
Back in the day when writers still sent 
manuscripts via U.S. Mail, I took a 
novel to the post office in the Amish-
Mennonite community in my 
neighborhood. I told the man I’d like to 
send the package book rate. He felt the 
package, weighed it in his hands, and 
in his Deutsch/English accent asked, 
“What is this?”   
    “A manuscript,” I replied. 
    He looked puzzled.  
    “A book manuscript,” I added, 
speaking clearly. 
    “Oh, I thought you said mini-skirt.”  
    We both laughed and he readied the 
package for mailing, book rate. 

Madonna Dries Christensen 
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22 packed pages this issue,  
bubbling over with humor,  
help for the working writer,  
poems and verse,  
a reader profile, 
Lily! 
and a book announcement on page 22. 
Hope you enjoy our summer smiles. Look for 
issue 100b with reviews, briefs, letters, and 
celebrations in early August. Coach 
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Little Free Libraries  
are everywhere 
By Madonna Dries Christensen, 
with intro by Coach 

          The Esther Bol Memorial Library 
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In 2009, Todd Bol of Hudson, WI, wanted to 
create a fitting tribute for his mother, a career 
teacher who loved to read. He filled his miniature 
little red schoolhouse with books and put it on a 
post in his front yard. His neighbors loved it, so 
he built several more and gave them away. 
    UW-Madison’s Rick Brooks and Bol were 
looking for a project to foster community 
involvement. Inspired by “take a book, leave a 
book” creations in coffee shops and by 
philanthropist Andrew Carnegie, who funded 
2,508 free public libraries throughout the English-
speaking world. 
    Brooks and Bol came up with the notion of the 
Little Free Libraries and determined to crate 
2,508 of them by the end of 2013. 
    They surpassed that goal in August of 2012. 
The International Little Free Library movement 
was on its way. The national media— including 
the New York Times, Washington Post, NBC 
Nightly News, Reader’s Digest, and, ahem, Extra-
Innings— picked up on it. (Ellen and I have our 
our Little Free Library of Felton Place from the 
beginning.) 
    In 2015, Coffee House Press published The 
Little Free Library Book, written by Margaret 
Aldrich. 
    There are now 70,000 registered Little Free 
Libraries in 85 countries. 

Jenni Busboom:  I decided I wanted a Little Free 
Library when I saw a lovely one in Kensington. 
My husband built it for me, and it took a long 
time, so it ended up being a birthday, Christmas, 
and Valentine's Day gift. I asked for a simple A-
frame house shape, which is a triangle on top of a 
rectangle. He suggested putting the glass panel on 
the triangle to reveal a scene. I knew immediately 
what I wanted— a cozy study with an armchair, 
bookcases, and cats. There’s an amazing local 
dollhouse store on Cass Street called Ms. Peggie’s 
Place, where I got just about everything I needed. 
It was a fun project! I love that the lamps light up 
at night.  
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Nancy Tupper Ling: This was a Mother's Day 
gift from my dad (a Tin Can Sailor). I showed him 
a picture of a wee neighborhood lending library 
and he made mine using his old Navy locker.  
    Russell Lincoln Tupper passed away earlier 
this year. He was an officer aboard the U.S.S. 
Dashiell during the Korean War and continued in 
the Naval Reserves for 20 plus years. Nancy is the 
Outreach Librarian at Morrill Memorial Library, 
Norwood, Massachusetts. One of her pleasurable 
duties is facilitating senior residents at Walsh 
Housing who keep journals and share memories. 
She is an award-winning poet (Writer’s Digest 
Grand Prize), author of several children’s books, 
an editor, and wears a dozen or more hats as well.  

Madonna Dries Christensen: This little library 
stands in Urfer Family Park at the corner of Bee 
Ridge Road and Honore Avenue in Sarasota, 
Florida. The park is a hop, skip, and jump from 
Cattlemen Road, a congested thoroughfare that 
was once a dusty lane used by ranchers driving 
their long-horned cattle to market. Crackers, the 
herdsmen were called, for the crack of their whips 
that controlled the meandering animals.  
    The land for Urfer Park was donated by Jack 
and Thelma Urfer, along with a million dollars for 
a park and playground. The Urfers moved from 
Kansas to Sarasota in the 1960s. An historical 
feature of the park is the rehabilitated home of Dr. 
C.B Wilson, built in 1906.   
    When my husband and I moved to Sarasota 25 
years ago, this location was still pasture, with 
cows grazing. At today’s Little Free Library 
visitors don’t need to step around cow pies to 
access books.       

Sue Fettes Johnson appreciates the little library 
at her condo complex in Spirit Lake, Iowa.  
(Photo contributed by Dee Fettes Pyle)   
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Madonna Dries Christensen: Another of 
Sarasota County’s Little Free Libraries conducts a 
quiet business off McIntosh Road, at Culverhouse 
Community Gardens and Nature Park. This land 
plus funding was donated by Hugh and Eliza 
Culverhouse. The vegetable gardens were created 
and are maintained by volunteers, who grow 
organic edibles for themselves and share their 
knowledge with the public. Beyond the gardens 
lies a natural habitat for bird life and critters that 
go bump in the night and daylight. When I 
stopped by to take this photo of the library, I 
added a handful of little books to the collection.  

The Little Free Library of Felton Place, Madison, 
WI. This picture shows the curator’s dedication in 
maintaining access during the winter months— 
and is also shared here to cool you off during the 
dog days of summer.* 

*The ancient Romans called the hottest, most 
humid days of summer “diēs caniculārēs" or “dog 
days,” because they associated the hottest days of 
summer with the star Sirius. Sirius was known as 
the “Dog Star" because it was the brightest star in 
the constellation Canis Major (Large Dog). 

