
The truth is…we gather on the Third Monday of each month to practice our writing skills. We 
listen and share in each other’s work. We are small in number and our commitment is strictly to 
produce and foster creativity among our members.  

We started in July 1999 and consist of adults that enjoy writing memoirs, commentaries, essays, 
poems, and/or prose. Our simple method each month is to use a pre-selected word or phrase as 
the basis of a story, an idea, an opinion, a derivative of, or an implied essence of and write a 
document of no more than 1000 words (approximately 2 pages).  We share our stories, comment, 
and in that way build up our writing skills through practice and presentation. The atmosphere is 
friendly and supportive, and the feedback is gentle.  

Curious? Always wanted to try writing for fun, entertainment, or even profit? Come visit with 
us at any of our open meetings. Bring a sample of your work. Sit in and see what we do. If you 
like it, join us every month and become a member. Contact Nancy at nestewart@ameritech.net  
for information.  
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Haunted 
By Pauline Bastek 

 
We always called it the haunted house. It was dark red brick, what we could see of it, with three 
small windows on the top floor, looking out on Chicago Avenue, our go to shopping center in the 
late Forties, in what is now West Town.  
 
At that time it was a working-class neighborhood composed of a mixture of Polish, Slavic, and 
Italians. The house was almost hidden by evergreens and plane trees surrounded by a black 
wrought iron fence with sharp points on top. It was rusted in spots and the greenery was 
punching through in spots. The first floor was barely visible but you could hear cats that had the 
most blood curdling yowls and seemed to only be present after dark. 
 
The house was about 3 blocks from Ashland Avenue and since we lived close to Damen Avenue 
we had to pass by to get to Goldblatt Brothers on our weekly excursion.  
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We were about eight years old and walked as close to the curb as we could, when passing it. I 
suggested that we cross the street but that side of the street had the neighborhood tavern with 
more than its share of unemployed layabouts who spent their days ogling the opposite sex 
regardless of age. My friend Betty who was two years older than Ruth and I was showing signs 
of maturity ahead of her years and was a target of male cat calls so we just crossed our fingers 
and rushed past our local haunted house.  
 
When I asked my mother about the house, she informed me that it was our imagination. She said 
Chicago Avenue had stores and commercial businesses and that we had too much timed on our 
hands. She offered to find something useful for us to do. Before she could, we were on our way 
to find some empty soda bottles that we could return to the neighborhood grocery for a two-cent 
deposit per bottle and spend it on candy.  
 
We were ahead of our time in being ecologically conscious and helping the sluggish economy.  
 
That winter was one that went down in the record books. The snow and ice limited our shopping 
trips to the neighborhood grocery and drugstore. We did not get to Goldblatt’s and the Chicago 
and Ashland shopping mecca until Easter week when a sudden blast of southern air melted the 
remaining snow sending rivers of muddy waters down streets and sidewalks. 
 
As soon as we could arrange it, the three of us took to Chicago Avenue and our long-awaited 
shopping spree. So anxious were we that we were in front of the haunted house before we even 
realized it. But where was the house. Just trees and weeds as far back as we could see. No bricks, 
no windows, no cats. We just stared. Ruth and Betty looked stunned.  I remember feeling 
suddenly cold even though the sun was blazing on this out of season eighty some degree day. All 
I could say was, “I knew it was haunted and now it disappeared.” 
 
We quickly started running, not stopping till we found ourselves in front of Woolworth’s Five 
and Dime, next door to Goldblatt’s.  
 
Coming home we passed the black fence, looked at each other and didn’t say a word. No house, 
haunted or otherwise. Suddenly we heard this yowl, we stopped to see the cats, but there were no 
cats that we could see. The yowling got louder and we took off as fast as our legs could carry us. 
We stopped only when we got to the drugstore. 
 
Sitting down at the counter we ordered our chocolate phosphate, Cherry Coke and Green River 
drinks. Our favorite weekly treat. 
 
A few weeks later walking down Chicago Avenue we noticed the fence was gone as were the 
trees. Before summer was over a bicycle shop was standing. No house, haunted or otherwise. 
Where once we rushed past, we now stopped to admire shiny new bikes, When I mentioned the 
new bike shop to my mother, she said she was glad that the empty lot was finally serving a useful 
purpose. She never mentioned a tall dark red brick house and neither did I. 
 

