing smell 
nearly melting us too. Nearby were 
metal racks with sheets of nougat, 
caramel and jellied fruits, tiny balls of 
fondant, jars of maraschino cherries, 
all waiting for their chocolate coat. 
Glowing in the sun slanting through 
the window were lollipops—spheres 
of orange, lemon, and cherry; at 
holidays, they took the forms of 
turkeys, bunnies, and Santas. Packed 
in pale yellow boxes, several orders 
of chocolates waited to be picked up. 
Word of mouth had quickly grown her 
business; customers especially liked 
that each chocolate had a different 
twirl on top to show what the filling 
was, no need to take a bite. Sampling 
all, we knew we were the luckiest 
grandchildren alive.

I was in the attic the other day, trying 
to make order out of chaos, when I 
came across a box containing dozens 
of tiny pleated paper cups and the 
tissues that had rested on top of the 
chocolates in their creamy boxes. 
Printed on them in flowing script, 
her business name, “Miller Candies.” 
Above that, her logo—a butterfly—the 
symbol of transformation.
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MLK Day 1989 and 2022
Nancy Lively

This morning, January 17, 2022, I walked into the kitchen, turned on the 
radio, and was emotionally transported back to my room in a student 
dormitory at Xi Bei Gong Ye Da Xue, a major university in Xi’an, China, where 
Bill and I were working in 1989.

I was awakened around 2 a.m. from a deep sleep by a voice from a 
loudspeaker coming in our open window. I was used to the loudspeaker that 
woke us each morning at 6:00 with blaring music, blaring that played long 
enough to ensure all the students went outside for morning exercises. After 
the incongruous opening music, often “She’ll be coming round the mountain,” 
would come the repetition of “yi,er,san,si – yi,er,san,si – yi,er,san,si” — the 
count from 1 to 4 announcing the repeated drill of morning gymnastics.

But this time what I heard sounded like a speech, and for about 30 seconds 
I thought a miracle had happened, and my feeble attempts at mastering 
Mandarin Chinese had blossomed into perfection because I could understand 
each word I was hearing.

Slowly, I realized this was not Chinese but the now familiar words of the 
“I have a dream” speech of Martin Luther King, Jr. The broadcast was not 
the official morning wakeup call but instead was coming from the graduate 
student dorm next to ours.

This speech led the movement toward the first campus protests in our 
university. I began to realize the importance of the speech and its effect 
later that day when most students on campus boycotted classes.  Shortly 
afterward, the first mass demonstrations resulting in death in China were  
held in downtown Xi’an. Likely because of its distance from Beijing, these 
early protests were never reported on radio or television to those who  
had not witnessed them. 

Little did I realize then that Dr. King’s speech was one of the first calls 
for change that would shortly rock much of China. Scenes like this were 
duplicated in many universities. The demonstrations roused students to 
actions that led several weeks later to the demonstrations we now know as 
the Tiananmen demonstrations, which the Chinese government met with the 
massacres we all recall.
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Lady in Pink
Oil, by James Townsend

I am moved each time I hear the speech to remember that the words of 
Martin Luther King, Jr. were one of the first things that motivated Chinese 
students to think of their bold attempts to attain the freedoms also dreamed 
of by our precious Martin Luther King, Jr.
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Second Sight
Janyce Watt

I never wanted to be a person with an extra-sensory “gift,” but it happened 
to me. My predictive dreams started when we moved to Durham, NC, for 
the summer so my husband, Harvey, could do student research in physics at 
Duke University.

My grandmother had raised me because my mother worked, and I was very 
close to her. One night she called me for a brief chat—phone calls were 
expensive then. She had never called me before, and I was delighted to hear 
from her. That night I dreamed of her coming down the aisle in a wedding 
dress. The next day she passed away.

My second strange experience happened while we were still in Durham. One 
night, we took our children to the movies. At the theater I saw a long queue. 
In the next minute, I was overcome with a terrible sense of doom and the 
conviction that a man was going to jump from the eighth floor of the hotel 
across the street. I had the strongest feeling that I alone could stop him. I 
turned to tell my husband about my strange premonition, but at that moment 
the queue started moving and we went into the theater.