!  

 



Irish humor 
or maybe wisdom 
or a little of each 
Thanks to Barry Bishop 
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Ain’t it funny how the years just slip away? 
The old memory does not seem to be getting any sharper. Not because I’m getting 
older. I’m just plain old. This hit me a couple of weeks ago when I was chatting with a 
stranger at a casino bar as we watched the Syracuse-Miami game. I said I had been at 
Syracuse when Jim Brown played. He’d seen Brown, too, but as a kid. When I told 
him my age he said,  “God bless you!” That was my first age-generated blessing. I 
limped away in a sudden burst of arthritis. 
    Getting old has been a bugaboo of mine for some time.  
    Many years ago I wrote this song: 
 FRIENDS WE'RE GETTING OLDER 
 --By Johnny Paycash 
Did you ever phone a number and forget who you had dialed? 
Do you put off projects for another day? 
Have you said “I remember when your mother was a child?” 
It’s funny how the years just slip away 
Do chili dogs bite back at you; have you cut out sauerkraut? 
Does your son's hair sometimes look a little gray? 
Ever wake up with a hangover when you weren’t even out? 
My friends, we're getting older every day 
You say you know a lot of jokes, but can’t remember one? 
And your taxes all are being thrown away? 
Putting money in the slot machines is your idea of fun 
But you plan to hit the gym again someday 
Is your medicine chest becoming the center of your house? 
While you stayed home did your back go out today? 
Do you pay more attention to your doctor than your spouse? 
Yes, we are getting older every day. 
Did you ever stay in bed because your legs were still asleep? 
Are you baffled by the prices people pay? 
Do you lose your shovel every time the snow gets deep? 
It’s funny how the years just slip away 
Do you start to watch TV at three and wake up after five? 
Don’t you hate all those new songs that they play? 
Do you read the obits every day to make sure you’re alive? 
My friends, we're getting older every day 



Contest Rainbow 
Esther M. Leiper-Estabrooks 
In rainbow colors— or shades of gray— 
One may view contest poems this way: 
Some have sparkle with facets that flash, 
Quickened by images making a splash 
Into the conscience, into the soul, 
Poems whose authors seem on a roll. 
But others, apparently, sit like lead; 
Pieces that never will dance in the head 
Or provide sharp scenes of exotic places 
Nor offer up fabulous foreign faces. 
Yet why must a piece be odd or strange 
When emotions fan in an endless range? 
And should the spirit not wish to roam 
There are quiet poems of staying home, 
Of heart-felt traditions familiar and dear, 
Poems that catch me up with a queer 
Nostalgic shiver for what has gone by 
Through passing years, with a silent sigh 
For friends long-treasured, now laid at rest. 
Oh, how can one poem ever, ever be best? 
It’s certain that verses with shades of gray 
May just match my need on a given day; 
That what is fine in one moment or mood 
Can— in another— be roughhewn or crude, 
Shallow or facile, pretentious, obscure! 
— Each poem offers its own sort of door 
That we open and enter, to linger or not, 
And I say hurray for the choices we’ve got. 
Both are important: egg-white and yolk, 
While judges (as poets) are changeable folk! 
This poem was first published by the Poetry 
Society of New Hampshire in The Poet’s 
Touchstone, 2003. It now serves as an 
introduction to Esther’s new book, WIN Poetry 
Contests: with the patterns and forms to get you 
there. 
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Morning Walk 
Jeremiah Cook 
What is there to write about at 50?  
Passions and senses are 
a shadow of what they were in youth, 
the sweet burning questions 
that drove us to every precipice are but 
smoldering wicks.  
 I do not envy the past --  It is the storm 
that beached this battered wreck of a life 
onto the Rock of my life.  
I do not fear the future. 
 (I still lie, on occasion.) 
I beg for forgiveness for the past, 
I forget the future, I… 
stoop to pick up one piece of trash on my 
morning walk…. 

Adult Kindergarten  
Jan Hasselman Bosman 
At the four-way stop, 
we take our turns. 
Anonymously, 
we can agree on something. 

 



