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A WORD FROM THE EDITOR

“There is no such thing as a moral or an immoral book. Books are well
written or badly written.”

— Oscar Wilde

I am sometimes asked if there are inappropriate subjects for inclusion
in Q Review. “Very few,” is always my answer. Our key criteria for pub-
lishing a piece is that it is coherent, concise, and, most importantly,
well written.

Working on this publication over the past six years, I've noticed
submissions now tend to be more personal and opinionated than in
past years, while some readers are more sensitive. This creates challenges,
particularly when reviewing prose pieces.

I strongly believe, however, that publishing a potentially controver-
sial piece is preferable to erring on the side of caution by rejecting
it. The essence of Quest, in my opinion, is exploring alternative ideas,
not casting them aside.

Please remember that the views expressed in these pages are those
of individual Quest members, not the organization. If a piece con-
cerns you, think about discussing the matter with the author. You
may be pleasantly surprised by the results.

As Steve Koenig notes in his piece this year:

“We're all on a quest to find the best ways to live with each other
despite differing views.”
- Wayne Cotter
IN MEMORIAM

We note with profound sorrow the passing of former Quest member
David Lewis, whom we lost during this past year.

We also express our gratitude to Ken Leedom, for his generous bequest
to Quest. Ken and his long-time partner Peter Cott were active Quest
members for many years.

NOTE

The views expressed in this publication are solely those of the authors and do
not reflect the views of Q Review or the Quest organization.
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THE TRAUMA OF MY BIRTH
Jennifer Jolly

“Your father was horrified when he first saw you. Your head was a
funny shape. All stretched out.” My mother was at it again. As a child, I
listened aghast when she repeated this story. “You very nearly killed me;
three weeks overdue. These days you would have been a Cesarean; it’s
lucky you were not brain-damaged. Doctor Frazer must have been very
careful when he pulled you out with those forceps. I didn't think about
brain damage at the time. All I knew was that I almost died.”

Oh, the guilt of it! I had been responsible for the near-death of
my mother.

Meanwhile, I imagined the trauma of my birth.

My mother lies in a small maternity hospital in North Lincolnshire,
England, exhausted from pregnancy. The baby is three weeks overdue.
After three particularly hard days of labor and more pushing, the baby’s
head begins to appear. The old Scottish family doctor carefully inserts
metal forceps and starts to pull. It’s not easy. My mother is already very
weak and will be badly ripped. He doesn’t want to damage the baby’s
head, which has grown a lot in the final three weeks. He keeps pulling
firmly but gently. He starts to sweat, the head starts to shift, he relaxes
slightly, continues to pull and suddenly the head pops out. He delivers a
huge baby girl just before midnight.

The doctor is shocked when he sees the baby’s badly stretched head
but says nothing. He’s known my mum for some years so he reaches out,
pats her hand and says, “Well done, Thora.”

She looks up, smiles faintly, closes her eyes and drifts off. She’s ex-
hausted. Her face is deathly pale and her hair is matted to her head. The
doctor stitches her up, washes his hands, and leaves her in the hands of
nurses. He, too, is exhausted.

The drama continues when the baby’s father, my dad, visits. He feels
guilty because Mum had to suffer so much. He goes over, kisses her and
says, “I'm glad its over and you're alright, love.” Then they bring in the
child and he almost faints when he sees this creature with its stretched-
out head. Not wanting to upset his wife, he says little but she has seen
the look on his face. She sighs and says, “Yes, it looks bad, doesn it, Jack?
And I know you wanted a boy.” He claims he doesnt mind just as long
as she, Thora, is alright.



He goes home, thinking his shock calls for a swig of whiskey. He takes
a big one and then decides to find his father-in-law, who had been a
butcher and was used to dealing with animals when he grew up in the
Yorkshire countryside. Maybe he could shed some light on the matter.
The older man says he'll have a look. He takes his trilby hat off the hall
peg, puts it on, and the two of them set off for the hospital.

My mother’s mother, my Grandma Bickerton, is already there.
As usual, Grandma is stirring up trouble. “I don’t know what you've
done this time, our Thora. There’s obviously something wrong with that
child. Just look at its head.”

My mother, an only child, is lying there helplessly. She starts to sob.

“What's the matter, Thora?” ask the two men as they enter the room.

“It’s the baby! Mum says it’s deformed!”

“I was just saying it doesn't look like Thora; it looks like Jack,” says
Grandma defensively, managing to add insult to injury. Shes sitting
ramrod straight and glares at the two men as if they have no right to be
in the territory of women.

Jack ignores her while Grandpa goes to peer down at the offending
object in its crib. Then he looks up with a smile and says, “Tha shouldn’a
worry Jack, lad. I've seen ‘orses born with their ‘eads out of shape. They
survive and are perfectly normal. She'll be alright. You'll see.”

My dad sighs with relief. He’s not convinced, but he’s reassured by
these words. The two men finally leave the hospital and head to the pub
for a pint of the local brew to celebrate.




THE ANNOUNCEMENT
Wayne Corter

A young married couple, Marcus and Sharon, are seated at a crowded
Brooklyn restaurant with Sharon’s parents.

Sharon: Mom... Dad—we have some very exciting news

Mom (Smiling): You do? Please don’t keep us in suspense.

Sharon: You're going to be grandparents!

Mom: Oh my God! Really?!! I can’t believe it. After all this time.
Dad: That’s great news! When are you due?

Marcus: In about four months.

