BOHEMI AN RENAI S

FI' RST QUARTER EDI TI ON 2017 FREE

ANKINS/AMACHI/12/2016




The Store

TABLE OF CONTENTS
FI RST QUARTER EDI TI ON
Cover art by Jamal Hanki ns

by Nick Messer

| sssuedeat udleamalr tHasntki ns

Amachi

| sabel

by

e

Jamal Hanki ns

by Andreas Boesch

The Encounter by Candace Hardin

Poetry Corner

A Short Romance by David Martin
Pizza Fella by Neil Warner
Photo Gallery

Li st of Sponsors

QUOTE OF THE | SSUE
MMy chol

house

or

ce early in |life was eif
a politicién.haAmdd yt @ nty

di ff e&rence.

Harry

S.

Tr uman



It i s exciting to have on
for the new year. The t a
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Jamal h a
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n
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THE STORE

By Nick Messer

Ed wal ked through -dbwndooosvefi ¢echeeostdordeandl smgde adpr

foods. Trydthemvénd |l evawe!
Th&t cut e, Ed thought.

I f he would have been I ooking out of the wintdawl éed t|

hawk sitting on a dead oak | i mb.
But Ed wWaosonki ng out the back window at the beauti ful
He was too busy |l ooking at the girl running the cash

She had |l ong black hair and bright green eyes, both
and the girl were in the store, and Ed was trying to thi

spoke to him.
iHe ¢ .
That was al/l

fiHeghe saifift dackg MBusy today?

2

0, notéreahlyge tHohy out though.

filt suwnefriesm Upst afde bend dgeoiddadayi tt o go for a drive.

Id come in todb grab me a soda.
She pointed t dwWehdr, Itehfet dandn kssaiaddh,6 over there. Take vy

iThamkEd, sai d.

He started toward the coolers, slowly making his way
Canned beans, tuna, sardines, moon pies, cracké@&rs, p
expect in a convenience store. But there was one thing h

He held it uidewpnpndwha&keds hehi s?

iSmoked trout fillets. A | ocal troud efanmeonffoxwes mahae

folks from out of town.

Ed decided to get one.



He finally got to the cool@&regpand pulled out a root

beer . . .
Aidmn on my way.
He wal ked back to the coun'&er and. | ajid the, root beer
few minutes | ater "a truc
and trout on it. The girl came to meet him

The girl was very precise ﬁWhtaq %?re ?/%tul%(%ssm'reaNa%s&We%sl.ttT
ed movement s. Everything had a reason, a purpose. Ed | i
H fld | put him in the freezer
t at .

_ ils thede room?
fiwould you |ike to go out to dinner with me some-

ti mE®@ asked the girl. iShoul dsbpretHey small

_ _ fiWer e doing predbty good thi
AT h&t very kind G ft lyidnilk bpbeudu | don

coming through ®ehesmalt.town MR n\®bepdryna be going hun

& not that far. | can be MeRre. GLesshhben Baoghk imy t!
houdHe. woul d have said mor ed OO0 O0sNee cut i n.

AMThanks, but no. We get | othoyt @ sitors |ike you. N
one ever nakes it back. The man picked up Ed, thre

Ed was siweldleyhealk . with t&R¢ Ret pRig in the bed of his

and went back to his car. Then he drove off.

He opened the trout and togker@hddd €a-tthdd wWRiSthlvkd &d &y
He drank some of his root peiegnt Hel fd ndigped the rest of

trout in two bites. ]
Nobody saw it.

Then he started sweating. His vision became blurry.

He di dkn now what was happeningr

He c dulbdrneat he.

Hi s world went bl ack and t he
car window. He was dead.

The girl saw what was hap O ne
cal l

fiWe got aonphdesaioe,

AT r oawt ?



CHARACTERS CREATED BY JoAMAaLt uH AeNdK AN S
| nterview by Candace Hardin
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Jamal dldHulsibmsd and Fat he
Creator of |l iteratur e, a

Poetry and many ot her ge




nings of my creativity, ar

't was my privilege,jahd pleasure to intervie
Jamal Hankins for the first i ssue of 2017.
My ol dest friend Dee is al

Jamal anecolstwerfeorcd e mnwriytregraSy sdrahdP.during our f

Days 8elfheer ey i GrelanipAt |l aphad. park and make up char e
Georgi a. er. Dee would illustrate t
Jamal is an extremely Whit&ttelle wstiareires. alrtfigunc

writer/ song writer anWriftaimmg yt manstories @&o ill

. . hav t he atience to draw,
He and his |l ovely wife, A?ee ah? have two sons,
. . been a constant for me.
Christian aged 7 and Bryce who is one year ol d.
. . We, had a ver ood rtner
|l sat down with him on Sunday to d¥s%uss %?s I?
, . . oyr own univer of char ac
and his work, which is ?eatured i n t%?s i ssue o
. ther e ere _cross over s, g
cover of the magazine, a?onngwt h f?rst | nstal?
. back nd fort in our Cr e:
of the accompanying story w%lch W|IW be a conti.
. . . pate i ns thteonitdre.r
seri al in future issues
|l had another friend, name
Q: Jamal, tell me somet hing a%out your sel .
passed away that | had t he
Al grew up in Brooklyn East NY as the young-
with as we were growing ufj
est of three children. | attended school at Ger
. ; ' i th
Jr, Hi gh and South Sho?e an maé IooI.nOW wit a
. AYes I m marrled and h:
I was the creative one t he amil'y. There was
. ol |tes
vast age difference beQ\Neen se and my ol der
siblings, so | grew upChhiretilakxeagad ohl ywhaii @, t

older brother and sigst@®re hand mBv¥ede onwWhthdi 3§ @n e
get to play or interacg, ase MUELhgwWiddgy h&Mipitioi
| had some very close RPei®eqal igtrowi WHo upe Whd wes

either artists or writhe swamths st griopt whiss tlhiemipt



climb up things and t akeplaalnlinetdh e oc hnaanntee so.u rC hsroins tBiray
very artistic, he has b eaenno tdhoeirrDgh Eatrgtc &f nolr dao wwhli d aed e «
very good at that. I  am waesa lflrye ee najnody i snogmet hheaidr tcoh ible
now, as | realize it wilpll abyel nogv earr oaulnld twoiot hs oiotn,. my
much of the writing and gdreaawi nigt owa st,h ea sb alc kw absu ranbel re
now so that | can spend tteirnse awsi tlh cmye astoends tahse itrh esyt c
I soak up as many memor ineosr ea sa blo ucta n3 Db eacratu saen dl  uksneodw

t heyG@ wowant Dad around f ornegv earn.d Tphheoyt owgirlalp hgyr otwo unpy r

and start their own | i vebsr,i dagse tthoegye tshheoru ladn,d li twillelnc
writing on a more regul asrkiblassi sst,.o the art | am doir
Q: Do you create in othenreev\fjrittoi ndgepgeenndreosn? an artist
il lustrate my characters.
AYes, I write science fiction, horror, thrillers,
mas, novels, poetry, son%:s V\éhcarteeanrpel ayyosu,r blloonggs teetrcm