The Vegetable Stand Case 
Gary C. Busha 
The last words ever uttered by Nick Grott were 
“this year my squashes are the best they’ve ever 
been.” 
    When they dug him up in his garden his body 
resembled a huge, wrinkled potato, the kind of 
potato that sticks in your mind. The boys in blue 
smelled a rat, so to speak, and the detectives were 
brought in to get to the bottom of the Grott case. 
    Nick Grott was born in Crete. He had spent the 
last twenty years of his life in the U.S., in 
Racine’s south side. Such a solitary man was 
seldom seen. He never married, had few friends, 
but seemed like he always had plenty of dough. 
    “Yeah, Nick was a good man,” said Clara 
Bottsrud, a neighbor. “He usually was puttering 
around his garden – out there in the hottest 
weather, like a mad Englishman. I wonder who 
could have done such a terrible thing to Nick.” It 
was on account of Clara’s concern the cops were 
called when she had not seen Nick for a couple of 
weeks. 
    “The newspapers piled up for a while, 
and then stopped,” Clara told the 
detectives, “and then I got to worrying 
when he didn’t come out to work in his 
garden. He had such a wonderful garden, 
he did . . . and the squashes, you should 
have seen the squashes.” 
    Nick, she told the detectives, was rumored to 
be a wealthy man, but nobody knew where he got 
his money. His one great pleasure in life was his 
garden. There was no expense he spared when it 
came to that. He used the best fertilizers, peat 
moss, special organic mixes, and he was out there 
in all kinds of weather caring for his garden. 
    “He never saw nobody,” Clara stressed, “except 
now and then a big car, a Cadillac I think, would 
pull up after dark and he would go out and sit in 
the backseat and talk with some men. All I could 
see was the glow of their cigarettes. I minded my 
own business, of course.” 
    The investigation dragged on for months. 
Finally it came out in the papers that Nick Grott 
(alias The Zucchini) had ties with a gang 
suspected to be in the exotic vegetable import 
business for street vegetable stands.  
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    Luciano (The Banana) Califanno was the boss, 
but the strongman was Pipito (The Rutabaga) 
Pissorelli.  
    Under testimony it turned out that Nick was 
strongly against importing certain upland yellow 
tomatoes to sell locally and his opposition caused 
a rift in the gang. 
    Things got worse after the tomato affair, and 
The Rutabaga was sent on a kiss of death job. The 
Rutabaga clubbed The Zucchini to death with a 
garden spade, then dragged the body out to the 
garden. He dug a hole and buried The Zucchini in 
the squash patch. 
    Under a plea bargain, in what was called “The 
Vegetable Stand Case,” murder one against The 
Rutabaga was dropped to manslaughter. He got 
off with a two-year commuted sentence. Such is 
justice. As a follow up, Luciano, The Banana, was 
indicted on a charge of illegally importing exotic 
vegetables. He paid a nominal fine and was put on 
probation. 
    Clara Bottsrud went back to minding her own 
business like she always did. The last news of her 
was that she won first place at the county fair, 
home-grown squash competition. 

!  

Lace Curtain Irish 
Bonny Conway 
Lilies around the patio don’t have much chance to 
bloom in our backyard. Soon as their fat buds 
begin to swell, deer dead-head them. So one night 
I stretched old lace curtains over the plants, 
keeping them safe. Next morning, when I saw the 
mother nursing her twin fawns under the forsythia 
bushes, I decided to go Shanty Irish commando if 
you will and remove the lace barricade. I told 
myself beauty is in the eye of the beholder as I 
admired the riddled plants. 

 



Bless me
Susan Murphy     
Bless me, Father, for I have sinned. It's been five 
years since my last confession. I know, I know, I 
should have come sooner, but things have been a 
little crazy at our house what with the kitchen 
renovation and Lorianne's wedding. Anyway, I'm 
here now, right? 
    So, where do I begin? Oh yeah, I haven't killed 
anybody, although I must admit I came close 
when the groom's mother showed up at the 
rehearsal dinner in the exact same dress that I was 
wearing. She can afford to shop anywhere she 
wants and she ended up at JC Penney's? Really?  
And teal isn't even a good color for her. Still, I let 
it go. I did. I just kept my sweater on all night 
even though I almost roasted. The wedding was in 
Jamaica. Did I tell you that? Yes, well, it was 
hotter than blazes. 
    Let's see...I haven’t stolen from anybody, 
either. My sister-in-law says I still have her 
Tupperware cake-taker but I don't.  
    I gave it back to her the day after Lorianne's 
bridal shower. I washed it out really good, too.  
You may have already heard this from Sister 
Madeleine, but Ellen brought one of those 
Bacardi rum cakes, which I thought was a bit 
heavy for two o'clock on a Saturday afternoon. I 
hope you couldn't smell it on Sister's breath when 
she came to vespers that night...which I missed.  
I'm sorry about that, too. 
    Anyway, moving on...I definitely did not 
commit adultery. I didn't even have an impure 
thought, not even when Lorianne's sorority sisters 
hired those Chippendale dancers for the 
bachelorette party. You know what I'm talking 
about, those little black bowties and those tight, 
tight chest muscles...and tight, tight pants and …
well, anyway I took one of them home.. not one 
of the dancers - what am I saying? - the bowties, 
and it was a good thing, too, because my husband 
- I shouldn’t tell you his name. He's on the finance 
committee - anyway, he had to wear it to the 
wedding the next day.  
    He lost his regular tie at the bachelor party.  
He's a good man, Father, but he staggered in 
about 1:00 a.m. wearing about a half dozen of 
those plastic flower leis and proceeded to fall 
asleep on top of the bedspread with his shoes on. 
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    He was up and at 'em the next morning, 
though, and made sure he ate his weight  
in bacon at the breakfast buffet. It was an all-
inclusive resort. All your entertainment, you could 
eat or drink, and Ray...oh dear, I wasn't going to 
tell you his name. I'm sorry.  Anyway, the man did 
make the most of everything. 
    The ceremony would be at sunset and there 
were a hundred little details to take care of, but 
they were all out there around the pool laughing it 
up, taking salsa lessons, running inner tube races, 
throwing back rum punches. Which was fine. I 
got everything done, but when the groom's father 
showed up at the wedding gazebo wearing a 
rainbow colored beret with those fake Rastafarian 
braids glued to it, I got a bit peeved. I mean, how 
is that going to look in the pictures?  Still, I didn't 
say anything, I didn’t. 
    But then, when Lorianne walked down 
the aisle, the man whistled. Whistled. I was 
furious. I don't often get angry like that, 
but this is not how a mother pictures her 
daughter's wedding.   
    Canned music and graven images of plastic 
Tiki gods. People in flip-flops and marijuana tee-
shirts. And just when the couple was getting ready 
to say their "I do's" an announcement went up 
from the pool area that there was going to be a 
beer chugging contest in five minutes and the best 
man signaled the preacher to wrap things up.  
    Well, I just lost it - and this is mainly why I'm 
here, Father -  I jumped up, grabbed the preacher's 
microphone, and ranted like a longshoreman. I 
swore, Father. I used words I had only heard in 
those R-rated movies that I know I shouldn't be 
seeing, but some of them were up for Academy 
Awards.  Anyway, I don't remember everything I 
said, and it wouldn't be like me to use the Lord's 
name in vain, but it wasn't like me to throw one of 
those plastic Tiki gods into the swimming pool, 
either, so I'm here to cover all the bases.  
    I'm sorry about everything. I am. My 
husband...is sorry, too. He's coming in next, so I 
won't take up any more of your time except to say 
that I hope the Lord will forgive me for all of my 
transgressions. I'll try to do better from here on in, 
but my son is now dating a tattoo artist so I can't 
make any promises.       