###   
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Nice Things Pt 2 
By Kelly Tansor 

 
The doorbell rang, and immediately my brother’s voice was singing at me through the 

door. “Heyyyy, golden boy!” 
No, I thought to myself. Not today. 
I ran to the door. As much as I wanted to ignore him, I knew he wasn’t going to leave 

quietly. I stood and took a breath before opening the door. 
“I told you, Seth, I need another week,” I said firmly. “Alright, my kid just got braces, 

and my insurance—” 
“Ah, save it.” He pushed past me and marched into my house. “You know the deal, 

Everett. You pay me back in a timely, monthly fashion, and I keep my big mouth shut.” He 
helped himself to a water bottle from my refrigerator. 

“Look, man,” I pleaded, “you know I’m always good on paying you back. Sometimes, 
you know, life happens, and—” 

“Oh, is that right?” He flashed his wide eyes at me. “Mr. Big-Shot-Investment-Banker 
had life happen? And now he can’t pay back his own brother?” 

I rolled my eyes. 
“Hmm, so much for Mama’s golden boy,” he continued as he sauntered into the living 

room. “That reminds me, where’s the wife?” 
I sighed. “Dropping off my kid at a sleepover. She’ll lose her mind if she sees you here, 

you know.” I hoped the reminder would push Seth out of my house. 
He stood by the fireplace and looked over all the photos on our mantelpiece. He picked 

one up of me, my wife, and our son at the pumpkin patch. “Ah, there she is,” he said smugly. 
“Yeah, I remember the last time I saw her.” He slammed down his water bottle and turned to face 
me. “What was it she said to me that day? I was a druggie? A delinquent? Unsafe? That I had a 
God complex?” 

He smashed the picture frame onto the floor, breaking it in half. “Tell me, Everett, what 
would your wife think if she knew you were God’s favorite customer?” 

“Take it easy, Seth,” I said under my breath. 
He pointed his finger at me and slowly approached me. I backed away toward our 

couches. “Let me remind you that I am not a druggie. I just sell the stuff. You make investments 
at the bank, I make them in the streets. So, really, we’re not all that different.” His voice grew 
louder. He began throwing the couch pillows and cushions all around the room. At least this way 
he wasn’t breaking anything. 

“Seth, knock it off,” I said, louder this time. 
“Look at this. Look at all this.” He threw his arms out, motioning at the room we were in. 

“Fancy, modern kitchen. Huge living room. Brand new TV. High ceilings. Coffee table with 
coasters.” He bent down and threw the coffee table onto its side. His throw made it seem as light 
as a feather, but the crash was as loud as a wrecking ball through glass. He was yelling now. 
“You really think you deserve all these nice things?” 

I stiffened. The amount of damage he had done in a short amount of time had left me 
speechless. It was clear that my past actions would never stop haunting me, not as long as Seth 
had this much stubbornness and this short of a fuse. 
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He slowly walked toward me until he was mere inches from my face. I swallowed as he 
smirked. He said slowly, “You’re no better than my clients living on the street.” 

“I quit a long time ago,” I said through gritted teeth. 
He smiled and shook his head. “Not long enough. You still owe me, Ev.” He turned to 

walk toward the door. “I want my payment by Monday night. If I don’t have it, I know more 
ways to cause a ruckus.” He kicked over my shoe rack before walking out the door. 

I hurried outside to make sure Seth wouldn’t do anything to my front porch or driveway. 
Thankfully, his violent rage ended with my shoe rack. 

My brother marched down the front steps and to his car. It was almost mesmerizing. 
 

###   
 

House for Sale 
By N. Stewart 

 
It all started toward the end of the summer when I was asked if I was interested in selling 

my house. No, was my answer, never even thought about it. “Okay, when you do, I’m 
interested,” he said.  I thought that was strange, but shook it off and never gave it another 
thought. But as I think back that was the start of things happening inside the house.   