I really | ove describingAZI%\ﬁeers:?irﬂﬁﬁlle 8¥alritfeed d n°d® ¢

fighting for Ilife, the <P&&MN EMotionally (toughed, by
all that without sugar ctoeartsi nagr o r9 %' d"yY atnhyrtohuignhg' gErVae
|y a multimedia entertainment

of entertainment and storyt
For me, everything begins with writing, as the dif

Medias transfer over theI oM8ety 5% (! Onli'acthe’rieanltse.rtlati N
rytelling. I |l'i ke to be \A(/Oerrkssataisl eI Whiatvhe n?yeev\Portko,uCbhue
storytelling trangf eIrismii?nithﬁ geeaPth hguenharne .nalt Yd o®nr

to any one type of writilnguant to show my character

Q: |l see you do comput ersiyz"lzpdatghryapohri cexaprlta.i n sWhtyh atthe

a specific software progdriémn??jUSt wake up and think

how circumstances_ af fect tF
i

Al DA WBMDich | came across. When | was n
reason as to why they are ¢
the writing group we were in together, | | earned f
i ng.
Andreas Boesch about a program called Bryce. Il roni

l'y, that was when my wi er: V\}_Iaosw pdroeegsn atnhte arnedaIV\}et Yh aodf
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dealing with work, meami lcyr@pondaai 9@avere | ack

to SUppOIitW)é%Lflr Cr%atIVIt%ool[I(| tnlo[

a creative person ismuaadneakckweompgl gpoedhalvearm

al time to

i mprove ysupporafmy Namdoheg ws$thoimyg .

time to i mprove youmtekisltlosies, characters ar"

re are so many respohsinlgil ftrioenstamedtti ammeks$ twakle:d

ted that it
refore it i
e, half an

omwant t o regret not \Pracé[i

ardl ess of
spent . Ho w

tant . You h

nd your time on durlr&%i)oo

ave to work

h as rel axi

i ke to use
my current
nd my ti me
what t hey
the radio.

ft.d Yomakean

is easy tlot quosut‘\ ALK gcrreeaa[t i v; € Wocroku‘

S essentifflli mteoj%tbeal the ti me, 15 mi

hour there etc.
| would | i ke to make the e

Shd%wdW §SEE bvad dc 2
@hato,ydudu nqao '%ﬁ'hgfbgm
t

W 0
tsgyr/]peMaf Vel & rdhear, -
you manage .yoQur e

'rsea\f”é%t anda'ald
lﬁ ?rhe %%im%gatr%‘
"

g, hours

S c
ave to de%%de W%a% yo
7 era'ct wi t |

vV e
rS eW?lF]I

and ther@lisofamihliygy ciomé¢ dameé dowmsH

e

ng. Al I amerncéaésvyeaenyures.

my work brneakaandemn Isandehs mboirgye kii gne .

project. As Ingdddygat grwork, | choos
thinking about the characters | <cr e:
are going to do next instead of | i st

[ st eal trCeHEiGnK a@UTca-EHtE vFokkRSf
xeuses as TGS XI'"MENT"OF TH]

get their time to pursue their passion. I had t
hard way to manage %FcrA&MtAgthly alnh‘I myHIi fse.
Where do you see yourself in 5 years as artist
ter?

want to have much more of my wor k out in the

nstream and

working on the multimedia entertai:

ey



AMACHI
BY JAMAL HANKI NS

Derjjuwa kneel to no one, not even tc

To ones enemy it is a show of strength,
ones master, it is a show of -irnecsrpeeacsti,n gc osnkfi

That i s tsheCrDeeerd jaurmda it was the first th
her training as a child. She remembered be
sorrow, her entire world was a nightmare f
that be would not allow to end.

Back then, she knew not the i mportance
aftermath of | osing her family. For a whil
WO man, a warrior, fearl ess and skilled in
l'ife 1itself and to break it would be to di

She stood in the Clearing, back straight
back, a disciplined warrior at ease with u
pulled into a |l ong braid that hung down he
pl emented her sstamgejidawhiirmecl|l Andi to her
ged edges where the sleeves had been torn
cles of her exposed arms, even though rel a

Around her, The Clearing reflected her r
tugged the grass at her bare feet and gent
oddly quite, even for The Clearing, only t

was as if al | ot her forms of | i fe had di sa



dr
w a
Iy
Ci
pe
f a
ne

I n

Her two guardians wefAemaboih@er evomamCi s o kK g.
essed in black, doamdalt ehawa O otomi an@r eaesd
ys. They surveyed dackcvande ei rbdHearnkrsvndiirtches nwaar
zing a weapon justarbdrwerfy osmodthlei fgpragred w
rviigo, a bald, hededdpyt imurs.c| Amda anain Iwa & rhd
rpetual scowl thatswewlent dines bturdty aoouwmlyd ba
il ed to hide stoodi n omihdAstlelftay H,i sy sk i ma
arly obsidian and driesatdade&diegatsi,oml twa yyso u

g and disapprovinggdHheerok etdo htelre oasrreai gmtavk

Amachi forced herselDertjoj uved @atixeravd dtrhnlge .hbir so ay

en

of

ce for he | oved t obitieeswn htere afmamavioas | Rla tj hu s
on strike her downt lwa tAr ta &fi ntgh e bl owi n d e
eak a single word.Knives, anod Synapathy.

Montasel, to the rigibbwnwa$ eaoldlad @ tPigfod t -

man with skin of ciimg avmincigaontdo d gowmegp rbd satcekr

i r parted in the mofddtllee aReap & awti isrt ¢ dF ii ;ntt ,0
ng braids that hunrmgetdioovo®iheeeirg wta ctka k iSthg  twie
nd shorter than Amae hbe@ard vaalbkitn g marl dwend
ature. She wore a molfd mlaem | 2t,amne drhdato ral
woul d give a sl eelpy ntgo cfhall ldgw bhuit m Awnatch i h
ew t hat smil e to bmuommeefofforptr,acftorc eidt deas
il on. A deception sotaonwdaltkh ngp thhehti nd yaws. |
untl-Eesetedrepponents fEven wwi htt hode si X

ten painless deat htered do not forget tha

t he surfacé offulabHIeorwejru



suddenly stopped behreddhWemasndr E€d? @neomeae
she t efivnaud wEr.hi ev e metna st, h eh oemeevre rc ANaon, g idEn gd obna
high you may hold theemetdowbkbmemadeemyr ahgpi men
cubkke continued ar ound IiHav ec oynap@ienta@niPgglomir € w
circle until he stoodpbeshde ®&Mopoeamet eontkle
agaiRemember, you areabumdésa mes ebastmuaelenihest
and you have no ideasbhpwomecbnesastG®kWwaseogbi
| eaoWedh that said, hecpaftoaml ypututpadhbrs
back to her. As usuahub®8he did not require
full attention. AiNo, &t hnactt whdasth el sreba

Mont asel smirked &@trhihmaand Shrodldhewo r e
heald. beli eve she isoawaredeci ssoah, SGier wioiu¢ d
she said, and only asdweepogeunéd wast hiveagoep
With a node, she broagdtMbeptasel |l babackatugh
Amaciliave you given abegrijjhowaghshowl| dvhalcways
Art to |l earn next odtdbnypvyyuy wkat thekertoexh