Mom (7o Sharon): And you're just telling us?

Sharon: Well, we wanted to make sure the pregnancy was going
smoothly... and it is.

Dad: That’s great... so, do you know if it’s a boy or a girl?

Sharon: Well, er, we've made some decisions in that area.

Mom: Meaning?

Marcus: Well, Sharon and I think choosing one’s own gender is very
important so...

Dad and Mom: Choosing?

Marcus: Yes, so many people think of gender in binary terms.

Dad: Bisexual?

Sharon: No, binary—two choices—either male or female, but we be-
lieve gender is like a spectrum, with some people at the far reaches of
the spectrum and some more in the middle.

Dad: I'm confused. (Somewhat sarcastically): 'm sure your child will
have either a penis or a, a...

Mom: Vagina.

Marcus: Yes, of course, the baby will have a birth sex, but we dont
know if the child will self-identify with that sex. Children shouldn
have their gender choices distorted by the stereotypes and prejudices
of others.

Sharon: Yes, we want to ensure “they” have a choice and...

Mom: “They?”

Sharon: Yes, that’s the pronoun we plan to use for the baby. “He” or
“she” is too limiting,.

Mom: They? “They” is plural. Why not use “it”? (Dad laughs.)
Sharon: Stop joking, Mom.

Mom: I'm not joking. 'm confused.

Dad: Me, too. Won' lots of people know the baby’s sex?

Sharon: Like who?



Dad: Well you'll be putting “them” in day care, right? Won' the day
care worker who changes diapers notice the baby’s sex?

Marcus: Oh, that’s no problem. We'll be using gender-neutral day care
providers, places that promise not to share birth sex information with
others at the day care center.

Mom: What about your father and me? We'll be changing diapers and
helping with toilet training, won’t we?

Sharon: Well... not exactly. Studies show that once people discover a
child’s birth sex, they can subconsciously convey stereotypical gender
norms to that child.

Dad: So, your child will tell you his—or her—sexual preference?
Marcus: Yes, we'll wait for them to reveal their gender preference.
We'll only dress our “theyby” in gender neutral clothes so as not to
unduly influence their decision.

Mom: “Theyby?”

Sharon: Yes, a “theyby” is a baby whose parents have not revealed the
birth sex of their child. Cute term, isn't it?

Mom: Hmm, I'll withhold judgment on that. So, when do you expect
your “theyby” to make a gender choice? At two? Three?

Sharon: Well researchers say most kids gender identify well before
leaving pre-school.

Mom: I don’t know—this is wonderful news Sharon, Marcus... but
I’'m having a really tough time wrapping my head around it.

Marcus: Think of it this way. We dont want our child subject to all
those old stereotypes—you know, little girls are princesses; boys must
be tough. We hate those stereotypes.

Mom: Well so do we, and we always tried to avoid them with Sharon
and her brother, but this... I don’t know.

Dad: Have you thought about a name?

Marcus: Well, it must be gender-neutral—were thinking about
Soujourner Wildfire.

Mom: Sojourner Wildfire Goldstein?

Sharon: Yes.

Dad (Pause): Let me ask you something. Don't you think a name is
also limiting? Shouldn’t children really name themselves? You never
liked your name, did you Sharon?

Sharon: No, not really.

Dad: Maybe your mother and I should have waited until you were
seven—or perhaps 12 or 13. Then you could have named yourself.
Wouldn't that have been better?

Sharon: You're joking, right?

Dad: To tell you the truth, I don’t know.
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WE’LL ALWAYS HAVE GALWAY

Donna Basile

I met Betty Farber by chance long before I joined Quest and was
immediately struck by her grace, eloquence and sunny disposition.
Little did I know she and I would share an unforgettable moment
on a Quest trip to Ireland.

During that trip, I discovered another wonderful trait of Betty’s: her
love of walking. I never saw anybody walk so swiftly over cobblestoned
streets sporting a cane. There we were, at the edge of the River Corrib
that passes through Galway, enjoying the view of a small waterfall. A
black wrought iron fence offered us protection from falling, but not
from Betty losing her cane as she tried to snap a photo. The cane flew
from her hand and plop! It was one with the river.

We peered over the edge, sadly contemplating her cane lying in
the river bed. But Betty quickly jumped into action. She found the
nearest pharmacy and bought a new one and within minutes was
again trotting over cobblestones.

Now Betty, being Betty, wrote a poem about the fate of her cane.
You may remember it from Q News.

IRISH DREAMSCAPE
Betty Farber

In a dream landscape in Ireland,

On a cobblestone walkway by a river,

Time moved in slow motion.

I leaned my cane against a metal fence
While taking a photo of an old stone church,
When my cane, looking for adventure,

Flew above the river, slowly falling,
Gracefully into the water below.

The memory of that cane floating through the air
Will be with me always.
I'm hoping that
As it drifted down the river, it landed
Near a cottage with a thatched roof
Inhabited by a woman of advanced age
Who needed some help with her walking,
And thinking it was the work of elves or fairies,
Used my cane happily ever after.



BUCK UP
Arlynn Greenbaum

Recently I sprained my calf muscle getting off a bus. My calf, ankle
and foot swelled up. As I've been hobbling around, I've had to cut
back on my activities. My friends have all been very supportive and
sympathetic. But when I told my 91-year-old mother (who lives in
Florida) about it, she simply said, “Buck up.”