 



How to blow your nose 
Suzanne Beecher 
I tried to write a normal column today about 
something going on in my world, but instead, I 
kept coming back to blowing my nose. 
    Mother said I should always tell the truth and 
perhaps today is one of those times when a little 
white lie would make for more respectable 
reading material. But I was sick for over two 
weeks with a horrible virus and truthfully, 
blowing my nose is still one of the major 
activities in my day. There's an art to it. I've 
become an expert and I feel a responsibility to 
pass on the things I’ve learned to others. Mother 
taught me to share, too. 
    Okay, so some readers are ready to hit the 
delete key, figuring I’m still ravaged with fever, 
sick, and out-of-my-mind. Others are flush 
with embarrassment, imagining the details I'd 
need to use to describe such a personal, possibly 
disgusting topic, and some readers are—  this 
very minute— looking around to see if anyone is 
reading over their shoulder--they're embarrassed--
but intrigued. 
    It started out with a sniffle, a dainty 
event— my Grandmother's lace hankie 
would have sufficed. But mid-way through 
the virus, I had to pull out the big artillery; 
a man-sized tissue in one hand and the 
other hand firmly braced against a wall, a 
car, or the person next to me— whatever 
was handy at the moment.  
    My nose blowing had now reached wind speeds 
high enough to be classified as a Category One 
Hurricane, according to the Saffir-Simpson Scale. 
Beauford (every hurricane has a name) was scary. 
The noise was deafening, long and loud hair-
raising honks, grab another tissue, and come up 
for air. It was never ending. How could anyone 
produce such great quantities? A big blow from 
Beauford and my three cats and even my husband 
hid under the bed. When I ventured out to stock 
up on supplies, children screamed and ran from 
me in horror. Nevertheless, I needed to be 
prepared. 
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    Getting ready to tackle Beauford was a lot like 
getting ready for hurricane season here in Florida.  
The two have things in common. 
Suzanne’s Hurricane Beauford Checklist 
* Stock up on tissue and chicken soup. (I'm not 
kidding, my doctor wrote on his prescription pad 
the name of a restaurant that had great take-out  
chicken soup with matzo-balls). 

*Blow out gentle puffs, but cover your windows 
with sturdy 5/8 inch thick sheets of plywood, so 
you’re ready if the big one comes. 

* Keep your mouth slightly open when it's 
time for the big blow to prevent damage to 
your ear drums, and store loose items so 
they won't blow away. 

* Secure valuables and remove your jewelry to 
avoid possible damage and injury. 

* Take a deep breath (through your mouth) 
before you blow your nose, so you don't 
black out. 

* Put important documents in waterproof 
containers. 

* Use tissues--not washable 
handkerchiefs--and have plenty of big, 
sturdy, trash bags to haul away the man-
sized debris. 

* Have hand tools ready for after the storm; 
screwdrivers, a shovel and a pick axe to loosen 
any tough clogs. 

* When you hear the all clear siren, it's time to 
clean up— wipe your nose to make sure nothing 
else is hanging around. 

!  
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Telling, showing,  
and sharing 
an e-dialogue with John Swift  
and da Coach 
J.S. I recall reading something from Flannery 
O’Connor where she confessed to writing too 
much narrative summary. So do I. It’s telling and 
it destroys tension. My standard, John Sandford, 
never uses it. When he has information to impart, 
there’s always another character or two, and 
they’re usually doing something besides talking— 
like drinking or eating or driving— and all of that 
gets woven into the book.  
    So it’s not telling, it’s sharing.  
    A whole bunch of people are having life 
experiences, and in the process, solving a murder 
or  two. You’re there and taken along for the ride. 
The conversation provides new clues or new takes 
on old clues and moves the plot, plus it may be 
interesting or funny in it’s own right.     
    That may explain why Sandford has a full cast 
of law enforcement characters always at hand 
whereas I do not, and sometimes it just doesn’t 
feel right to bring in another character so they can 
have this insightful conversation, and make side 
comments with the waitress or the bartender, 
roadside scenes, etc.  
    Do you have a rule of thumb or way out  
of this predicament? 
d.C: The dilemma you pose brings to mind why 
Fran Striker had to give The Lone Ranger a 
"faithful Indian companion." The Ranger could 
talk to his horse, of course, but he was riding  
Silver, not Mr. Ed, and so seldom got much 
response. 
    Even guys like John Sandford and Elmore 
Leonard, who can seem to spin the whole story 
through dialogue-- use exposition when needed. 
Phony dialogue is way worse than exposition. You 
know what I mean-- when one character gives a 
speech to another one explaining things or filling 
in the plot line. It's gotta be real.  
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  If I can't come up with a good scene to move 
things along, I'll go with exposition, always trying 
to keep it to a minimum. 
    One thing that helps a lot, I think-- giving your 
protagonist a subplot not related to, say, the 
criminal investigation or whatever the primary 
plot’s going on.  
    My dear newspaper editor has a 
somewhat problematic relationship with 
her husband, for example. 
    And there's nothing wrong with wringing in a 
character who needs to get filled in on what's 
going on. You just have  to avoid having it seem 
forced. 
J.S. I think your subplot idea is great. I know that 
Sandford does involve his protagonist in several 
of these very small subplots, and they bring fresh 
air to the story, like injecting oxygen. I stumbled 
onto this idea with one of my characters whose 
off stage love life was not going well, and that 
generated by far the most lively scenes in the 
entire book. But I hadn’t realized what I’d done.   
    Now that I have I need to keep the "oxygen 
tank” available and look for spots to use it. It does 
not, however, solve the exposition aspect of 
delivering other information. But so long as I 
honor your other guidelines, whatever solution I 
use I’ll just have to live with.  
    Not that I like the result. It’s just one of the 
hundred reasons why writing good fiction is hard. 
And a really great editor definitely improves the 
product. Thanks for your help. Perhaps I need to 
reread my John Gardner, who said that “all great 
writing achieves some kind of gusto.” 