There were many elmemeatosmeino |lddmresiodert he |
when choosing a new Ahaohgeh el afivda.st ] wats petit
ing the Gender Path feachhagsdithatBPserjhewa
of time spent in tratnceg. A female | earnin
mal e Art took twice as Hengr wrst ¢ & aamd nma rat if
art aGverwiace Onl y whetno | leearr na gnaggi m. nleluer e was
tral art were the seaesion efjubhérgrwasdgodd
ond el ement to considaveiwasigeesi tygroécski

How will the new Artwcomg| ementyéetoaedasti |l



thing he asked of her. Hbowadhtnedhrmityithei edea
opposite of Bargiss, shear wiitrhs ta fHeeachhnesrs,e ea nadce
ti mes she wondered why gB dfdiasks eph o £a , hiamdt ovi
continue her trainingirviigo gave another h:
fiwe | | handle&vb,ntmys edluirneégd his back to her.
chuchka epder f ecotShree s mo eavefaew paces to a-l eggedwl
gl ance to bCacrkviangdo heon stmhé egrgoemwd. nlHe® cl os e
a wi déSogrtihneen, which keedehePdéebadpdy. you
choose Female,0 Neutral, ldr hBawa® not scowl in
iFe maAmachi nodded ftigwdnadag ,t he was medi at |
woman and ultimatel y,anhderofamdwert hrea mehd nMaon -t |
tasel as her instructAmracfhdar ctolud dn enxott Alrits.p uQice
gl anced at her and grmimteedd ha gsa ipm.s sS hoen was rba
sure but she could haweajgwovwan t hat his scowl
deepened with her answeiilLhea fOpspuocshi nag tEiri enagk wa
possi bl e. chooMoent asel @omwsdilderd ed.k
iWhi ch of the threé oAwias ddooyoeachoomge i t
Hand, We apoaMondraskRdwaroh toeaueaed.
il choosed the Hand. Amachi iilodichaedddWa s and.
The woman noddodthouwumnhyttfhulnlgy .ever easy to | ¢
already mastered one hafd telvee rF déomeaelne tHamgd t . F
Art s, Amachi . Whi chhasofaltrheea dywoc dneef tt od oma s |
you choose, the Opposhieng nBroesask ,blcer ttoh es vReine rad
Cl aswhe Hand Arts she haW threaakdgndasiMeneadsel

were both offensivel yt obwasai®o echeed oAb mane hi



Taking two steps f orNMwanrtdas éAlmalcehisldawdl y r
as told and st ér edy eisna ook ehde ri dgtuca yAmaaamid whi s
Even though she was syofuiRlgyeda x . t al l er, and pl
ically stronger than Montasel she still had to do Suddenl vy, a ball of
her best to hide herandtliing dtaganiomg eSxt@lnodd end
close to the woman, sskiwel Ic,0us hde fceledn cthheed ahuerr:
power that emadgabedyeydst Msomutaswverli tsh ihmagy disn t!
brushed across her cfhoewedkhst iaig avarvsets hwe rt hi nasnt
airy touch. rippled across her face

fMAre youwt heawgrman Elsekcetdr.i city ripped thro

Amachi took a deelpebremitmetandgl| iemtro hleer
mi nd. Even after al land ehser ybeoadys faenldt halvli anz
go through this wit hknreeveesr yn enaerd yArh u d kelaer ch ebdu
since Bargiss died, drhabsbiwag hdied denfek Moha tnegs
Derjjuwa training she mMBaedg weainl a¢d et @ adwer d i
it was the one thingenihmg tshhaet ascdarad d yh err es
AY e stn rlecady . brai n, countless blurre

The smile fadedf ace@eimcMonpasreeéd i nto her
and she reached up prhiatssd egeowet haadhoth whi t
Amad@éhif orehead and her ODhéaersaddemley baskee off
her skull under neat hd arekrn ebsrsa.i dA wamalc hkin itfeend
and fought not puld saomany sfhreo nr eheelri zgeuda rtdh aatn
hands, the anticipatdawm socr enmshnast eaahso itnmog ctomre
pl ayed with her nervslsowly began to fade an

a weak rasp. She fell t



breath, her palms sl ammAmacihit oct declgedumer f
catching herself fromroompl epedy efyelsl wmdna @ \oe
her face. Squeezing lpgereseyoen. shomtst elalde swer Inc

seemed to spin on itgaaxit® amdodbhe Thanc wad ¢

di zzy and dry heavedasbdeemadwayisméol | Savleidv a f ¢
to her | ips and she Brawmghhghemasamamwagsopmil
mouth to wipe it awawere always worth it.

ARi s e, OAMVvoachis.e | beck ®Psgg.hi ¢ Branding i s a
AThe Derjjwa knee&li t oc mweroencke,byyoblerejvjemwa of ¢

ft o thei 0Ama artais tfeirsieqaltehkrt peasses down Kkno\
|l ine i n raspy tone. Heudemhtoai t wase @acpawehy |
and it actwually hurtgyo Ipeakno®hedgpepemnadi Imng
eyes to a world of bither g8 glreainn alnidk @ ut & nma
white spots. She couheéerideel onhdigrasochet BEee¢
her fingers and she bhisk&ohowépeagredht heunstiul
earth beneath her came aicht cef obes namwd sgEhél g
see the topsbateMberedbsabhteanktesacher, for a
A wave of needling p&inowliepgpgleed aa@¢cmgs $r loenr mk
and her bones felt asmodlei dnas hmudvi n8hel $hit
and wiped saliva frokmnloevt echget mfag&i hl sheibut
pushed herself up offbonkeemulkheeosnandnstit gggpe e
her feet. the worl d.

AAr e youoMalnrtiaghtl? s mi |Aemda cshof tr-ubbed her f ac
|y . came back into her cheel

skul | began to ebb.&She

M p



knowl edge sl owly sinkragtioeoahdr smudg, I ha
|l i ke rememberidhgthbobudples!| sbBéeé hadnh as quickly
about iIin years. iGood, | see toMer Br an
Il n one graceful mdGtuiaa rd,i aMiNmtwagddddldé . h e Imé a
hand out over the groun#d pieéocienhpehoahdr irpp
i nto the air. SuddenlCyeaai sgmabhhdtiémwassBoo
ground and Amachi tobotkeawsrépd. bAdAmkhchas aoler
gray stone sprouted bUpteromithéeéegant hoaf alle
taGelf eet | i ke a pedeShaltumMakdngcansenayy ube
the stone, the ol der mvomamenadpust atd| hewasbka
robes and c fiCoasns eydo uh eteedlde gnsessh st ood stil | as
Amachi, what 1is the peelosophhibghehdet ha O
posi ngdo Break? guardians and hersel f.
I f not for the dulmetpavin his Mome misled ad jwa se
Amachi would have ansive melde | enxsdllaaitirnesdic obnuet ftr
knowl edge was still o9eatsideg o0 mlkeeédSihbeg ahiraeda ar
took a few seconds fbadthe answvetroobdbl epgr mag
from higt lIispso predichgatenubt, |l easerthkheptl a
attack, and s bAfitker vdtamaenaldi kot icesatrol her
spoke the words, sheyooaungerf éebbughe phihgso
sink into her being dhe €£€okeadi hg wasi h verw
she had al ways knownentegedabyi herheeplhi besaop
had al ways been theréhionghés maneé. bThah was
beauty of Psychic Br &nhdppghgbuntwi TheuCl| eau

Il nto a night mare.



il f & h&Cdi,r vi i go appooachgdywutbel f to go
a steadyt ssaounmdeed | i kiempal evol &l lonshédehad to
hupt .

il ndeedMbnht dbs dl nodde&d . AND BY FOR THE JUN
fivYod better &g @gosemg whiado SEE WHO OR WHATS | S A
there, 0OAhmcshtiaod from her pBAWsEQE!

i@ be a shame for things to end so early o
your ogqWeess,t .and secure the campsite.