This wasn't the first time I'd heard that message from her. She said
it during the aftermath of Hurricane Sandy, when I didn’t have any
electricity or water and had to stay with friends uptown. “Are you sure
youre a Jewish mother?” I asked her.

When we were growing up, she never let my sisters or me whine or
wallow in self-pity. “Nobody likes a cry baby,” she would tell us. And
as a result, we're all pretty resilient. We deal with adversity and try to
enjoy ourselves.

My mother was—and still is—very attractive. But she never just
coasted on her good looks. She has a great sense of humor and cares
about others. She’s fun to be around and always tries to look on the
bright side. She used to visit me in New York City on Mother’s Day
weekend. We would go to the theatre, museums and shops; she was
the best shopper. One time, she dropped her wallet in the taxi cab
on the way to my apartment. When we later discovered the loss, I
thought she would be upset and it would ruin our weekend. “Don’t
be silly,” she said, “it’s only money and credit cards. Nothing ter-
rible happened to me, so let’s not worry about it.” P.S., the cab driver
turned in her wallet with all its contents, the next day.

Another time, she was scheduled to visit me about two weeks after
9/11. T asked her if she wanted to cancel since everyone was nervous
about flying. “Are you kidding?” she replied. “I'm not letting Osama
bin Laden ruin my weekend in New York.” And we had a terrific time.
She’s in a wonderful retirement home with meals and activities galore
and has a 98-year-old boyfriend. She’s losing her memory and tires
easily. I call her every day. If she’s not having a good day, she always
says, “Don’t worry, tomorrow will be better.” I'm very thankful to
have a mother who has such a positive attitude and who has taught
me how to “buck up.”

-11 -
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COPING
Hilda Feinstein

Maria is afraid to go out during the day to buy groceries. Her sons
go to school under a cloud of fear that their parents might be picked
up in a raid and deported. She rationalizes that the American im-
migration authorities are after only Latinos not Filippinos, but that
hardly assuages her fears. Since the Philippines was historically a
Spanish colony, it can be difficult to discern physical differences be-
tween Filipinos and Latinos, the immigrant group most targeted for
deportation. Maria and her family can, therefore, easily be mistaken
as Mexican. She worries for the family. She worries all the time. While
she tries to keep her fears and anxiety from her children, her husband
tries to keep her calm, but he, too, worries and cries under the covers
late into the night.

A large Philippine community exists in the U.S. Maria and Alber-
to are undocumented and live near Alberto’s sister and other family
members. He and Maria came to the U.S. in the hopes of providing
their sons with the opportunity of a better future, the mantra of most
hopeful immigrants. Maria with a high school diploma and Alberto
with some college, work hard and are law abiding. Although they
overstayed their visas, they, like millions of others before them, are
simply seeking a better life for themselves and their children.

Maria and Alberto work as housekeepers for a friend of mine. They
are trustworthy and conscientious and kind. They have provided
competent service for ten years, caring for the home and children and
have lived a hopeful and relatively worry free life in America—that is,
until now. If they felt at all cautious or disenfranchised before, it has
now become much worse and there are no signs that this increased
anxiety will abate anytime soon. A presidential campaign promise to
deport all immigrants without papers allows no realistic options for
this model immigrant family. They feel they cannot go back to the
Philippines nor do they want to; America has been home for them
since their children were toddlers. But they may have to.

How do those who feel intimidated and unwelcome cope with their
world? How do they wake up each morning, prepare breakfast for
their children and put one foot in front of the other? How do they



keep their worry and tears at bay? The ‘conversation’ has been had
with the boys... “stay away from crowds... if we are picked up, here
are the numbers to call...”

Alberto, Jr., the oldest, has a passion for learning and has entered
college this past fall; the younger, Peter, is in high school and both
have absorbed the hope of the American dream. They are old enough
to understand and they too worry, not for themselves as much as for
their parents. As DACA children (Deferred Action for Childhood
Arrivals) they are provided with a temporary suspension of deportation
and the authorization to work in the United States, but that authori-
zation will soon expire. In addition, the addresses of all applicants are
on record with the government, and no one knows what will happen
next since DACA has become a political football. Its fate is in the
hands of Congress, a mercurial president and his supportive cast of
subordinates.

Today, here in the United States more than 11 million “undocu-
mented” immigrants are considered so much illegal refuse by our gov-
ernment—to be discarded as quickly as possible. Although it is easier
to deport the nameless and the faceless, it is not easy to look into the
eyes of Maria and Alberto and their sons as they navigate their way
through a complex political quagmire. This family is more fortunate
than many as their employer is their advocate and will look out for
them and provide whatever legal services they may need. Maria and
Alberto, nevertheless, must act cautiously, even deceitfully at times in
order to endure. Confused and not knowing who to trust, they cast
cautious eyes over their shoulders, move furtively every moment of
every day in order not to draw attention to themselves. Their courage
to persevere, despite intense media attention and feelings of intimi-
dation, is remarkable and inspiring. They are proud people who will
continue to persist in their determination to be Americans—but they
are very frightened and tired. Hiding in plain sight is exhausting.

-13-
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PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY
AND SANDY KOUFAX
Bob Reiss

Someone asked me recently if I had read Sandy Koufax: A Lefiys
Legacy by Jane Leavy. Well, of course I had. What blue-blooded
Dodger or ex-Brooklyn Dodger fan hadn't? Although Sandy’s exploits
dominated baseball only after the Dodgers’ reviled move to Los Angeles,
he remained firmly in the hearts of his erstwhile Brooklyn fans.