Self-Portrait
Hand-tinted photograph, by Ruth Schrock
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The next morning, I learned that a professor, who had been having an affair 
with a graduate student, had actually jumped from the eighth floor of that 
hotel. I was overcome with horror, and I felt so guilty that I had done nothing 
to stop him. I trusted that my husband would believe me when I told him 
about my experience, so I did.

The only other person I could talk to was my neighbor, who encouraged me to 
go see Dr. Rhine, the prominent ESP researcher at Duke University.

Dr. Rhine asked me about my ancestry, and said often people of Scottish 
descent, like me, had such a gift. I worked with him through the summer, until 
we moved back to Morgantown, WV, in September.

Predictive dreams then happened more regularly. I would dream of someone 
being in a wedding, and that person, or someone close to them, would soon 
pass away. News of my uncanny dreams spread in Morgantown, and people 
would often ask me for reassurance about friends or relatives. 

One night, I had a wedding dream about someone named “Virginia.” My 
friend Virginia had moved to New Mexico and was facing serious surgery, so 
I thought my dream was about her. However, I had another friend named 
Virginia in Morgantown, whose brother was also facing surgery. Knowing about 
my dreams, she asked if he would be all right, and I assured her he would, 
but he passed away. The dream had been about her after all.

It got so I almost dreaded going to sleep. I wanted this burden gone! I talked 
to my minister, asking why this was happening to me. I was worried it was 
something evil. He knew I was not taking any money or profiting from what 
my dreams told me. He assured me that there had been prophets in Biblical 
days, so he didn’t think this was an evil gift.

In time, my dreams changed and became more difficult to interpret. Twice I 
dreamed of someone, but the people were not in a wedding. Both times, the 
day I dreamed of those people was the day their marriages ended.

Although I never dreamed about my husband, it wasn’t until after he died that 
my dreams finally stopped. It was such a relief to have this lifted from my 
shoulders.
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Haiku

Golden Fans
by Susan Wolf 

Tiny golden fans 
Scattered beneath my feet
Gingko leaves falling

Bird Flying
by Bill Lively

Sailing, soaring bird
Lazy circles in the sky

Ah, I am jealous

Blowing Petals
by Shirley Denman

Apple blossom snow
Blowing in the springtime gusts
Blanketing the ground

Spring 
by Corinne Pearce

Butterflies emerge
Scent of roses and lilacs

Greenery, growth, renew

Duckie’s Dream - Blue 
Acrylic, by Marilu Sherer

Jealous Black Birds
Ink and Watercolor, 

by John Hindinger
Spirea
Photograph, by Marian Fuchs

Butterflies
Photograph, by Corinne Pearce
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After The Winds (April)
Alice Nicolson

pink snow beneath cherries

petals reluctantly released

as pompoms pass their prime

Sunset in the Courtyard
 Acrylic, by CR

Peony
Photograph, by Marian Fuchs
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My Mother Walked with Me Through Scotland
Catherine S. Weber

We exclaimed together at each thistle,
each heather and lupine,
each romantic tower house.

Our hearts surged with pride at the
Campbell seat of power,
the pipes skirling,
the plaid defining the lines of our heritage.

In a dusty corner of Dunblane
we found Michael, the Bishop.
“He built that stone bridge on the Darn Road,”
we were told by the old soldier
who welcomed us just because 
we were Americans and he’d been in the War.
He also crowned King James II at Holyrood;
a conspirator to murder?

We absorbed the glitter of the lochs,
the emptiness of the hills,
the rush of falling water,
the drama of the old days and their cruelty and valor.

Over cups of tea—hearts full—and warm scones with butter,
we wondered why it had taken us so long to be here,
to make the journey in reverse that has been part of 
our story for so long.

In life she never saw these ancient places,
the lone Ochil tree,
the carved stones garlanded in orange and green and gold,
the Glen, Culloden, Mary’s island home.

But in 1993, my mother walked with me through Scotland.

Pussywillows
 Flower arrangement, 

by Ria Hawkins

Raku Pot  
Ceramic, by Judith Young 
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