We may have taCimovd gon soon.

ordered. Artwork by Jamal H

il unde®Amaahid. nodd
possible for things
l eak i n and mani fest
|l i ke how things affe
but The Cl earing was
Exactly what it is A
neither were Cirvigo
matter. Whatever it
exi stence only after

guar di ans.

Exiting The Clearing was al ways much
qui cker and easier than entering it though,
haps more practice was needed on her part.
enter involved a form meditation, proper

breathing and focusing the mind, it was | ik
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THE ENCOUNTER

AN | NTRODUCTI ON TO DOROTHY
BY CANDACE HARDI N

Saturday, | walked to the antique shop of my
h shop in my hometown of Caston, North Car ol
AL i v, are you here?

I waited for her answer by poking my finger i
bl ed knob of a mahogany Empire umbrella stan:i
| ong hair, and plopped the frothy millinery

iNot ohadeep voice thak defi eidtuenyy ¢ewav® un at blei w
S .

The hands that belonged to the voice, plucke:q
ft pompadour, and resettled the hat atop of i
exactly how it should be worn.

In the mirror, | caught the eyes of the unkn:«
voice caught in my throat as my eyes swept uj
A mist seemed to fill the mirror and | saw m
on furs piled on the stone fl oor.

The man in the mirror | ounged behind me.

Hi s fingers combed through my | ong hair by ¢t
k .

For a split second, my heart | eapt as a | igh
|t h dQuhg,&& D, t

Then, as quickly as it came, the name and kn:q
a strange emptiness.

Il was embarrassed by my strange cogni zance. I

ognition. Instead, | found a reflection of m
We stood there for a seemingly eternal mo me n t
d of memory, of something, not sure of what I
iDot , i soOLtihvatc aydwd. Her voice broke the spell
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wor
wer
S me

Ayes, & imwmwadg tal | | cowlidnmahaglkocal coll ege.
t Ilike the strengthetdadomeeprsmckedeotutbobdss m

l e an upward gl ance atJEPSmWafHeQSEIj,dﬁaUIS'SISIIn
y blue eyes looked f’lItthtBleﬁnﬁmIoItggstuegeorey(.aclt

fiOh, Dot ,&vd mete Jmruelmgx e slet hey éad e packed, bu

m the Den of Antad qUItI?ﬁeOIIRBnIenrgIISXVII1I8rr
iwWel | , ie ehxaaveetinl pegmabi v excused herself as sh
AN o , I was just showingsuhdedrentlhye SphryopeIr rwear@emb

Wearing the hat. Il pull ed

wearo this hat.
t he
Liv | ooked at me and b

h a and the pin on a
gan to | a
As | tu e
y

e
fiOh, Dot, you and yorueradha

wn . You know, Jerem%e e

~—+
(D
(7]
>
o
c
Q_O
>
QD
<
[¢]

np

ver i m
pping, i f Dotty sees a hat, he |
oaMe a Professor
p at made yYyou dec
| sort of smirleecd| at i _ S

weakness. Il stole a il e'atI ntahIe ytaVII""ntrrI?an P
taking in the saltbHI’IdaEeISBTgrncoﬂtgl(:?u?teanuot tfhe
te smile. Another SPBEIOSHB'gIance reveal ed a
healthy body, well drEssedyens khakkedl avks
oxford shirt. pal e skin and s fir adwbne ma g -
%o%e%ave blod ea dachedk Wiot

I
n
I

«Q go

iwWe loLi, v i ntieo j yacu e\dain?_et
shipment from EnglgIIIIdI?e:]eremy and | were be
ning to unpack it as yBSw,camedeicn.ded to resea
Igllto see i there wa

AOf coudss avemythiearte c‘)afI f
ui table. A
ad

,—pD.

mor e S
I

Jeremy held his han dilca g.,t.h | .

a. alwans i
tly, ted h
w. Impressed I

s
c
d only slightly as moI:)voedyopastIDe am)nyt oOIthheer
k
e
I

O O & T
Q:—

—+

b
i d Wa
t . The gesture was d | expec

I
e
(0]
0]
S N
u 0]
r

o O—-0

5 CO
o

o —O

w

d
g
c
k his heels togethe
I

)]

room set up in the batkamffthenstoneFr eonaohb
set up for unpackanfewamdreesMost hy, Theop
|l ed of paint thinnkapgohdewobdamdtami bBhdr vw
reathed it in with Bcsmolrms of communicati on

hiser o gdsyspohri CoSt -

AJer emy, Dottie is a Prof Ant hropol o-
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fiOoh,&t haght , they woul

Liv looked at me as iflishhBPregdaeni yepdgasns
aking Greek, whicwhd@®#DeahRhrodahiitmeet hgukewakh
so at this -diimensiH@ﬁSE*ﬁ@%lg?‘f‘gbﬁg its tear
of thinking had neVWfeBel®Y BYFBEHoUBOREEBRSE
t lives, or old soufloneg eRbwalerNd¥peRdMHhg
t day you asked me,cehe8pPeaiAkA Ghe dbFrtandrs

ns &« tervietnh.selen a UFO,fcdheh, tdbeat gb$® andatde t o

er story for anotherfty®eg. walt bae srti dgeedt yao umo v

iWhat about Jack? What Myf cSaormewoanse osne €tShe f r i t

you? What widl you telénhmp@el f. | hate to be d
AT el | him nothing. Do yl0 Us tSaeseh ehdi nNinyh ekreey swijtph m
me tonight? No, Liv, Jas#§ @ndppedmpdbe mWg mavenh
many probl ems. EspeC|aIIyIS}Qﬁeng thﬁg ggnre’lglz
holes in the story he E)ro!)geéng.agﬁgttggﬁtal'rc’)\lol?e
wor king with him. He mF‘Xgr#SuaﬁSﬁtSBodb”h \IN ane
so sure he is the catch ev.er‘olqe sgems to t hink
gettlnog ome “
[
Al can ask Jeremy for a
Liv nodded kam m@@dlyfouédtp,%lal?ﬁ’a taxi . | have
but is this foor revenge or what ?
fOkay, but remember, yo
fiN o , Li&, kKho@owhdth t hi s but
needd me.
it is definitelyc&acrnotchthor revenge. We just,
_ fiYes, NMbDtaeswered.
al | Hel p me decide,0othe green or the black dre
_ _ Liv dropped me at the
fiWelobeganiThevgreen is nice, but
_ _ trembled as | walked into
the black is sexier, especially with the earrin
aroundd sedidaremy anywhe
necklace | gave you for Christmas.