“Having decided where he will start, the 
writer then plans his rhythmical climaxes, 
then figures out in detail where he will work 
in the necessary exposition….”   
— John Gardner 

 



You have entered  
the pun house 
thanks to Steve Born 

A man's home is his castle, in a manor of 
speaking 

Dijon vu - the same mustard as before 

Practice safe eating - always use condiments 

Shotgun wedding - A case of wife or death 

A hangover is the wrath of grapes 

Dancing cheek-to-cheek is really a 
form of floor play 

Does the name Pavlov ring a bell? 

Reading while sunbathing makes you well red 

When two egotists meet, it's an I for an I 

A bicycle can't stand on its own because it is 
two tired 

Definition of a will: a dead give away 

Time flies like an arrow. Fruit flies like a 
banana 

In democracy your vote counts. In feudalism 
your Count votes 

She was engaged to a boyfriend with a 
wooden leg but broke it off 

Santa’s helpers are subordinate clauses. 
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A chicken crossing the road is 
poultry in motion 

If you don't pay your exorcist, you get 
repossessed 

With her marriage, she got a new name  
and a dress 

The man who fell into an upholstery machine 
is fully recovered 

You feel stuck with your debt if you can't 
budge it 

Local Area Network in Australia - the LAN 
down under 

Every calendar's days are numbered 

A lot of money is tainted -T’aint yours and 
taint mine 

A boiled egg in the morning is hard to beat 

He had a photographic memory that was 
never developed 

Once you've seen one shopping 
center, you've seen a mall 

Bakers trade bread recipes on a knead-to-
know basis 

Acupuncture is a jab well done 

 



The Enthusiast 
Tom Crawford 
Mine was a coarse intelligence, 
I knew that, a man 
upon whom nuance was wasted. 
Clay in my hands 
did not refine itself 
into anything more than a dog head 
that could also be a pig head--- 
you could choose---vessels 
good for nothing, my pinch pots 
closed off to meaning 
or the thick, squat stupas 
I’d made, devotional, the way I imagined 
A hunkered down Buddha. 
In the end my heart 
still banging out those small notes 
I could not hear. 
An enthusiast, that’s what I was, 
Big knuckled, splitter of wood, 
guffawer of the dumb joke, 
enchanted always by the obvious--- 
birds, yes especially birds, 
the pigeon-toed crow, 
clumsy in its deportment, 
who had no particular song 
but who did not want to be anything else. 
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Daddy deerest 
Bonny Conway 
A man driving a pick up truck travels 
south on the Interstate  
his young son sits close beside him  
staring wide eyed out the window  
in back of the open bed truck  
are coats and a muddy four wheeler 
wedged upside down on the other side  
    is the doe  
tonight moonlight filters through trees 
where a fawn waits on matted grass 
with eyes like a boy whose father 
chased away childhood with one shot  

THE WRITER’S POET 
Poetry 
Craig W. Steele 
What makes some folks converse 
      in verse— 
the mind, the soul, 
      the heart? 
And when do words become 
      a poem, 
transmuting stanzas 
      into art? 
It’s when each line conveys 
      design 
we can’t define except… 
            as poetry. 

 



 

I don’t believe in ghosts             _________________________14 
Sandy Rafter  
until I see my mother’s polka dot arm 
disappear around a corner in the living room. 
I don’t believe in ghosts, 
until my friend Alice, ninety-two, tells me 
a Civil War soldier waits at the top of the stairs 
to lead her away. I stopped by  
with chocolate covered cherries 
and her son held a crumpled handkerchief 
to his eyes to tell me she was gone. 
I expect to see her soon, 
but I don’t know if the vision 
will be in apron or gossamer.   
I am unused to these calm spirits. 
Incubus, ghosts from tales of terror 
I’ve heard, erupt in my nightmares  
and hover around my body until I sink  
into their hells. They suck on my nipples, 
press close on the bed to lick and devour 
my skin piece by piece. Some are demons; 
Some are still human. 
I tiptoed as a school girl in old houses 
with dour faced portraits in frames, 
and I was frightened by their leers 
and by the footsteps of ancient ghosts roaming rooms.  
I felt one playing with my hair as clumps 
and strands spiked straight from my scalp, 
but my classmates laughed at my scream 
and pointed to the curtains ruffling in the breeze. 
I am unsettled. My mother does not chat with me,  
nor, tell me what to do. I cannot fathom her purpose. 
I do not understand her deathly fate. 
I wonder: if two ghosts can appear to me, 
are there other wraiths surrounding my house, 
hidden in the fog and mists of evil?  
Is someone grabbing fingers toward me now? 
I laugh to myself as I shiver at the thought. 
I shall eat onions and garlic and peppers 
should they try to steal my breath away.