As usual on a Friday afternoon, I put the key in the lock and opened the door to our 
summer home in Wisconsin for the weekend. The setting is country with trees, woods and all 
sorts of roaming wildlife: mice, squirrels, chipmunks, deer, wild turkeys, hawks, hummingbirds, 
and song birds. I stood in the doorway and took in the room: papers, picture frames, magazines, 
pens, coloring pencils, decorative pieces that normally sit on tables were scattered all over the 
floor of the room.  The window shades were askew; the windows smeared on the inside, wet 
spots on the furniture, small animal turds all over the furniture, tables, cabinets, windowsills and 
floors. I was in shock. The kitchen was a total mess with tomatoes smashed against the windows, 
sink and counter, spice jars knocked from the window sill, empty garbage container tipped over, 
paper napkins on the floor.   

Leaving the front open and opening the back door to the outside world, I started to 
investigate room by room. Nothing found in the front bedroom, having searched the closets, 
under the bed, in every nook and cranny, I closed the door. Nothing in the bathroom either and 
close that door. On to the back bedroom where I found the culprit, posed on the corner of a large 
wall mounted picture frame. It scared me. I scared it. I jumped. It jumped down, running toward 
the front of the house. I chased it, holding what I could grab for protection. It climbed up on the 
new 50-inch TV where I envisioned the screen falling and being smashed to pieces. The outside 
door was open, but it ran to the back of the house. Giving the critter credit, I assumed it ran out 
the open back door. I gingerly and vigilantly searched the house from top to bottom again, 
cleaned and vacuumed for hours with nary a critter sighting. I believed it to be gone. 

 How did it get in the house? Then I remembered that years ago, we had a pot-bellied 
stove that provided heat for the house in the early spring and late fall. Long ago, the stove was 
disconnected and removed but the chimney pipe remained, ending in a false kitchen cabinet. I 
wondered if it came down the chimney and pushed against the cabinet door, and got into the 
house.  In an ever-so-careful manner, I opened the false door a fraction and heard something 
move. Not hesitating a second, I slammed the door and taped it shut.  
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Reinforcements arrived shortly thereafter and together we searched the house again. My 
hero found two small heads looking at him from their nest in the chimney when he opened the 
false door. The door was wired shut. It was a long sleepless weekend, listening for and imaging 
critters running around inside the house, climbing over everything.  

Critter Control came on Monday, opened the false door and there was nothing in the nest. 
Apparently, the critters came and went as they pleased. A one-way trap door would be 
temporarily placed on the chimney. We closed the house and headed home.    

Unfortunately, the story doesn’t end here. I put the key in the lock and opened the door 
the next Friday. Déjà vu. I must be seeing things I thought. Stuff knocked off surfaces again and 
scattered all over the floor, shades at odd angles, windows smeared, spice jars spilled, empty 
garbage can over turned and turds (though not as many) everywhere.   

Again, we searched the rooms for a critter, then there was the cleaning/disinfecting, 
vacuuming, washing windows, and straightening up to put the house in order. No critter was 
found. The false door remained sealed. I began to think the house was haunted or someone was 
playing tricks on me to get me to sell the house. I put the clothes closet back in order for the 
umpteen time and straightened the bedspread. My foot landed on a bushy tail. I ran out of the 
bedroom and slammed the door shut. Grabbing a flashlight, we slowly opened the door and 
shined the light under the bed. Prone on the floor was a grey squirrel, dead. My protector gloved 
his hands and picked up the critter, disposing of it. It had been in the house the entire time  

Mystery solved. Relief. Then, we heard movement coming from inside and toward the 
back of the house. We searched and listened, pulling the refrigerator out, pulling everything from 
the bedroom closet again, looking under the bed, looking in kitchen cabinets, and discovered the 
sound was coming from between a cabinet wall and the kitchen wall. Yet another animal was 
trapped, unable to get out. It jumped, moaned and clawed with no way of getting free. Shortly, an 
odor of decaying matter started to permeate the kitchen.  