As usual, the majesty ®hethenl hadoser whegl med
me. The round granite &reapbhandepespanned whr mei €
flanked by rough, woodengraltswases alfawoni veewp
three floors, either upoorsdopwa,pdppkadi wgddhnngyg

position. The cozy bar was to,my,Leftamb GBULAG

ton@Gsght ve combo tuning up for the evening sets.
fiWoul d you |ike to | ool
The panoramic views from the floor t ceil i W

0 ng

Jéarema/ | ooked, askangce
dows were obscured by the arkness, Dbut "in the
time, it afforded magnh?i%%%?nsge'{/vrs]eowlPﬁelwse

Itsalian Pinot , in fact

£t
North Carolina Mountain ! 0

MDotty ids that you? The waiter smiled agre

t he menus.
|l turned around to see Jeremy coming up be-

hi nd me. He was immaculaté]Ie);edmryes9§eorlyeidn mérrsdgeyr f
slacks, a pale yellow shifivtes,ampd egansseweecedd| athet

plete with the suede el bb& pagenhtbeman.

He took both my hands Thehwsiteeahehygroedr wt
kiss my cheek. Straighopeaneag apd peuvbpednadsmmph

to get a good | ook at wes good, and he poured a

AY o u arec‘)beamu'rfnutedmyi nserrly(:"cetaerOI the bass stuf

as he tucked my hand iﬁ?%t@?g feT%(s)Uv.Eng“Sh pea
entr ®e.

Much to my dismay, | blushed |Iike a school -

girl. He laughed in delighf " §MYmim™b! &f 8helRs !

my toes. What was wrong w

iCbmon, pretty |l ady, our dinner reservation i :

glass to mine. They <clink

at soeven.
fiwhat are we drinking to?

The host seated us at an intimate table by t
fiTo chanceokea counwerred .
enormous gl ass windows that faced the Dove Rive
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spe

iTo chance enoountenmsterndeédeadv. song pl ayed as

One fabulous meal, fa%'dts}%i\/%r%rleﬁtllasis%sm%fear
e |l ater, we pushed palkg %ufre\e/hoolgrtsheDlr%(NinC%y
nd of music, we mad%r%%?egvalg/i?nlt%StthQOtb%’r I/

nge. Jeremy | eaned his head do
neck. I trembled i n his a

|l was more than adlittle giddy, and | coul dr
my feet.

me it all on the wine. We sat down in a secl

ove. The small coucﬁhﬁag‘é ?\%Ilr%%ml?%? %Igf‘lsltafn

ween us. Jer emy puttlﬂ?se\é?rﬁni B9 ound me. I <clo

eyes, and |l aid my headidbakdknwagti hhe Bvenshgu

iDodHe began need to ge®t back home.

AY e®dl, answered, IookingﬁNuop ilntnbeami’syeefes.l do.
could drive me? Liv dropp
AU h I want eé ntod hs anyg trkeatl - uh
i's in oahe shop
Just that this & the most enjoyable evenin

would be ada hlmomdar r

nt in aoong, |ong ti md !

ing in myowork truck.
AYou must nowl gedkedt much,

iThe pleasure would be
iNo, &oHkom eplied very seriously, each

Uure as to how to proce\glca_walked out the door

around me. The cool night

AiShall we dance?
shivered. Jeremy took off
stood up and held Oaurtouhn'ds rrrfea.ndTheI Spnlmalcledofmyh
his and he led me tp phe dapeg flogLg We fho
o each ot her, swayltggd)\//witrr]\ ttrﬁlee grjnelljrsr'nght.once a
ould feel every hair on my neck stand up, ma
We arrived at his truc
so aware of the man that hel d me. I closed m
for me, and offered me hi
s, willing the moment to | ast forever. SI ow
fully as |1 could into the

HY



and got in the other side.He finished singing to

He turned the motor hoenadanoc}’elretonittO vOa{rSmSLPpO.UId
The night had turned cHi®Y y %dd ™" wdd % d1% 9ehe !
reached over and rubbed.nrﬁ)P Hnélncpgitvoewv@a}'rrﬂftﬁé]rﬁ. S

by the college to its unm
iSorry, the old truck takes a minute to warm
up. Come over here by me. He pulled into my driv
portunity to give me anot
| scooted over by him and he put his arm
i ng of the | ips, but pres
around me, and chafed my arms. Then he took the
that iété.t.hrill ed
opportunity to give me a |ight kiss on the |ips.
He continued to hold me until warm air-r

pushed out of the vents.

iINow, we can go. Show m¥WH AiTc h KNIayNDo @cF.MYS
Il gave him the directAWAS] In9d BOROFH YheA T

truck onto the road.

END OF THE EVENI

He switched on the radio. |t was set t o a st e

tion that played al/l of thg Bl dSsPRE . TAOVveT OIr {

song began by Jim Reeves.
THE JUNE | SSUE 1

fiOh, that ©bDKe at wromad ointe.up a | it -
tl e and bfPgdn ytoaursisweg.et IHpQV\é li-IEtIF?aLAYS ou

closer t@ the phone,

It was such a tender and beautiful song. His
baritone filled my ears. Hi s arm was stil/ arour
as he dim@Govreeemelmbdeorn t he | ast time | was tak-
en home in this manner. It was a moment set in t
that | would never forget.

H ¢



POETRY CORNER

There Is No Such Thing As Gravity

By Jake Sands
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For Someone Else

By Mar shall Mc Di
When | cry, I cry
When | pray, I pr 4
When | wor k, I wor

When you cirykngogwuwhlony
When you pé&ay,nowouwhddory

When you wor k& eneédtn ,
One day you wi I\A:‘

One dé@yl yboeu a f at h
One day you wil/|l I

For someone el s¢g
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The Wise Ones Know
By George Payne

The wikrownes

t haur bodi es
arnreere fl owers on
the margins of ho
al wgyasfparmgt he
energy ofuwoeknown
t heyr sdaé¢ihee

ground as a frien
Fori si thas been
said once before,
t hwméa cannot find
ouway by the star

t spo



Poetry corner continued

Some will say Indifference in U.S.
By George Payhe
By James Thomas MgCarthy
Some will say _ _ _
that it is tob edTo feelings of indiffere
or too late. How do | reply?
Love is always]on
Seein things thrjpough ol
Some will say g thing 19
that it is too]lexgUnder which rock fies th
or too compli ¢at e
Love is free Toget her we shouIE mar c h
Love is simplle. lwe sing the same nt hem!
Some will say '
that it is top rilwhen will we discpver,
or too dangerpus;] _ IO
Like us there wil be no
Love is fearlless
Love is safe
Before the sun gofs dark
Since before And the earth roﬁ/s col d
the age of bofder _ g
you crossed ofper [l pray we find an] answer
into eadahmet heJrs
Since before And for the wisdom of my
the age of gepder
you shared one he _ _
Still we ask the Euestlo
Since before They've been ther for a
the age of rajces
you shared ondg sk
[ [ h k f
Since before Slttlng.lnt e bakks o
the age of | anfjgualAnd, stil | we ask]J the qu
you shared one}]ton
Since before Raging in our heafts.
the age of | gqws, Ithe roblems seen| toda
your bond was pffi P _ Yo
Have been raised Jn our

o

=)

