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YELLOW UMBRELLAS 
Lisa Oestreich 

Digital Photograph 
 

Lisa Oestreich sought a career in photography but was discouraged by what she 
perceived as fierce competition in the field.  She followed her other love, medicine, 
and practiced neurology at the University of Alabama at Birmingham, until 2002, 
when she took a leave to pursue her passion of documenting light, form, and texture.  
lisaoestreich@charter.net 
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SEAS LIKE BLUE SATIN 
Terry Sanville 
 

From the rooftop bar of the Ambos Mundos Hotel, Jason scanned 
Havana’s empty harbor and the Florida Straits beyond. It wasn’t supposed 
to be this hard, he thought…and Raul should’ve spilled it. But nobody had 
spilled anything, least of all the new Presidente. It was the same ole same 
ole…an orchestrated event, carefully delivered speech, praise for the 
dying Fidel. I’m supposed to wring 30 column inches out of that? Yeah, 
right! 

Jason stared at the hieroglyphics in his spiral-bound notebook. The 
third mojito was taking hold and he knew he’d better write something 
fast, have it down before his evening flight to Miami and the meeting with 
his editor. Elliot had warned him, "This is your chance, man, make it 
work or you’ll be back writing the obits." Jason actually liked the 
obituaries. But that job had as much of a future as the people he wrote 
about. 

He unpacked his laptop, powered up, and stared at the on-screen 
image of a Caribbean island. Icons blinked into place. He created a file. 
The dreaded white page appeared. A warm breeze rustled the cantina’s 
potted palms, bringing with it ocean smells. Complaining seagulls circled 
above. Jason’s shoulders relaxed. His head drooped, heavy with thoughts 
of the dead. 

"So when’s your deadline?" 
Jason jerked up. A gray-bearded man with white hair and protruding 

gut sat across the table from him. 
"Wha… how’d you know…?" 
"Relax, kid. I used to be in the business." 
"So you know deadlines?" Jason sighed and leaned back in the wicker 

chair. 
"Yeah, working as a stringer for the Toronto Star, they sent me out 

to a barbers’ college. Wanted a story pronto." 
"So what did you do?" 
"I walked into this joint and about got my damn ear sliced off. Free 

or not, that shave wasn’t worth it." 
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Jason chucked. "Well I’ve got three hours to finish a piece on Raul 
Castro." 

"Raul…what a wimp. I used to like his brother…then things 
got…complicated." 

"You know Fidel?" 
"No…but after Batista and those other fools, Fidel showed 

promise…was one tough hombre." 
"So, if Raul is such a wimp, how am I gonna write anything worth 

s___ about him?" 
"That’s your problem. I used to struggle over a single paragraph, a 

single sentence…but no more." 
"A single sentence, really?" Jason shook his head, remembering days 

cranking out mindless copy, the five "Ws" but little else. 
The old man laughed. "Once I bet a friend ten bucks I could write a 

short story in six words. I won that bet." 
"What did you write?" 
"For sale: baby shoes, never worn." 
"Huh, I read that somewhere. It gets ya thinking." 
"That’s the trick: see, feel, think, pick powerful images, cut out the 

rest." 
"But I can write Raul’s story on the back of a napkin and my editor 

wants a full spread." 
"Then dig…think about the history of it. Find the drama…and don’t 

sugarcoat anything. If the guy’s a jerk, then show that." 
The old man lifted a thick-stemmed goblet and sipped what looked 

like a Daiquiri. His flat black eyes studied Jason, the right eyelid drooping. 
They watched a patrol boat skirt the harbor. Offshore, a battered skiff 
rolled on the thick swell. 

"I used to fish those straits," he said, pointing, "marlin, swordfish. 
Loaded the Pilar till her gunnels barely cleared water." 

"So why’d ya stop?" Jason asked. 
"Nothing left but old men…and an empty sea." 
"Yeah, well everything changes." Jason smiled. "The Castros are just 

about gone…and the real action is in the East, or maybe Africa." 
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"Spent time in the north of Tanganyika…I was writing fiction 
then…we made camp across the plains from Kilimanjaro…a big party, 
out for lion, wildebeest." 

"I watched a news special about Kilimanjaro," Jason said. "More than 
eighty percent of the glaciers are gone. Global warming, ya know?" 

The old man snorted. "Christ, I’ll have to write a sequel." 
"A sequel to what?" 
"Forget it…I’d just upset the animal rights nuts." He took a long 

draw on a ragged cigar, its tip glowing red in the afternoon shadows. Jason 
watched the smoke billow into a cloud, like a genie escaping its bottle. His 
chest tightened, head ached. A hand touched his shoulder and he flinched. 

"Mas mojitos, senior?" the bartender asked. 
"A… a….no, gracias." Jason rubbed his forehead where it had rested 

on the hard table. He stared across at the empty chair. "Donde esta viejo 
hombre?" Where is the old man? 

The bartender looked confused. "Lo siento, senior. No lo se." I’m 
sorry, mister, I don’t know. He retreated behind his counter, taking with 
him the ashtray with its smoking cigar stub. 

To the west, a gilded sun hung above the horizon. Jason thumbed the 
laptop’s touch pad. The white page returned. He gazed northward at the 
sea, still slick and blue. Closing his eyes, he searched for that first image, 
first sentence, knowing he would struggle long and hard to find it. 
 