What happened next was horrifying. As any animal decays, flies lay eggs and maggots 
hatch. We now had maggots, crawling out the tiniest of cracks under the cabinet in droves and 
crossing the kitchen floor. Critter Control and AI were not helpful: try salt, vinegar and water, 
disinfectant, block the opening, and the only thing that did help vacuuming.  For three days my 
hero stood guard, vacuuming the floor while I continuously cleaned the kitchen counters, 
cabinets, and floor.  It was disgusting. On the fourth day, the maggots stopped coming out and 
Critter Control arrived to assure us all was over. They critter-proofed the foundation, placed traps 
in the attic, permanently fixed the chimney, and I sterilized kitchen.  

During the month-long critter chaos, I thought about the earlier offer many times and 
believed it may be time to put the “For Sale” sign in the front lawn.     

###   
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Haunted 
By Anna  R Young 

 
Ashley had been sitting in her car for how long she didn't know. Her hands were gripping the 
steering wheel so tightly, they'd become stiff and discolored. She was resting her forehead on the 
top portion of the steering wheel with her eyes closed. This is the pose she adopted each time she 
parked in front of the House of  Horrors she and her identical twin siblings, Jamie and Jordan 
had spent their childhood and young teenage lives. Jamie a boy, Jordan a girl. She'd bought the 
house years ago. Not to reside in ever again but to remember to forget the devastating events 
they'd endured there as children. Buying it relieved and released the memories of their time 
there. It seems weird to anyone on the outside looking in, to fathom why someone would go back 
to the place where one once loved, or merely existed in an environment of hatred, disrespect, 
violence, physical and mental abuse. This is where Ashley and her siblings haunting began. 
 
She finally stepped out of the car and walked to the rear. Placing her right foot on the curb, 
raising herself onto the sidewalk, walked through the chain link fence and down the passageway 
to the steps. She hesitated. Finally placing her foot on the first step. Immediately drawing her 
foot back on the ground. It felt as though she'd experienced an electrifying shock! If this was 
how an electrifying shock felt, this was it!  Sharp, burning and numb! It was a big house. A two 
story red brick. Attic. Basement. Three bedrooms. Two baths. Kitchen. Combination living and 
dining room. A small sitting room near the living area that served as a small den. Our dad's name 
is Leland, our mom's Dorothy. The early years of our childhood were typical. Or so we thought. 
Until one night we heard a loud crash, yelling, screaming and cursing from mom and dad's 
bedroom. It scared us beyond words! We'd never heard them raise their voices to each other or 
saw them fight each other. I shared a room with my sis Jordan.  Jamie had his own room. We 
thought nothing of it. Until the next morning sitting at the kitchen counter waiting for mom to 
cook and serve us breakfast. She had a black eye and bruises on her arms. We ate in silence. Not 
knowing what had happened last night and why! 
 
As time went on the arguments became louder, more frequent and violent. In fact for years! We 
all went on as though all was well. As children we didn't know what to do or who to turn to. If 
liquor was their water and only source of hydration, our parents would never be thirsty! They 
had become human Molotov cocktails! We don't remember when alcoholism began for them but 
we know when it ended them. They began using us for punching bags when they were soused!  
Taking their frustrations and anger out on us. Cowards! Whatever those were. Our brother Jamie 
had gotten the worst of it. We were beaten by them both with their fists, a wide leather belt and 
the buckle, or whatever inanimate object was handy! We became withdrawn, scared, angry and 
distraught. It was the most horrific time any child could have imagined! Fortunately we survived 
but not unscathed mentally, emotionally and physically. 
 
One evening Jamie was walking down the hall from his bedroom and dad from his. He was dead 
drunk! He began to take off his belt as he and Jamie came face to face. Jamie had grown tall and 
strong. He was seventeen and on the high school football team. He wasn't afraid of our drunken 
stupor of a father anymore! Dad said in a gravelly voice, "I'm gonna beat your ass"! Jamie stood 
his ground. He didn't move, flinch or bat an eye! He said, " If  you hit me or attempt to, I'll kill 
you"! Dad backed off. He could see the anger and steely determination in Jamie's eyes. He'd 
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meant what he said! The next day Jamie left home. He opened the front door. Left it opened. 
Walked down the steps, walking away with a small canvas bag and the clothes on his back. He 
never returned again. 
 