!  
Learning from rejections 
Monette Bebow-Reinhard 
It’s happening again. Months into 2018 and I still 
get nothing but rejections. Haven’t I learned 
anything after getting six novels published? 
    Okay, one of the novels was seriously not ready 
to be published. And now I’ve learned never 
submit without doing a printout and red-line read. 
The less red it needs, the readier it is. 
    I’ve been writing and submitting for nearly 30 
years now. My first was in 1979 to Alfred 
Hitchcock Magazine, and it was all single spaced. 
I got a better rejection then than I did from that 
same market a year ago. I’ve turned down bad 
contracts and put up with bad agents. I’ve won 
bad awards. I know there’s potential in my work, 
and I love listening to comments and suggestions. 
One novel I changed a lot after listening to all the 
advice—get rid of the alien storyline, rework the 
past life musings, minimize the personal first 
person chitchat. 
    One publisher, Divertir, asked me to remove 
the backstory from the beginning and weave it 
into the rest of the story. Now they may have 
meant weave it into the rest of the first story—
Adventures in Death & Romance is comprised of 
five romance adventures. Divertir was the first 
publisher I chatted with over the phone, and 
because I couldn’t comply with all his requests, 
he no longer considers anything I write. It’s 
shame that I didn’t understand that one change, 
because I’ve since done that, and it’s been 
published by a lesser publisher (one I won’t use 
again). 
    To be honest, I didn’t have a lot of faith that he 
would take it. In my opinion, a publisher should 
understand and appreciate a writer’s vision. Is this 
an idealistic attitude? Maybe, because my current 
two publishers don’t fit that ideal. 

_____________________________15 
    Did I sit and wait for his response? Of 
course not. Until I have a contract, I keep 
circulating. You do yourself an injustice if 
you just sit around and wait.  
    I know a gal who has also been published by 
ATTMP (my publisher for two novels) who 
waited for over a year for them to accept her 
second novel. I told her that’s too long to wait, so 
she contacted them and was told they rejected it 
six months before. Lesson learned. 
    Here’s the funny thing. The guy at Divertir said 
that because of my unwillingness to listen to him, 
he didn’t plan to offer comments to authors 
anymore. At first I felt guilty about that, but you 
know what? If a publisher doesn’t want to listen 
to an author’s reasons why such a thing is as it is, 
then maybe they should just go with things that 
feel perfect to them right off. 
    In hindsight, I appreciate his help. But also, I 
wish we had been able to communicate. That’s a 
warning bell, right there. 
    I’ve had publishers who tell me within two 
days of receiving something that they’ll publish it. 
That’s a warning bell, too. You need to ask them 
what they liked about it. You need to ask if they 
thought the ending was strong (no Stephen King 
endings for me, thanks). You need to wonder what 
it is about the book that would make them accept 
it so quickly. 
    A recent publisher seemed excited about 
Misadventures in Death & Romance, with some 
good personal emails, but then they entered the 
review process, and I never heard from them 
again. I mean, not even to my follow-up to ask if 
they were still considering it four months later. 
That’s when I decided to revisit the book—and 
even though my reader husband said he liked it, I 
found it far from ready. 
    Learn from rejection, from publisher 
comments, and from your own inner sense of 
when something needs another edit. Because in 
this climate of anyone can get anything published, 
we still need to strive to rise about the hash and 
spam to provide those novels that make reading a 
worthwhile event. 
    Learn from comments given. But if a publisher 
wants you to change everything, is it really the 
right publisher for you? 

 



Date-night surprise 
Barbara Burris 
When I began dating Bruce, he talked a lot about 
his kids. Megan, age eight, Brent, six and Kevin, 
nearly four, were the center of his universe. When 
we decided I should meet them, he arranged a 
picnic and included my sister and her family. The 
day went smoothly and my relationship with 
Bruce remained under the radar as the kids and I  
began to get acquainted. 
    Feeling confident, I didn’t balk when on a hot 
afternoon a couple of weeks later he suggested I 
come over so we could wash our cars and grill hot 
dogs together. The kids seemed happy to see me, 
and we had a fun time ‘accidentally’ catching one 
another in the hose spray while we sang along to 
pop music on the radio. After supper, we moved 
to the living room where I thought we’d play a 
game or two before I’d graciously say goodnight. 
    But Megan announced she wanted to 
look at slides. Specifically, she wanted to 
see pictures taken when they were born. 
    “Born? As in childbirth?” My voice 
suddenly sounded weak. 
    The boys joined in with much jumping up and 
down and begging. 
    Caught off guard and decidedly panicked, 
Bruce insisted he was sure he wouldn’t be able to 
find them. But before he could launch a counter 
plan, Megan hauled the carousel and projector 
from their storage cabinet under the window seat. 
    “Here they are!” she said. 
    I was suddenly conscious of my heartbeat. 
Other friends had shared stories of photos they’d 
taken at their kids’ births, and I wasn’t at all 
prepared to share in that kind of intimacy. 
Definitely not with anyone in my present 
company. Still, I couldn’t deny the humorous side 
of the situation. I plastered on my benign smile 
and shrugged my shoulders at my equally 
entrapped friend, trusting what I was about to see 
wouldn’t haunt my dreams for the rest of my life. 
Clearly the kids had seen these before. Chill, I 
told myself. 
    “Sit here so you can see EVERYTHING!” 
Megan herded me like a sheep to the sofa. 
    Seated cross-legged on the floor with his back 
to us, Bruce frantically squinted at slides.  
Stealthily, he removed as many as he could. 