So, what does this have to do with one of the greatest poets in the
English language, Percy Bysshe Shelley? Well...

Some say Koufax’s pitching was poetry in motion... but thats not it.
No, it all starts with a vacation in the U.K. As usual, my wife, Debra, was
our nonpareil trip planner. After much internet research, she came
upon “The Shelley Cottage.”

The Shelley Cottage takes its name from the famed nineteenth
century poet who honeymooned at the cottage, then known locally as
“Mrs. Hooper’s Lodgings,” during the summer of 1812 with his child
bride, Harriet Westbrook. Debra and I were captivated by the website’s
description: “an award-winning hotel which commands spectacular,
breathtaking sea views across Lynmouth Bay. Lynmouth was described
by Thomas Gainsborough as ‘the most delightful place for a landscape
painter this country can boast.” A loving restoration has endowed the
cottage with its own unique character, elegance and style.”

Moreover, Debra negotiated a reservation for the very suite where
the newly married couple had stayed. With our departure imminent,
we packed and, as usual, I included several books for vacation reading.
Among them was the aforementioned Koufax biography. (This pre-
dated e-books; you had to take the real thing).

We were not disappointed with the cottage. It epitomized English
charm. The suite included floor-to-ceiling bookshelves filled with
vintage books by Shelley, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Blackmore, and
others who had purportedly stayed there.

During our multiday sojourn and between sightseeing trips to the
Exmoor coastline and National Park, I did manage to finish reading
the Koufax story. On trips such as these, I was accustomed, after
finishing a book, to jettison it so as to lighten my luggage on the rest



of the trip. With that wall of bookshelves staring me in the face, it just
seemed natural to place the Koufax book there for the reading pleasure
of future occupants. To honor Mr. Shelley, I carefully selected a spot
adjacent to his Complete Poems.

I often fantasize about what happens when a British vacationer,
looking in those bookshelves for poetry to round out the “Shelley
experience,” comes upon Sandy Koufax: A Leftys Legacy. First of all,
being British, she has no idea who Sandy Koufax Is. Second, she now
thinks her education deficient since she’s never heard of a literary figure
with that name. And finally, her curiosity takes over and she becomes
one of a handful of people in the UK. who are familiar with this
American sports icon.

I think that over the years, these imagined encounters with my
“contribution” to the Shelley Cottage library have given me as much
pleasure as our stay at The Shelley Cottage.

-15 -
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REUNION
Mary Beth Yakoubian

Chris began to question the wisdom of this trip. She had skipped
every previous high school reunion, so why bother slogging all the
way to Middleford, Connecticut for this one? OK, it was the big
one—fifty years—the only one she’'d even considered attending.
Half a century later and she still recalled those four miserable years
with loathing.

Since graduating in 1968, only two events were momentous enough
for her to make the trip back to the town she hated. The first was in
1980 for cousin Irene’s funeral. A sweet, smart girfl—woman actually
—valedictorian of her class at the University of Bridgeport, puta bullet
through her brain at age 27. That was a tough one. And then the
other trip a few years ago for her brother David’s funeral. No love lost
there—died of a drug overdose—but still, he was her brother.

Chris had not been one of the “popular” girls in high schoo—defi-
nitely not part of the cheerleader group. The desirable cliques were
populated with kids who fit the standard Middleford profile: fair skin,
cute round face, blond, most of Czech or Slovak heritage. On the other
hand, olive skin, angular features, brunette—these were considered
ugly. The names of the senior class officers told the whole story:
Janosko, Perubsky, Savko, Dorak. Her surname—Habiby—did not
belong among them.

A lot of water under the bridge in the past fifty years. Chris knew
she was no longer the wallflower she'd been in high school. She had
moved—escaped—to New York City exactly oneweek after graduation.
Gradually, painfully, she had managed to shed her feelings of inferiority.
Her exotic Middle Eastern looks proved no longer to be a liability as
they had once been. In a cosmopolitan environment, she discovered
that people found her exceptionally attractive. An improved self-image
contributed to her decision to focus her energy on getting a good
education, which she did with gusto.

Chris was pretty confident that she not only looked better than
before, but also had a superior résumé under her belt. So why the
hesitation? One minute she was terrified of facing her former class-
mates, and the next minute she couldn’t wait to see the looks on their
faces when the new Chris walked in. But to be honest she did hesitate,



because of the very real possibility that they might snub her, just as
they used to fifty years ago.

There was one person she was eager to see: her best friend JoAnn
Russo. They had been buddies for four years but lost touch soon after
they graduated and went their separate ways. JoAnn had been admit-
ted to Bennington, and Chris was sure that experience must have had
a huge influence on her.

Chris ultimately decided to throw caution to the wind and go to the
reunion in style. She chose to wear a magenta knit dress that showed
off her still slender, toned figure. Sitting in the car, she was grateful
for the Uber driver’s small talk during the ride from her hotel to the
reunion at Riverview Bistro. His banter helped her ignore the ambiva-
lence she still felt about showing up at all.

When she stepped out of the car at the entrance, she did not recognize
the building; apparently it had changed ownership since 1968. She
gripped the entrance handle and forced herself to smile. No sooner
did she walk in than she realized she must be in the wrong place; there
wasn't a familiar face to be seen among the milling group. She was
reaching for her phone to call a car when she noticed a sign that read,
“Middleford High School 50-Year Reunion.”