Jordan and I stayed and eventually graduated from high school. Both of us soon moved out. Dad 
was found dead slumped forward on the couch in front of the TV. Diabetes and cirrhosis of the 
liver had claimed his life. Mom was found soon after lying in bed. She'd had a heart attack in her 
sleep. She never opened  her eyes again. I lived in a small town not far away. I was their 
emergency contact. I had them buried side by side in the local cemetery. I notified Jamie and 
Jordan. Neither of them made an appearance. Neither of us married or had children. We were too 
scarred, afraid, angry and distraught. Not very good candidates for either. I'd bought the house 
soon after their deaths. I'll not give up any more precious time for deadly memories in a house 
that was a torture chamber. She, Jamie and Jordan will be forever haunted by their bitter, violent, 
alcoholic, unloving, uncaring childhood in this House of Horrors! She placed a for sale sign on 
the front lawn. She'd brought it with her. The haunting will be left behind forevermore. 
 

###   
 

Knightblade: Germany 
By Mark Moe 

 

When considering how to fly “Lance” Daniel Vance to Germany, both the University and the 
Museum wanted to avoid having to answer questions about why there was a blade fused to his 
right forearm to security. So, they chartered a ten-passenger private jet with all the amenities to 
help him collect the other Knightblades and their wielders. Lancelot showed him images of a 
German, twenty-something woman with pure white hair, living in the city of Stuttgard. 
Another Knightblade was in a glass display case that was mounted on a nearby wall. This time 
he could hear the voice of Lancelot say something, “Tristan.” He turned toward Professor Plum 
and said, “Lancelot spoke that the next Knightblade is the Knight Tristan.  

“So, it speaks now and not just showing you visions?”  

He said, “Tristan and nothing more. Let me know when we land. I am going to take a 
nap.” Professor Plum nodded as Lance pulled up the hood on his grey Oxford Physics hoodie 
and reclined his seat.  

About two hours later, Professor Plum woke up the young man with short brown hair and a slight 
five o’clock shadow on his face. “So, is Lancelot going to guide you to that young lady you 
mentioned?  

“Yes, he is, I can feel it. You should stay here; I will call you, if I need help.”  

When he left the smaller airport, he rented a moped and found his way into the city. The sun 
had already set a few hours ago. He found himself in the older part of Stuttgart in a 
neighborhood that looked less than safe. Lancelot reacted to the situation by saying, “Be alert,” 
to its host. Lance was within a hundred feet of the small rental houses he had seen in his mind, 
when he saw a young woman with pure white hair in a braid run out and hop on the back of a 
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moped holding onto another young woman riding off down the street. He was close enough to 
hear how excited the pair were going to a local hostel to dance.  

Lance replied to Lancelot, “Looks like we are going to the same hostel. I am sure you have no 
problem with that, right?” Lancelot did not respond.  

Once he reached the hostel, he paid his fee and went inside to be greeted by the sound of techno 
and the latest dance hits. The pair had met up with another two girls at a table and were having a 
round of drinks brought to them. As he started to approach the group, eight armed men burst into 
the club and started to shoot up the place with automatic weapons. Lance dove behind a pillar as 
everyone tried to scatter. Lancelot spoke urgently, “Use my power!” A blue apparition of 
Lancelot appeared in his mind running his two fingers down the Knightblade and saying, “I am 
Lancelot.”  

Lance repeated the motion on the Knightblade and said, I am Lancelot!”  Magic surged through 
him fusing magical silver armor with a silver wing-tipped helmet upon his frame. A large 
magical longsword appeared in his right hand, and a cobalt cape formed on his shoulders. The 
armed men continued their spray and pray method of shooting completely unaware of a medieval 
Knight standing behind them. Lancelot moved with celerity cutting each man down with 
blue magical slashes of his longsword. By the time the last two tried to mow him down with 
bullets, two more slashes filled the air, and both were cut in half with their torsos falling ahead of 
their legs.  

He looked around to see most of the occupants had fled and the white-haired woman and her 
friends got up behind two overturned tables. She had a very “haunted” look upon her face but 
approached Lancelot regardless. She spoke first in German and Lancelot just cocked his head to 
the side. Then she switched over to English. “Thank you for saving us. I would give you my 
name, but you had better leave before the Police get here.”  