_____________________________16 
    “Look Barbara! That’s me!” Megan said 
proudly as the show began. 
    “Look at me, Barbara, look at me!” Brent 
pleaded. 
    “Is that me, Dad?” Kevin asked at each photo 
until finally the answer was yes. 
    I stole discreet glances, but it was easier and 
more fun just to watch the kids’ reactions. I 
nodded and gave smiles of approval as they 
tugged on my arms and pointed. 
    By the time the lights came back on, my pulse 
had already returned to normal. I glanced in 
Bruce’s direction. He was drenched in sweat, a 
pile of slides barely visible under his right leg.     
    But the kids didn’t notice. They were still 
reveling in the excitement of sharing the most 
important moment of their lives with their new 
friend: me.        

!  

AWE-SOME PICTURE 
Austrian Boy Receives New Shoes During WWII

�
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The gummy monkey  
on my back 
Jeff Jordan 
You're powerless over your addiction. One sip, 
puff, bite or kiss, and you will fall under its spell. 
    I saw them laying on a shelf in a Kwiktrip 
convenience store. This kind of retail 
establishment used to be called a general store 
back in the day before the dawn of the automobile 
age. They kept up with the changes by locating 
themselves on roads that were designed for cars 
and dressed for necessity by putting gasoline 
pumps in front. 
    Gradually, America demanded more. On 
the edge of town, truckers wanted cheap 
food and women companions. Cities and 
towns hosted stations in every 
neighborhood so we could gas up on the 
way to work or buy groceries, and car 
mechanics would have a place to hang 
'girlie' calendars. In those days, they also 
had a service center garage. 
    Alas, the old model has reappeared. Once again 
we have general stores with gas pumps out in 
front, no service garage. It's where many of us 
take advantage of the convenience of these bright 
and shiny jewels of retail. We stop for the ATM, 
the road cup of coffee or soda, a gallon of milk, a 
snack and for some of us, sadly, a pack of smokes. 
    But friends, cigarettes are not the only habit-
forming product available at Kwiktrip. Down one 
of the side aisles, one of those places were the 
products are not cheap, out of the area where the 
loss leaders lie, I saw them. A large quantity 
wrapped in a clear film package. 
    (Note to Washington State, Oregon, California 
and Colorado readers: What you're thinking about 
right now is not legal in Wisconsin...Yet.) 
    I said to myself like every addict is tempted to 
think or say, I can handle this. So I bought a 
package. 
    Most of the really addictive stuff sold in 
Kwiktrip is somewhat safe in that you can use or 
consume it and still operate machinery. If you 
overuse it or use enough to get the full benefit of 
it, you will get sick or fall asleep. But not my little 
package. 

_____________________________17 

    First, it was a hand full. Then I was hiding it 
from my wife because I wanted all of it. Then in 
shame, I'm out early in the morning, (or late at 
night depending on how you define such things) 
buying more. Why? Because my wife caught me, 
I had to share it, and there wasn't enough, or at 
least that's what we told ourselves. 
    Remember this. You need food to live, and sex 
is normal behavior as long as you follow the 
rules, but you DO NOT NEED gummy bears. 
    Written from Camp Jeff, currently located in 
the parking lot of the Kwiktrip on Richmond St, 
Appleton, Wisconsin. I'm chewing mints so I can  
go home without gummy bear breath. 
You can find Jeff’s blog at 
www.halvinandcobbs.blogspot.com  

Awe-Some Picture 

!  
USA TODAY bestselling author Thomas 
Sullivan before his writing career really took 
off. You can read Sully’s excellent “Sullygram” 
and enjoy his photography at 
www.thomassullivanauthor.com. 
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You’re nearing the end of Extra- Innings Dog 
Days issue #100a. Look for #100b, with Bullpen 
Briefs, Book Reviews, Letters, and 
Celebrations of Life in August. 

 

1960s Hits Renamed               _______________________________18 
 Thanks to Pedro Hiort-Lorenzen 

Some of the artists of the 60's are revising their hits with new lyrics for those of us who 
remember when Limbo and The Twist were all the rage. 
They include:                                                                                                   

Herman's Hermits ---  Mrs. Brown, You've Got a Lovely Walker 

The Bee Gees ---  How Can You Mend A Broken Hip? 

Roberta Flack--- The First Time Ever I Forgot Your Face  

Johnny Nash ---  I Can't See Clearly Now  

Paul Simon ---  Fifty Ways To Lose Your Liver 

The Commodores ---  Once, Twice, Three Times To The Bathroom 

The Temptations ---  Papa's Got A Kidney Stone 

Abba ---  Denture Queen  

Helen Reddy ---  I Am Woman; Hear Me Snore  

Leslie Gore --- It's My Procedure, and I'll Cry If I Want To 

Willie Nelson ---  On the Commode Again 

aaaah, those were the days. 