Then an official looking man approached her. “I'm sorry miss, the
restaurant is closed tonight for a private event.” His nametag read
Andrew Janosko.

“Andy, it's me, Chris Habiby.” She remembered him clearly. He had
never bothered to speak to her, except when he needed to cheat off
her in Algebra.

“Chris! Wow, I'm so glad you could make it. Let’s get you a name
tag! We must take some pictures together.”

She smiled again, this time for real.

-17 -
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GENIUS IS EASY, COMEDY IS HARD
Stephen Rosen

There’s no evidence that Albert Einstein, iconic genius of the twentieth
century, secretly wanted to be a stand-up comic. But there are vague
hints to be found. Look deeply enough... and cherry pick.

Einstein was famously indifferent to fame. He said, “With fame, I
became more and more stupid.” Remember the photograph of him
sticking his tongue out at a journalist who wanted to interview him?
Accosted by a reporter who asked him for an interview, he said, “I'm not
Einstein,” and the reporter said, “Yes, you are. I've seen your picture in
the newspapers.” Einstein replied, “Who should know better—you or
me?” He deflected intrusive reporters by saying, “People often tell me I
resemble Einstein.”

He hated being the celebrated superstar and stand-in for genius we
know him to be. At times he was bored with fame: “Why should I be
honored for doing what... came naturally?”

Just because you're good at something does not mean you have to like
it. It’s not surprising Einstein might wish to be good at something (aside
from physics) he really enjoyed: being witty.

Others called him a genius, but he never thought so. Einstein said he
wasn't smarter than anyone else—he insisted that he merely stayed on a
problem longer than others. Of course, only a genius would say some-
thing like that.

His private life was enriched by romances, indiscretions, philandering,
paramours, and sexual adventures. Or, as he put it, “I prefer silent vice
to ostentatious virtue.” He carefully guarded his privacy, including his
intimate friendships with prominent women, like Elisabeth, the Queen
Mother of Belgium. He wrote to her, “Because of a peculiar property I
have acquired, anything I do is likely to develop into a ridiculous comedy.”

In 1905, his annus mirabilis (miracle year), he produced four discoveries,
each of which was worthy of a physics Nobel prize. However, he did not
want to be remembered as a towering figure in the annals of physics. He
said, “Yesterday idolized, today hated, tomorrow forgotten, and the day
after tomorrow promoted to sainthood.” He wanted to be remembered
as a person who valued his private life. “Love is a better teacher than a
sense of duty.”

Of course, genius is easy, if, like Einstein, you're a genius. But comedy
is hard, even for comics... even for geniuses. Scouring the Einstein



Archives, what fractional evidence can we find to support a truly dubious
hypothesis that Einstein was a closet stand-up comic?

When asked, “Whatis the greatest invention of all time?” Albert Einstein
answered, “Compound Interest!”

He inquired of a train conductor, while passing Oxford Station, “Does
Oxford stop at this train?”

“Once you know the Universe is matter expanding into nothingness,
wearing plaid with stripes comes easy.”

“We all know that light travels faster than sound; that’s why certain
people appear bright until you hear them speak.” I suggest he was
referring to journalists.

“Life is finite; time is infinite. The probability that I am alive is zero; in
spite of this, I am alive. Now how is that?”

Einstein could be seriously charming, but maybe full-fledged comedy
eluded him. Comedy is really hard. Perhaps, in a parallel anti-matter
Universe, a night club owner would give him a few minutes on the stage
of his comedy club. He could advertise these luminous one-liners from
The Man-Of-The-Century... the ultimate stand-up comic? Yes, genius is
easy (if youre Einstein), but comedy is hard (if you're Einstein).

Even though there was no known repulsive force at the time, Einstein
added a “fudge factor” to his 1916 prediction of gravitational waves to
allow for the possibility of repulsive force in the Universe. He famously
remarked that this so-called “cosmological constant” was his “greatest
blunder.” Too bad Einstein didn live long enough to know what we
have recently discovered from the Hubble Telescope: a repulsive gravi-
tational force exisss, and it’s called “dark energy’—responsible for the
accelerating expansion of the Universe.

“The only time I ever made a mistake was on the one occasion when
I said I was wrong... and I was right.” He never said this. I did. But he
should have. It would have been his comic cosmic trope.

“Always be yourself,” I was once advised, “unless you're a jerk; in that
case you should be someone else.” Some of us may have actually wanted
to be someone else. In fact, when young I wanted to be Albert Einstein.
After eighty-four years, it still hasn’t happened. I also wanted to be a
stand-up comic, but that never happened either. So, here’s my Plan B:
imagine Albert Einstein saying, “Genius is easy. Comedy is hard.”
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COLLAR AND LEASH
Linda Rothstein

The only good thing about moving to California was that we took
the dog along. I knew I'd be friendless at my new school. A new girl
in the senior year? Who will sign my year book? Who will write about
all the funny moments we shared? Who will say they will remember
me always when they don't even know my name?

The dog was an Irish Terrier. He was kind of a sandy-red color and
we gave him an Irish name—Dinty. He would have to serve as my
best friend now. My best friend he was, until he wasn’.

For most of the 2,000-mile journey with my parents, I sat in the
backseat with the dog standing on my stomach and drooling. It wasn’t
as bad as all that. Drool is cool and cars didn't have air conditioning
back then. At first, the drive was a bore. Endless fields of golden grains
of corn. Then we came to the foot of the mountains. That’s where
my father let me take the wheel. The road was so steep going up,
I couldn’t see over the hood of the car. One wrong swerve and we
would have plummeted to the rocks below. I have no idea why the
whole family’s survival was placed at the mercy of a sixteen-year-old
girl with only a learner’s permit.