Lancelot said, “The honor is mine, fair maiden,” he bowed and ran outside and down a few 
streets away just as the Police arrived.  

“That was awesome, but how do I change back?”  

Lancelot responded with the same motion as before and said, “I am me.” The magic returned into 
the Knightblade leaving Lance as he was before in his hoodie, jeans and running shoes. His cell 
phone started ringing immediately. It was Professor Plum checking on him. He replied with a 
quick talk later text and managed to locate his moped and left to wait for the white-haired girl at 
her house. She did not look seriously injured when he left and hoped she would go home after 
the Police finished questioning her. About an hour later, her friend dropped her off and she saw a 
young man she had never seen waiting for her.  

“Do I know you?” she asked.  

He replied, “Technically, we already met, but my name is Lance Vance, and this is Lancelot,” he 
said as he pulled up his right sleeve to reveal the Knightblade. He covered it back up and asked, 
“Can we talk inside?”  

She nodded and they went inside the house. She said, “My name is Schnee Weiss,” as she led 
them to a small living room where “Tristan” was hanging in a display case.  
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“I know you have a lot of questions, but that blade is Tristan and Lancelot was looking for it. 
May I show you?” He removed Tristan from his case, and it started to light in neon pink symbols 
reacting to Lancelot. He turned and asked, “Which arm do you prefer?”  

“My right arm, I guess? Why?” Before she could ask further, he placed it on her arm, and Tristan 
fused itself to her.  

After she stopped rolling around in pain, she had a look of complete awareness and said, 
“Lancelot it has been so long.”  

### 

 
Calendar: Autumn 
By Edward Schefler 

 
A timeless wonder for the naked eye, 
This sleepy night when crickets hiss. 
This spell of stillness, peace, and bliss. 
Late summer days of moist wet face I dot. 
Come next my punctilious friend. 
My favorite is natures ceremonious lot. 
So spiffy dressed in matching attire. 
With tweed twill coat of crimson fine. 
A garment blouse nix in blends of 
yellows, orange affaire. 
The sweetest scent of autumns fermentation 
in her hair. 
Puffs of white oaks, purple crown. 
Waxy crayon leaf of pigments down. 
Now scattered on the fringes of 
random now domain. 
A tint of painted pastel landscape frame. 
Sugar flakes of carmine. 
Autumns ostentations fuss. 
Spectrum prints in scarlets, 
blush, burgundy and rust. 
In essence of such moments. 
In times eternal space. 
This calendar of seasons. 
This artesian of lace. 
 

                                ### 
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Regrets 
By Edward Schefler 

 
A wavering choice of betrayal pines.  

This choice of shame in guilt past times. 
A selfish pride I once had lead. 

With buttered bread of empty words thus said. 
I dined on dishes of meat picked bones. 
A salad toss with debts of unpaid loans 

Such cunning cause will never pay. 
When curse or flirtation charms her prey. 
Victims of bewilderment cry this silent 
song. From causality of insults, hurts  

a host or wrongs.  
If that I could justify this cruel sort of game. 

As the enticement of a cold indifference acts the same. 
Enough of broken hopes. 

Froth emptiness of fickle tricks. 
With shattered promises to call it quits. 

The voice of betrayal has one last card to play. 
living with regrets in each passing day. 

This lesson learned is never cheap. 
Should I wish to be worthy of a  

sacred trust to keep.  
In this Hall of Mirrors that I atone. 

Ponderous misgivings etched in stone.  
 

###   
 
 

Home  
By Vicki Elberfeld 

 

​ I am trapped by memories, memories that bind me to the house of my childhood. My 
parents died, and I live in their house, our family home, with my sad brother. We seldom talk and 
so our house is scarcely a home, all the more reason to leave it.  The housing market is good, I 
understand. “Buy a condo,” my friends say, “so much more convenient, so much less trouble 
than an old house. It’s only bricks and wood,” they continue, “and yet you treat it like a human 
being who will miss you when you’re gone.” 