o <



A SHORT ROMANCE
By David Martin

Here is a |l ovely example of para
The door to the editor's office flew open. A pair of gangly legs in
an oversized skirt staggered through the door under a heap of paper
work.
"We're going to miss the deadline”, said the editor. She was a middle
aged woman with glasses perched on her forehead and coffee always
within armbés reach.
"I have this great i dea Theoeditorasighed o r y !Every of-
fice assistant from Madison Avenue to Columbus Circle had the next
Jane Austen novel written on bar napkins or texted to their best
friend's iPhone. She nodded for her to proceed.
Young woman named Sloan took a deep breath. It felt like an eterni-
ty. The words began like a sputtering engine that gradually gained
confidence.
"A young ambitious female equestrian named Joan trains for the big
event”, she began. "A newly hired stable  hand intrigues her while
the rich boyfriend pressures her to be more lady like."
A ringtone was heard before quickly being turned off.
"One day she overhears an angry phone call between the stable hand and
some unknown party”, continued the assistant. The editor became more
interested with each passing word.
"While rescuing an escaped steed an affectionate friendship begins be-
tween her and the stable  hand", she said. "The day before the event
the stable hand confesses his love for her."
Silence. She waited for the words return. An associate editor en-
tered only to be shooed away.
"She performs well at t he ¢ omp e"Daspitétoenevye- s he s a
lation that her boyfriend is cheating on her. With a tear on her
cheek she passes the reviewing stand only to spot the stable hand ina
suit and tie and sporting the sash ofa Duke."

The editor adjusted her glasses to distract from her trembling lip.
"A tearful reunion ensues" concluded the assistant. "As the horse

OH



paws the ground while a soft summer
rain falls."

The editor was impressed and asked
for a draft.
assistant said that now she could
break up with her jerk boyfriend.

"But why . . . 0
tor. "Oh never mind."

The assistant scampered away full
of excitement.

Joan leaned forward to rest. Her
hands caressed the neck of the
horse under the hot sun. Hert
shirt and jeans were matted with
sweat. This part of the competi-
tion called for a flat out gallop

for nearly a quarter of a mile.

The idea of one more go at it
seemed doable. Composing herself
she looked around to see if anyone
had been watching.

Groomed and fed the horse was lead
into its stable. A kiss to that

big dabbled nose completed the day.
AExcuse meo, said
Turning around Joan saw the new
stable hand. Most were farm boys
indifferent to fatigue and quick to
smile. This one was hardly that at
all. He seemed moody and distract-
ed. As if an ongoing quarrel raged

in his head. With an attempt at a
polite nod he went to muck out an
empty stable.

Ar e

=)}

you

Yes Miss, 0 he

=)}

Jumping for joy the

new here?o

asked

Sh

We | | t ake

=]

fiHe needs to be

others. o

il know al l about
fit Thhee eldais-t ti me he
by the ear that almost got infect-
ed. o

They must have talked for a good
twenty minutes before the engine of
a sports car was heard.

It was the sound of the football
game that finally woke her up. Her
boyfriend was in the living room.
Sloan decided now was not the time
to announce the break up. It would
have to be when she had his undi-
vided attention. A text arrived

from a friend asking her to brunch.

The Stutz Bearcat bounced along the
country road. With every unex-
pected jolt he cursed. A wandering
hand squeezed her thigh while

S hel fytpglincGe gear s.
since her mind was so far away.

care of

my

out si

t hat o,

got

bab

de

a

Joan

d

0

ASo now my competition
bl ed. o

AWhat do you mean?o
AThereds the horse an
stable helpo, he said.
the one that makes Lord Byron look

l i ke Charlie Chaplin.
feH easssk eadc.t ual | 'y a i ce

ans wer ewlith alaugh he replied that the

oo

f

W

n

di

2



only solution would be a spur of the slap on the back and she would bolt

moment trip to Paris. This could be over the closest fence.

the kind of life style she wanted.

Status, comfort and the sense that iSo he turned down the po

at only moment one could take off the bank! o0 | aughed one cr

for parts unknown. Plans for Bombay he is probably digging ditches or

and the Canadian Northwest were waiting tables in Brighto

willing and waiting. Their lips met AYou could at least try t

in a sudden kiss. whi spered the boyfriend.
are m friends. Il 6ve kno

. ) ) ) ) y £
AThis i s the best mi mo?%e'mnsﬁ(ﬁ‘g%o’univ

: : ersity.o
said her friend.

ATherebs a | ot on my mind
il havenot broken up wiPleh him yet, o
Sloan replied. iPl ease dondt mention tha
tion. o
Her friend asked why knowing it . R _ .
would be the same old answer. Rela- hltos 1 mportant to me.o
tionships were getting duller by the AThis pleasant |l ittle gar
day. She wanted to bring up the is i mportant to us. o

story and how it kept her up all
night. It was like a butterfly hov-
ering just out of reach of her fin-

Not this again. How it was neces-
sary to let others see a couple
united in thought, deed and action.

gertlp§. ) , A smile forced its way to her lips.

She tried to articulate it to her

boyfriend who responded with a Lost in thought Sloan wandered

grunt. Why was something as wonder- along. Theredos that one
ful as the English language now so class where one should look at every

hard and troublesome? The search story as the same. Whether it was a

for the proper phrase became a quest film ~novel or comic itos
for the unattainable. Another sip about people not getting what they

of the champagne and orange juice want.

cleared all senses. It would be a
good afternoon.

Aletds turn off our ph e aRentidnWas distAced. Shop
rest of the afternoono yindWs§rodiRd with commerce.
Her best friend laughed. Items she never knew were important
to possess.

Suddenly she stopped. Her mind
raced. The sight of it set off an
imagination starved for ideas. The
shop door opened. A bright little

bell rang. A friendly face grinned

il can relate to thato, S

Joan felt like a trinket being shown
off in a school yard. It seemed

like he was going from one laughing
drunk pal to the next. One more

on



from behind the counter.
AHel |l o0, said the shop owner. AHow can |

Thoughts lined up in her mind like fighter planes readying for takeoff
on an aircraft carrier.

AHow much for the bat tattoo?o0
The ritual thrilled her. From the saddle to the stirrups to any leath-
er. The early morning added to the drama and sensual tension.

hel p

AWhere are you going at this hour?0 he asked.

The sticky fumbling of last night were soon forgotten as she drove to
the stables.

AWhere is everybody?0 Joan asked. The pl ace wa

sign of anyone even the new stable hand. Then she know. The stable was
empty. The horses had gotten loose. Hopefully they would be all found
together. It dawned on her what the new stable hand said that her steed
needed to become part of a greater whole. That meant her baby boy could
be out there all alone. Her heart pounded.

A truck rumbled by. She tried to flag it down. Everything seemed so
still as she fought back the panic.

AWhere would you Iike it?0o

At first it seemed like an odd question. Sloan thought about it. The
tattoo artist stood up.

ASee. These are for everyone to seeo0, he
er legs were a colorful zoo of reptiles, birds and dragons.

=]

Very niceo, she replied.
AfThere i s moreo, he sai d. ifBut those are

That word stuck in her head. So clinical yet appropriate. Boyfriend
was too old fashioned of a term. Again her mind was ranging and she
tried to make a decision.

3t

Somepl ace publico, she said.

AfHow about the | eft shoul der 0, he offered.

op

sai d.

for vy



AWhy there?o0

nlt sends a
cl osest to

message
your

The break in the fence was found.
Joands worst fears
There was signs of blood. The

horse was now lost and injured.