We did manage to reach Hollywood, and my mother found us an
apartment there. I had nothing to do that friendless summer but take
Dinty out for walks in the Hollywood Hills. We always went out early
so he could frolic in the dewdrops on the grass—thick tropical grass.
Everything here was strange to a Midwesterner, even the lawns.

What happened, happened on a Saturday morning. My mother
handed me his collar and leash, as usual. I took them but did not
use them, as usual. I wanted my dog to run free as the wind. To tell
the truth, Dinty was as dumb as a bump in the road (he flunked
obedience school twice), but that didnt mean he would run away.
We walked up, up the slope, up to the Magic Castle, a private club
where magicians roam, stopping at tables to pull a coin out of your
ear, or to challenge you to pick a card, any card... a card to foretell
your fortune?

I sat on a step to rest. I saw Dinty cross the road to sniff the
bougainvillea on a house that looked to be as large as the Magic Castle.
Probably a movie star’s home. I saw my dog was about to lift his leg



where he shouldn’t. I called, “Here, Dinty, come, Dinty.” I saw the
terrier ears stand at attention. He heard and he meant to obey.

It happened so fast that I never saw the car. What I heard was a
souped-up engine from hell. It was coming our way and there was my
dog, poised to step into the road.

I yelled, “Stay, Dinty, stay.” His ears drooped. That meant he was
cogitating, but Dinty was not good at any type of thought. He was
confused. I kept yelling, “Stay, stay,” but it was no good.

He went down with a whack. For what seemed forever, all I could do
was look down at my own white knuckles. I was clutching his collar
and leash in my hand. What use were they now?

I heard the car speed away as if life were a joy ride. I went to my dog.
There was red blood on the road, the red of a rusty piece of machinery.
I stroked and I stroked the red fur of his muzzle. He was wheezing.
Only his eyes were moving—first, toward me; then the brown of his
eyes rolled up into the sockets until only the white showed.

I always thought it strange how people look up to heaven when they
need help. Now I knew that dogs look to heaven as well. I hope there’s
something nice for my dog up there. If I could send a note, I'd write,
“Please let my dog lift his leg wherever he wants, even over someone’s

flower bed.”

ADVICE TO ME FROM MY MOTHER
Helen Saffran

Don’t make a mountain out of a mole hill
Don't hide your light under a barrel
Don’t put all your eggs in one basket
Don’t get ahead of yourself
Don't let your bangs hide your face.
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OVER THE MOUNTAINS

Joan Diamond

Anna stayed with friends the night before she left town. That morning
the pale, unclouded sky was reassuring, but Anna’s confident fagade
crumbled when she said good-bye to her hosts. She drove across town,
sniffling to pick up her old, brown tabby cat to take him with her to
their new home.

Harry Cat submitted to swallowing a tranquilizer and being con-
fined in his carrier. Anna positioned it among the suitcases and boxes
in the blue hatchback so Harry would have plenty of air, closed the
hatch door, and headed for Route 1. At the gas station she ran into a
faculty acquaintance who knew her only as a colleague’s wife. Anna
remembered holding his drink for him at a formal campus celebration
while he straightened his cummerbund. He asked politely where she
was going, and she told him she was moving to Virginia to teach at a
small women’s college there.

The cat was so uncharacteristically silent during the drive south that
despite the rush of traffic, which made the long dry roadside grasses
swish, she pulled over and opened the hatchback. Harry blinked
sleepily through the screen of his prison, eyes half closed and paws
tucked under his plush breast. He responded to her anxious inquiry
with a slurred meow.

Anna was unaccustomed to exploring new territory on her own, so
she had not plotted her route with any care, just glanced at the map
and set out to take what seemed to be the major highways heading
south and then west. That was a mistake. She was not prepared to
circumvent D.C., and she became lost in its labyrinth of one-way
streets and the rushing cross currents of urban traffic. She blundered,
sweating anxiously, until she found the intersection with the west-
bound highway.

The day darkened as she drove across Virginia. She had seen the
mountains looming around the valley where the college was located
when she flew down for her interview. But she had not anticipated
how long it would take to drive up, over, and down the winding
mountain roads. Finally, she stopped for the night and smuggled
Harry into her motel room. He curled up on the bed next to her, soft
and warm as a cashmere blanket.



Anna had chosen campus housing for her new home: half a semi-
detached bungalow with fat white pillars and a front porch. It even
had a name rather than an address: Duchouquet Cottage. A taciturn,
standoffish woman, a college administrator (who turned out to be a
serious alcoholic) lived in the adjoining apartment of the cottage.

That evening the department chairman and his wife hosted a little
get-together to introduce Anna to her new colleagues. She tried to
study their interactions discreetly, and although their sociability
seemed forced, she appreciated the effort they were making. When
she returned to her new home, Anna let Harry out for the night.
There was almost no traffic on campus and wide territory to explore.

In the morning Harry did not appear on the doorstep, nor did he
come home that night. In a panic she put up notices in the college
post office and informed the campus police. One of them called the
next day to tell Anna that they had found a little black cat with a red
collar. Was that her kitty? It wasn't.