​ But my house is a living being with a soul and will be lonely if I abandon it to strangers. 
Won’t its skin feel raw and exposed without the paintings and photos that have clothed it for 
decades?  Calluses will no doubt be revealed on the wall behind Mom’s scratchy Amazon 
blowgun with curare tipped arrows and the big, big map with prickling pins marking the places 
we’ve traveled. The fireplace will miss us too – the parties we’ve had in its warmth, not 
forgetting our first night in our new home when I was twelve, my brother eight and my folks just 
kids themselves. We roasted chestnuts and toasted gooey marshmallows, glopping them all over 
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ourselves and not caring about the mess one bit. I pretended, for at twelve I had reached the age 
of reason, that Santa Claus came down our new chimney that first Christmas and left my 
dollhouse under the tree before going into the kitchen for the cookies we left for him and his 
reindeer. And when both my brother and I were old enough to know better, we eagerly followed 
the elaborate clues left by the Easter Bunny whose talcum powder footprints helped lead us to 
the hardboiled and chocolate cream eggs, ingeniously hidden in new places every year. 

Even our musty, unfinished basement must remember the glorious parties we had, 
drinking hot cider and eating spaghetti after caroling the nursing home with friends and relatives. 
What a damp, dark, and spooky setting it provided for our Halloween haunted houses with me 
the hanged lady in a peignoir with a stocking over my face, my girlfriend the witch stirring dry 
ice in a cauldron, and Dad dressed as King Tut with arms crossed, holding the crook and flail of 
upper and lower Egypt, and slowly rising from his sarcophagus as friends passed by and 
graciously screamed, and brother in black doing most of the screaming himself as he jumped out 
from behind makeshift tombstones, pouncing on our guests and chilling them to the bone. Of 
course there were bad times as well – the fire in Dad’s den and so many floods we had to put 
everything on wooden or plastic supports. Our German Shepherd, Thais, had her puppies in that 
basement. As Mom wanted her kids to witness the miracle of birth, with Thais unfortunately 
going into labor at 4 am, my brother and I had only one groggy glimpse before being shuffled 
back to bed, and while we remembered little of the birth, we never forgot the miracle of life, the 
blind squirming babies competing to be nursed by an ever so relaxed, or perhaps merely 
exhausted, mother. 

​ And the kitchen where Dad on special occasions cooked gourmet meals with many wines 
and many pans and mother cleaning up and simplifying the recipes to fewer pans and less 
cleanup for everyday use, and Dad struggling to make crepes suzette, frustrated and never getting 
the proportions right with so many crepes sticking to the pan and so many others burning and 
him feeling insulted when Mother yelled, “Aren’t you finished with those effing pancakes yet?” 
And the kitchen has missed for many years Dad’s political diatribes and his insistence that we eat 
dinner together as a family and not watch TV, and his final years where it seemed we hadn’t so 
very much to say to one another with all of us eating at different times and him eating dinner all 
by his lonesome watching TV. 

​ But the garden’s memories are the most bittersweet. When Mother was short of breath 
and knew she was dying but still felt strong enough to plant her tulips with brother’s help, she 
would lean on her shovel to rest and look over the pagoda and Buddha statues and fish pond she 
dug with her own two hands and no doubt say to herself, “Ah, this is good” - unlike that sunny 
day during her very last spring when friends came to view her garden and then drive her through 
the country viewing field after field of glorious daffodils, only she was too weak to rise from her 
bed, and when they tried to comfort her she sobbed she only wanted sleep. They closed her door, 
left our house with stricken faces, and did not say good-bye. 

​ Our house, once so big and strong, grows withered and frail in old age. With numerous 
leaks and flaking paint, it cowers below the monstrous three story dwellings on either side, 
threatening at any moment to gobble it up. And rather than abandon this battle scarred veteran to 
strangers, I want to shield it with my last living breath, for it is the tomb of my mother and father 
and even my grandmother who finally, finally acquired the courage to leave the husband who did 
not love her to finish out her days in the arms of the daughter who did. I want to remain with the 
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ghosts of my family and my pets and the living ghost of my brother whose spirit has left but who 
sometimes gives me glimpses of the loving boy he once was. And when he and I have departed, 
developers will bulldoze the places where we grew and played, our pets frolicked, and our 
parents made love. Mother’s garden will be paved over, and a mansion will rise from the grave 
of our home, obliterating all memories of us and of ours. 

### 
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