She flagged down a passing automo-
bile whose driver mentioned seeing
someone walking a horse matching
the description. She ran like that

in a dream. The harder she tried

the more static everything seemed.
Tears welled up in her eyes. She

fell onto the road and wept.

AEXxXcuse meo, call ed

voice.

Looking up was the stable hand gen-
tly leading her horse. She quickly
composed herself and stood up. He
stood back as she buried her face

in the mane and powerful neck.

This was a private moment

AWhere did you find
nBeing such a mild
he said. Al reckon

looking for friends and familiar
faces. 0

Her hands ran over the horse stop-
ping at the bloody scratches. She
held back a cry and took a deep
breath.

chal k
ride. o

AWe can t his

mor ning

t h

heart .

wer

a

hi

ma n
ed

up

you say so0, Joan
R Was tinfe toibréak the news to

the boyfriend. Not only were they

breaking up but she had a nice sexy

bat tattoo on her left should

8houtd€r.NTthik MeA% Hsiting the

gym on a regular basis or the

winged nocturnal being would soon

resemble Rowan Atkinson.

fnSo what i's 1it?20 asked

friend.

Sloan realized he was utterly clue-
less. The sense of impending doom
had not dawned on him. Would the
break up come as a total surprise?
Or is he so caught in god knows
wratnthatl hé veould just shrug?
ANot hingo, she
A ploughmanés | unch
front of her. The stable hand ges-

tured for her to eat.

Al am fami shed. o

The rapport began almost at an in-

stant. Before long they were fin-

h%i ng each otherods
mentioned how there were two sepa-
fRle pniversitigsatOxfards ’Odd

thigg fqx, @ fgrin gand,te. know. At

one point he cursed in German.

il 6ve been around
|l ifeo, he offered.
They make me feel calm. Even thor-

oughbreds. o

fiThe scratches
superficialo,

~

il

on t he

sai d
fiweasheoeal thgheck to

splinters from the fence are embed-
ded in the skin.o

replied.

wa s

repl

t

comme

hor ses

hor
Joan.

ma k e



AThis food is del

A ringtone played. She reach for .

She stopped. The
invented yet. Sloan had to back
peddle through the rough draft for
more anachronisms. This was a time
before email. Radio was just in

its infancy. In those days most
people just sat down and wrote let-
ters by hand. It seemed all so ro-
mantic.

me d
rock

excl ai
tattoo

ifWoa! o
AThat

So he finally noticed. Part of her
wanted to break up with him then
and now. But things were comforta-
ble. They looked like a couple.
Wait! Is that a good thing? Some
couples look great together. As if
the world was their oyster and eve-
ry morning meant a new adventure.
Other couples reminded her of an
old pair of brown shoes sitting on
the back porch.

AThe bat symboli z
darko, he chortl e
this new video ga

She wanted to correct him. The bat

i ciousbanced.

c el

t he
s! o

es a

d.

me S

meant motherhood and communication.

It was the only mammal that could
actually fly. Sloan felt his hand
caress the tattoo. It sent spar-
kles up and down her spine. His
lips pressed against her bare neck.

iWe can br

she thought.

al ways

With a clink of silverware to
glasses the engagement was an-

eak

Behi
smile was the worry
over her baby boy. After much
laughter and cheek kissing she

I snBck 8" Ber ¥R fafc@ Was too
busy playing cards and nodding off
to cognac to notice her absence.
She tenderly dabbed each wound on
the horse. It was these quiet mo-
ments she cherished the most. Sud-
denly there were voices. Anger
echoed across the stable. She rec-
ognized one to be the stable hand.

boyfriend.
AWhat gives
shouted.

you t

An older male voice sought to calm
him down with the tone of fatherly
authority. An engine came to life
and was heard roaring off into the
night.

Al tos i fe
want! o

my

Joan wanted to go and comfort him.
| |nste[aq155et clos,egthe stable door

i & walkgddhomgh 4 t
a

ys! o
AnThat was the best
er! o said the

She was about to correct him that
they had not really broken up in
the first place. Before Sloan
could speak he was in the shower
singing an Elvis Presley song. Af-
ter a moment she rang her editor

U Riho Wés r(I}ecfidhtreao\/\)‘l\ﬂ?the progress

report.

i Remember one

nd

he

and

t hingo,

Joanos

right

I can d

make u

boyfriend.

sad



tor . AEvery story is about peopl e
never getting what t heVheeneasurewih the girl and the
horse was closed.
| didnét already know that. o
AWhat el se do you want me

am really excited about this!o
AThat you have come to yo

AWe should break up moe®ooft®aidod the patriarch.

ot
>
w

—

3t

said the boyfriend stepping out of has to be settled. o
t he shower. il heard some coupl es
pose as strangers in crowded bars This kind of banter went on for

and pick each ot her uphoars. Finallyitwasover. He
looked into the space. The horse

The scenario played out in her had lain down. She was snuggled
head. It made her laugh. That against the neck of the great
might be something fun to try. steed. A blanket was gently

wrapped around her.
Hooves pawed at the muddy track.
All the paces raced through her
mind. They started off at a trot
and went into a canter. When the
moment was right they entered into
full gallop. The pounding was ter-
rific. Her heart raced. The in-
tensity almost sent Joan into a
trance. Suddenly the hurdle came
into view. The horse leapt into
the air. For a moment it was si-
lent and graceful. The beast hit
the ground running. A flush filled

ot

I have a very important
o ask youo, said a frien

—

What 6s that 20 asked Sl oa

ot

AHas he introduced you to
his friends?0o0

She thought for a moment. Her re-
ply was to shake her head to the
negative.

AThen youdre not his girl

her cheeks.
ivery goodo, said the :_ék"%”r%%?yi’“ebre%k%"%th someone
AiBut you need to fO||0\IIV6ttaF1'r0ugh(‘).

She was too spent to respond. The Joan wondered if being engaged

stable hand felt like he had just meant getting a new hair style.
interrupted lovers in an intimate Perhaps this was an opportunity to

moment. He led them back to the go for something more modern. What
stable. else changes as one heads down the

aisle? New vocabulary? A dress

il hope you have come @deanddeyelry thatbspgdcasts
way of thinking. o oneo6s -availability?
Was he going to treat her differ-

oy



ently now? Sentences could now

begin with Amy fian
to be Amy husband

this happiness? Suddenly she re-

membered something.
to youo, said a fri

She wanted to ask why as her
friend lead her to the far side of
the café.

fnWe canot be friend

Why not ?0 she asked.
t hing | had done?b9

ANooO, replied her

It seemed like a conspiracy worthy
of the back alleys of Istanbul.

After that Joan rarely saw her
friend. When they did it was al-
ways some chance encounter that
would start off with pleasantries.
Almost immediately the complaining
would roll out like a pack of
hunting dogs. At first she would
smile and nod. Gradually the bit-
terness would be so obvious. The
strangest thing was not to have
been invited to the wedding. It
got to the point that she never
again asked about her husband or
the children who followed soon af-
ter. It was chilling to learn

some harsh cruelty of life from

A Waes nleti st®Me-shot o, s

ed bar there while working towards

c ® a.degree injourndlisnt e r

Many & nightWawsher putting some
guy in a half - nelson while pouring
tagelaeddwnthie patcleed tkroat.

e n drhe chalkboard outside use to

boast things | ike AHappy
Telly Savalas! o or ARober
in here! Sheds topl ess! ¢

read ABook your bachel or e
now! o

anymore. o

AMaybe | should go in for

>
D
—
>
~

Instead she just kept walking.

riend as she
|l eaned in to whisper.
be with my fianc®.