The following day Anna’s next-door neighbor found Harry Cat
scrabbling at the cellar window on her side of the cottage. He was
trying vainly to find his way into his new residence, but he had never
lived in a divided house before. With time he, like Anna, would adapt

to his new home.
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TALE OF TWO FAMILY MEMBERS

Diane Crothers

Author’s Note: While exploring my family history I've uncovered some
remarkable family stories that illustrate the human side of large historical
events. Thefollowingpiece primarily focuses on two family members: Captain
Joseph Reid, a slaveholder and B.E Towns, a well-known reporter and son
of a fugitive slave.

Descended from Scots Presbyterian immigrants, Joseph Reid was
born in 1824, the eldest son of a family of successful South Carolina
planters. His grandfather had received 300 acres of farmland for his
service in the Revolution and subsequently bequeathed 650 acres and
two slaves to Joe’s father and family.

In 1835, after the removal of the Chickasaw Indians pursuant to the
Treaty of Pontotoc opened land to white settlers, Joe’s father moved his
family and slaves to northern Mississippi’s Chickasaw County.

By 1850, they had established a secure foothold as wealthy Missis-
sippi planters. According to the 1850 Census, Joe’s father owned 20
slaves, half of whom were ten years of age or younger. The young slaves
were put to work as soon as they could stand and pick cotton.

Meanwhile, in another branch of the extended Reid family, we find
a male, unnamed slave, born at the turn of the 19th century. This
enslaved man—born in Virginia to a large slaveholding family named
Towns—became a fugitive in the 1820s or 1830s adopting the name
Benjamin Franklin Towns.

Towns ended up in a fugitive slave community near Toronto, Canada,
and with his wife Cordelia sired a son in 1840, naming him after him-
self, Benjamin Franklin Towns. The younger B.E. Towns lived in To-
ronto until after the Civil War ended slavery, when he returned to the
land of his parents’ birth.

Four years after the War in the early days of Reconstruction, Captain
Joe Reid shot and killed Thomas Jefferson Smith and wounded two
or three other young white men when, according to the Vicksburg
Herald, they “serenaded a freedman,” probably one of Joe’s former
slaves. (“Serenading” was a term used by Ku Klux Klan night riders to
terrorize black men from voting during Reconstruction.)



A jury found Joe guilty of manslaughter, although it is unclear
whether he served any time. A question remains about whether his
1869 shooting spree against probable Klan members was to protect
his former slaves or to maintain order, in his professional capacity as a
police board official.

Meanwhile, B.E Towns had become an acclaimed newspaper reporter
and sought-after “race man” who gave lectures on the 15th Amendment,
which extended the right to vote to black men. At his untimely death
at age 50 in 1891, he was working on a book, The Black Phalanx, a
complete history of the colored soldiers of the United States.

The lives and experiences of Captain Joe Reid and Benjamin Franklin
Towns are linked forever in the descendants of the Reid/Towns family,
which is my own family.

My mother was a great niece of Captain Joe and I married a man
descended from B. E Towns, whose first name was also Benjamin. Our
son was thus descended from both Captain Joe and B.F. Towns.

The devastating costs to the enslaved of centuries of American slavery
are reflected in the multi-generational history of this one American
family. The wounds to those who defended their right to hold slaves
are also significant, but of course, they pale in comparison. Of the eight
sons of the Reid generation serving the Confederacy in my family, three
were killed in the War and two suffered severed or shattered limbs.

Captain Joe was able to recoup ownership of 400 acres of land at the
end of the 19th century, but had no spouse or children, suggesting
perhaps a shadow life invisible to us. He lived to 97, nearly twice as
long as B.E. Towns.

The former slave whom Joe may have been protecting in 1869 lived
into his seventies, witnessing Captain Joe benefit from the fruits of his
own uncompensated lifelong labor and unable to provide resources to
his own children.

Benjamin Franklin Towns led a life of exemplary advocacy for black
equal rights. His progeny survived Jim Crow, attaining graduate-level
educations in lives of community service.

However, in the early 1990s B. E Towns’ great-grandson still decided
to leave the country of his birth to become an expatriate in Europe,
free from the American burden of a brown skin. And, of course, the debt
for centuries of unpaid labor remains uncompensated in the afterlife
of slavery.
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THE WALNUT CAPER
John Spiegel

It was one of the items on our Thanksgiving shopping list. “Would
you mind putting these back in the bin?” my wife asked. “I've decided
to use the shelled walnuts. We won't have to waste time shelling them.”

“OK,” I said, turning to find the correct aisle. As I was emptying
the whole walnuts back into the bin, I had the impulse to keep one. I
mulled the issue over for a few seconds. /£5 wrong to do this, I thought.
1 wonder if anyone is watching? Am I'm being videoed?

I decided I would chance it, that no one would notice or care, and
I squeezed the corner of the bag to keep that final walnut from falling
back into the bin. Trying to be nonchalant, I stuffed the walnut,
camouflaged by the plastic bag, into my jacket pocket. Pretending to
be oblivious but feeling slightly guilty, I withdrew from the scene of
the crime. I decided that, if confronted, I was going to declare it an
“Oops!” moment. [ felt like I was back in the corner candy store at
seven years old, stealing a penny candy.

I didn’t mention it to my wife until we returned home. I placed the
lonely walnut on the back of the kitchen counter and left it there for
two weeks. I saw it almost every time I reentered the kitchen, but I
never had the impulse to eat it.