The Word 
Karen Busch 
How important is the word? 
What will happen when it's stirred?  
I can give you lots of thrilling, chilling, 
variations, with a twist and turn. 
With tumbling letters all put in a line, add 
humor, memories and with a little drama, 
oh yes it will be a playfully churn. 
Shaking things round and round. 
When it's read it makes quite a sound. 
It can discover or investigate. 
Make it on time or make it so late. 
It can add sparks to your imagination. 
I look at it as a form of recreation. 
So take a word and see what you can do 
Stimulate your mind go ahead try it,  
it's all up to you. 

I asked first-time contributor Karen for a 
couple of sentences of bio. I asked for mere 
prose, and she provided more poetry: 
“I am a Retired lady, who helps out when she 
can. Live in a small town and enjoy life. 
           to give you a smile .. 
                ..who am I 
           I am dancing color. 
           Sunshine and moonlight on soft 
streams. 
           I am the flash of lighting. 
           the roll of thunder before the storm. 
           I am a clear sky. 
           I am the unexpected. 
           A free and open spirit, 
           a child, a woman, a lover. 
           I am strong and weak, 
           Sincere and giving, 
           With an unquenchable thirst for life. 
           I am Me . ;)  

___________________________19 

ED PAHNKE’S  
JUST FOR THE PUN OF IT 
The Pickup Artist 
 “Yes,” the manager of Fill-Up Restaurant smiled 
and nodded. “You’re hired as a busser at the 
starting wage we quoted. You have little 
experience, but you have fine references, and you 
passed the dish balancing test, too.” 
     Young Billy Batson also smiled and nodded. 
This would be the first time he’d worked in a 
restaurant, and this looked like one nice place— a 
far cry from the drab warehouse he’d been 
working in. 
     “You got your duties straight,” the manager 
continued  “pickup cups, dishes, plates, knives, 
forks, etc. and take ‘em to the kitchen after our 
customers finish eating. Then place fresh napkins 
and utensils ready for the next customers. 
     They shook hands, Billy a little nervous about 
starting a new job. 
     Sue, a Server, introduced herself on his first 
day. Slim and pretty, she made him feel that she 
liked him, or was this just wishful thinking. Hips 
swaying, she moved easily between tables. When 
he told her his name, Billy Batson, she said, 
“That’s marvelous.” And she winked. 
     After three days, Billy was getting into the 
routine a little better each day. Following 
instructions, Billy displayed rookie zeal. 
     The other busser, Juan, was a role model for 
Billy. The old fellow was stooped and had streaks 
of white in his black hair. Still, he smiled as he 
shuffled about. 
     Once, while Billy saw Juan grab  a dollar bill 
from the tip money left for the Server. “Gee,” 
Billy thought. “I guess that’s okay for me, too. 
     A feminine voice next to him whispered into 
his ear. “Don’t even think about it, Billy. You can 
dish it out, but you can’t take it.” He turned to 
face Sue. She continued, “Juan is retiring shortly. 
That’s why you were hired. We agreed to let him 
have a dollar from the tip money now and then for 
his retirement. For you, no way.” 
     When Billy asked her out to a movie show that 
night, Sue smiled and said “See you at seven.” 
     Billy summed things up for himself, thinking 
back on what he had learned: “It’s Juan for the 
money and Sue for the show” 

 



 

Lily goes to her first baseball game,           ___________________________20 
gets her grandpa Coach’s Madison Mallards cap, 
and puts on a fashion show.

But wait!— Two 
bonus pages for a 
curtain call for our 
contributors, a 
reader profile, and 
an announcement…
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E.I. READER PROFILE                              ___________________________22 
Mary Post 
The books on my nightstand are F. Scott Fitzgerald’s short stories, My Two Elaines, by Martin 
Schreiber (and beautiful story), and the Bible. 

I am currently reading Patrick Taylor’s Irish Country Doctors series. Next will be The Fifty Year 
Summer, by David Leuthe. 

My sister and I started reading comics. My father worked for the Chicago Tribune, so we read 
comics every day. Brenda Starr was my favorite. Our grandparents saved all of their Saturday 
Evening Post magazines, so we had hours of reading when we visited them. Nancy Drew was my 
favorite series. My mother bought a set of encyclopedias, and we wore them out. 

The last great book I read was Clementine Churchill, by Mary Soames. I hope to read Sherlock 
Holmes, Ernest Hemingway, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Pearl S. Buck, and Agatha Christie. 

A creative person other than a writer who inspires me is my husband. He is an artist. 

My favorite books are about golf and baseball, Wisconsin birds, my Betty Crocker Cookbook, 
and Gone With the Wind. 

The periodicals I read are the La Crosse Tribune, USA TODAY, Huffington Post, American 
History, Martha Stewart, Vanity Fair, and Wisconsin Outdoor. 

If I could have anyone over for dinner, I’d invite Eleanor Roosevelt, Theodore Roosevelt, and 
Agatha Christie. 

I read early in the morning by our front window or on the porch in summer. 

I read lots of children’s books growing up and to my family. They loved it and now enjoy reading 
as much as I do. It will be fun to see what books others consider their favorites. 
Mary Post 

How about the rest of you? Send your reader profile to marshall.cook@wisc.edu.  

The Last Word… 

My new novel, Glorious, will make its official debut Wednesday, August 1 at 7:00 
p.m. at the Mystery To Me bookstore, 1863 Monroe Street, Madison 
(608-283-9332).  Author/journalist Doug Moe and I will chat, I’ll read a bit, 
and there’ll be plenty of time for Q&A (in both directions) and book signing. I’d love 
to see you there! 
Coach
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