His friéndshw@r¥ fery Enfertain-
ing. Always quick with the reply.
The jokes and sarcasm were all
signs of affection and acceptance.
Still it hit home when someone
cracked about her losing the up-
coming competition.

Alf you donét wino, said
his friends. AfYou know v
do. 0O

AWhat 6s that ?0 wondered .

ARnJust keep going straight

roado, he | aughed. AAft e
mile there will be a glue factory
on the right. You canot

Laughter broke out. A few drinks
were almost spilled. She forced a

someone el seds misf or tSNilg eHerfiancé squeezed her

It was the last bucket of blood in
the neighborhood. Sloan had tend-

hand. It felt comforting. Later
they walked along the lake.

| 6m sorry about my frienc



sai d. AA good | augh iasstallawdys waor k for a | i vi
priority.o

AAsk him if heds ever ki
AWell thatdéds why vyou arie lal,l |satuiglhled anot her.
friends. o good for a | augh! o
Alf 1 tds any hel p you Theanderbninghostilityalarmed
ply with the same typ eheroTheyjmaykhave ieen dumber

than a box of hammers but they
ALi ke what ?o0 knew an outsider when they saw

one. Each shove got harder. An-
AOh | et me seeo, he WwaqRdnRdrsdedealing broken rotted
ANeville once broke hite%th.ls%gvesrwléré‘rolledup.
ning from a jealous Sicilian hus- The stable hand didnot k.
band. We never let him live that to do. A fist clinched.
one down. 0

AThere you are!o
AThat 6s awful . o

They turned around to see her run
AAnd thatos why it is y5®kisdhdstabld hdrd on the
ny.o lips.
The editor went over the latest AOh | hope he hasnodt bor
pages. She nodded and even she |l aughed. Altoés not
smiled. tells lots of bad jokes. He just

keeps telling the same bad joke
l's any of this autobijgqgraphiygcdlved o

iltos all out of my i MaGiaR HrépBed fheir guard
Sloan said. AEvery bighgplcked why. QWith a wave she
led the stable hand off by the

arm.

5t

Joan was walking away from the
stable when a commotion flared up.
Looking around she saw a few ruf- A Wh at

are you doi
fians from a neighboring farm

ng?0 as'

_ _ stable hand.
punching the stable hand in the
arm and laughing. It seemed like AiSaving you from a sound
the typical nonsense men do to let ing. o

off steam before retiring to the
pub. Suddenly it turned nasty.

AHow much for the
AThat 6s some fancy ac cagkadt you have

thereo, said one of them. ADo you

booko,



iFi ve bucks and
bled the street vendor.

Later the discovery lay on the
kitchen table. What a find. She
retired to a long hot bath. It was

a book entitled:
from the 19206s0

The fiancé was in one of his moods
again. It was after another bois-
terous night of drinks with old
friends. First he would be silent
and then resistant to affectionate
advances. Wh e n
his response was a pout. Finally
she had enough of it and poured a
small basin of water over his head.
That snapped him out of his dreary
mope.

ATal k t
me whatodés wrong.
He confessed to being jealous of

his friendobds war

AfOh for that s hi
she said. ifYou
made it through

Al suppose. 0O

=]
@)
p
®
®
]
c
©
o

=}
—

60s just that
ad a shot at be

0

AWhy didndt you
Force?0o0

Now the silent treatment again.
Cheering him up was becoming a

a

0O me o, Joa
0

n
s
i

h
i

j

=]

n

S T

A

0Ss

y aharer. €idilizingra wanld - be hus-
band was one thing but mood swings

were another.

ADondét spill any

R o mahtet fiiead langhed @3 shegligped

through the pages.

ANow this is get
stylel!o said the

nlt was the birt

er ao, said Sl oan.

ked Uapprgs gfdhe Vigtopan gae lay

ecord

in tatters. o

AOoh 1 | ike thato

I donot know. O

fi

Listening to the words being spoken
was at first alarming. Joan felt

- I'tkel _thés thr%felzrst} tén]e gver such

ing was pver Esjtteredl. The sta-

oul dath 0]
blemand s%ddenc}/ se%meg too elo-
one c e

ng

o

f

n

I e )
qué)nt for a laborer.

~

Al | ove youo, he
ki ss me. o0

Their lips drew closer and pressed.
| el—\;\?r hgr]dsaché)eSd hlséfﬁgs only to

feel t.he sl ight
an ace. 0

ow.

tihEeu tRowmy &Arig you
she asked.

He told her that he could no longer
keep it inside.

Wi ne
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friend.
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ASo am | supposed
turn?o
ANot hing. O

They embraced and held each other
tightly. Fingers ran through her
hair like a light massage.

AThe competition i
sai d. Al ol I be
ing you the best. o

Her eyes watered as they parted.

All of the boxes were packed and
neatly stacked by the door. Sloan
made sure that when he arrived that
there would be no margin for him to
weasel out of it. In addition, she
mentally prepared herself for that
one last grasp at a little quickie

on the futon. It was done. The
relationship was over. There was a
knock at the door. She opened it

to see a stranger. It was a young-
er looking woman who was everything
she was not.

AHI thereo,
o pick wup

Where is

she
hi s

he?0

S a
stu

~+

)]

Pl aying
He does

paintball
SO every

ot It

It dawned on her that this woman
knew him as much as she did. What
she thought was a relationship was
merely a pit stop between the main
events of his life.

Al 6m doubl e parked
openo, she said.
take more than a f

How can you break up with someone
who was never with you in the first
place?

wat chi

t o sTavy pairsrof sihoes-were visible in
the deep mud leading away from the
Stutz Bearcat. They were either
drunk or quite intimate. He had
mentioned a cousin who was also
competing. A tear ran down her

cheek. Joan tore herself away and

s t oreagigddgor therpbstacle course.

ng and wi sh-
The field seemed harder now. Her

heart pounded out of sorrow. A
lack of confidence could prove in-
jurious to the horse. More than
ever the steed needed to feel the
tight grip of command straddling
its powerful back.

Joan saw them in the seats behind
the review stand. They waved as if
it was hardly any big deal. She
knew their secret. Something
caught her eye. It was the stable
hand. He was standing next to an
older version of himself. Both of
them in suit and ties sporting the

i d. sasrl]w Pf a gugem '(_I:"hei[)eé/ees Fnet at

ff o distance. Later they enjoyed a
tearful reunion under a late summer
rain as the restless spirit of her

o, sherse fipadydejt soathed.

time this week. O
The editor was delighted to find

the completed manuscript in her
email. Accompanied it was a selfie
of Sloan arriving at JFK airport.

A part of the stable featured pho-

s 0 tes@fgfeviouschampiang ©One
il t shat pravided theoblack and white
ew timageafahappy couple who won a

competition and later married.
There was that festive regal look
of a bygone age.



fYes we are hiringo, said the stable manager . Ml
ence do you have mucking out stables?o0

AOh a Iittleo, Sloan replied. nBefore this | we

THE END
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