Finally, the day after Thanksgiving, I decided to crack it open. It
sparked some wonderful surprises. I was immediately flooded by
memories of my grandmother and my frequent visits to her home.
She often had a bowl of walnuts with a silver nutcracker on her dining
room table. It was a joy to unlock and eat the fresh nuts, each one more
delicious than the last. The nutcracker took shape in my mind. I could
see the intricate design on the grip, feel its grooved texture, its weight
in my hands. I remembered that the bracket connecting the grips was
loose and the handles were easy to separate and expand in the reverse
direction, allowing me to draw an imaginary circle by holding the tips.
I saw the cracked pieces of the nuts sitting on her tablecloth.

I was back there, with her.

I thank the walnut for surprising me with memories of youthful
mischief and a special intimacy. Sometimes crime does pay.



THE FRENCH AMERICAN
Jennifer Jolly

In the midst of great kerfuffle
Miranda Parker ate a truffle

“That’s a strange thing she just had”
Said Dan of slow wit, “Is she mad?”
But Miranda fancied being French
To eat such things to her made sense
She said, “I'll have some escargots
In garlic sauce not food to go

I’ll eat foie gras not curly fries

Or onion rings or pizza pies
Croissants dunked in café au lait
Will be my breakfast every day
Frogs legs too would really please
Plus chardonnay with Roquefort cheese
Quiche, baguettes, I love them too
Crepes Suzette, a bouquet stew”

Another student who loved meat
Thought burgers were a better treat
Said, “Why eat that awful Frenchy stuff?
To buy it here is very tough”

Miranda said, “I love French food

My tastes are fine while yours are crude.
I’ll write a book on French food yet

You think I won't, let’s make a bet”

So off to France Miranda goes

She settles in forgets her woes

She tries out foods, makes notes in haste
Of everything that suits her taste

Then one fine day she starts to write
Working hard by day and night

Her book comes out to great acclaim
“French Food for Americans” is its name
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A SOCIETY OF SURVIVORS
Mary Ann Donnelly

The bad begins with a bang

There should be a warning

Like storm clouds furrowing on a forehead
A rumble of thunder in the gut

A ripple of wind with a scent of smoke
Forming in the psyche

An omen of the impending doom.

Instead it comes suddenly, sharply, out of nowhere

A knock on the door, the phone call in the night
Popping sounds like firecrackers

The dark moment that separates the world you knew
From the new now

Never to be the same.

Before you knew it couldn’t, wouldn’t, happen to you
Now you know you could never be safe

Before you were clueless, but cautious

Now after, you're surprisingly free, knowing

That no other bad thing could ever come close.

The numbness recedes, you stumble, you stagger
But soon you choose

To put your pain in a box

Until someone else’s world turns

And you take it out in solidarity.

A society of survivors.



THE STARDUST HOTEL IS NO MORE

Linda Rothstein

The Stardust in Vegas—no more
In its place is a gold-plated tower
For the billionaire and the foreign high roller

Lost in the rubble are my memories
Of yesterday’s Nevada celebrities

No more shows while eating dinner
No more Bojangles or Dean or Sinatra

And what of the casino staff?

The cigarette girl peddling smokes and candy and stuff?
Every hour on the hour she'd show up

Like a blackjack or snake eyes or a cuckoo clock.

She was old when I was young

And her knees were all but gone.

She'd gained some weight around her rear
And her outfit clung like her underwear.

Now that the Stardust has gone to dust

And the one-armed bandits have gone to rust
Is she now selling cigarettes to the rat-pack’s ghosts?
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THE BATTLE OF BOWLING GREEN
Wayne Cotter

The following poem is an ode ro “Fearless Girl,”
the controversial statue, erected in March 2017, that
Jaced the Wall Street Bull outside Quest headquarters.

Outside Our Doors
A Drama Plays
Out

Daily.

A Feisty Bull’s
Domain
Threatened

By a

Small

Defiant

Wisp of a Girl.

He Snorts
Fumes
Threatens.

She Stands Tall
Arms Akimbo
Eyes Fixed
Determined.

I Am Going
Nowhere
She Proclaims.

The Battle of Bowling Green
Wages On.

Watch This Space.



HE TOUCHED ME WITH HIS CUP

Hilda Feinstein

Really touched me!

Crowded, cacophonous, clamorous
Screeching, lurching train ride home
Heading downtown

Elbows elbowing elbows

Exhausted shoppers, workers
Hungry, harried, homebound

Like me—

Then he

Unsolicited, unexpected, unwelcome
Bearded, grizzled, grimy and gray
Feet bare, clothes mismatched, shabby and scuzzy
Muffled beggar words

Clink, clinking coins in a metal cup
Unsteady, unstable, shaky

Suddenly, shockingly

Struggling for balance

Stumbling

Crashing to the ground
Head hitting hard

Unaware of his graceless fall
Un everything

Time stops
For me
For all who see

His cup

Landing in my lap
Coins jingling
Untouched, unfazed
Unlike

My feelings

For him
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CONSENT
Carole Cronig Abrahams

He said
She said
“Yes7’

Consent

Swiveling meaning of agreement
Corrupted, smothered autonomy

Sweet convincing
Still exists

But consent coerced
Has seen some light

[luminating
He said

She said
“Yes”

UP WITH ROMANCE
Betty Farber

On the DOWN escalator

In the subway at 59th and Lex

I stared at a couple on the UP escalator
Kissing as they moved through space,
He one step above her

She reaching her lips up to his.

What awed