…………… 
Terry Sanville lives in San Luis Obispo, California, with his artist-poet wife (his in-
house editor) and one fat cat (his in-house critic). He writes full time, producing 
short stories, essays, poems, an occasional play, and novels. His short stories have 
been accepted by more than 80 literary and commercial journals, magazines, and 
anthologies including the Houston Literary Review, Storyteller, Boston 
Literary Magazine, and Underground Voices. tsanville@sbcglobal.net 
…………… 
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THE BLIND MAN’S MEAL 
Kevin Marshall Chopson  
 
 
           – after Picasso 
 
He knows the jug is full,  
feeling the weight of the water  
against his hand.  
 
He knows the plate is sparse, 
smelling the scrap of bread  
slight in the air. 
 
Measured out, 
he knows all is sufficient  
in this blue light. 
 
The muse has moved  
beneath the film of cataracts –  
and he sees. 
 
…………… 
Kevin Marshall Chopson received his Master’s of Fine Arts dgree from Murray State 
University. His poems have appeared or are forthcoming in the English Journal, 
The Broad River Review, Poem, The Chaffin Journal, New Madrid, and 
The South Carolina Review, among others. He teaches at Davidson Academy, a 
small private school just north of Nashville, Tennessee.  
…………… 
 
 
"Each one sees what he carries in his 
heart." 
 

--Goethe 
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TOMMY 
Ted Openshaw 

Acrylic on Canvas 
8” x 10” 

 
Ted Openshaw recently moved to the Birmingham, Alabama, metro area from 
Clearwater, Florida. He lives and paints in Lipscomb, Alabama.  
fireball61@bham.rr.com  
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CHARLEY’S UNCLE 
Charles McKelvy 
 

Dave Vincent sat back in his easy chair and smiled at his three "boys" 
and their cousin Charley Smith from Chicago. Dave was three years sober, 
but he knew he had just this one day, and he was mighty, mighty grateful. 

And so he smiled as he sipped his black coffee and let the boys be 
boys. Well, young men, actually, because his nephew Charley was the 
youngest of the lot of them, and he was already 19 and still growing like 
kudzu on a telephone pole. 

So the kid’s not old enough to drink beer—so what? Where were 
they going to go? Out on the canal to wrestle the mosquitoes and ‘gators? 

Dave Vincent didn’t think so.  
No, Dave thought, if they’re anything like me at that age, they’ll be 

content to sit with the old man and hammer down the beers. And hammer 
them down they did. 

Charley Smith, whose mother was Uncle Dave’s sister-in-law, 
wanted to keep up with his Florida cousins, so he popped through the 
popular Florida brew until he was in the stew. And then he looked 
drunkenly at his uncle and said: "Come on, Uncle Dave. Have a beer with 
us!" 

Uncle Dave lifted his coffee mug in good cheer and said: "I’m fine 
with this, Charley." 

But Charley wouldn’t hear of it, because he had heard from his own 
father what a legend Dave Vincent had been back in the days of two-fisted 
drinking when he was a sports reporter for a Philadelphia newspaper. 
Dave Vincent, they said, could bang out a better baseball story dead drunk 
than any ten sober reporters from the competing papers. 

"Dave Vincent," Charley’s dad often said, "could hold his whiskey 
morning, noon, and night." And now Charley looked at his uncle by 
marriage and was sorry to see he was holding nothing more than a mug of 
steaming black coffee. 

"What’s with that?" Charley thought aloud. 
"What?" 
"Oh," Charley slurred, "I’m wondering why you’re not drinking 

beer with us, Uncle Dave. My dad says you could drink anyone under the 
table. So how come you’re just having coffee, when we’re drinking beer?" 
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Charley’s three cousins stopped drinking and looked from him to 
their father and back to Charley. Sensing he had stepped into something 
sticky and stinky, Charley sought refuge in his beer by draining the bottle 
of its last golden drop. 

When he looked at his uncle again, he could see that the legendary 
drinker was calmly sipping his coffee and smiling at him.  

"So," Charley persisted, "why don’t you have a beer with us, Uncle 
Dave?" 

And so Dave Vincent told the truth: "You get a quota in life, Charley, 
and I already drank mine. Seems I couldn’t pace myself too well. So I’ve 
retired the beer mug, shot glass, and hip flask, and I’m just not taking a 
drink for today. " 

"What about tomorrow? Will you have a beer with us tomorrow?" 
"All I’ve got is today, Charley. I’m not going to worry about 

tomorrow until it’s today." 
"Oh." Charley looked at his cousins who gave him the look like they 

had heard it all before. But Charley wasn’t ready to give it a rest, so he 
said: "So, what you’re saying is you used to drink a lot, but now you don’t 
drink anything. At least today." 

"That’s it. But you enjoy your beer." Uncle Dave lifted his mug in 
good cheer and said: "Cheers!" 

Charley lifted his bottle and realized it was empty. So he grabbed a 
fresh one, popped it open, and chased his fears with good, cold Florida 
beer. But, you know, one day--some 11 years later, Charley S. walked 
into his first AA meeting and, when it came his turn to share, admitted he 
was an alcoholic and that his life was unmanageable and that he was: 
"mighty grateful for my Uncle Dave who twelve-stepped me without even 
knowing it." 

Oh, but Uncle Dave knew.  
Did he ever. 

 

…………… 
Charles McKelvy has been writing for publication since the early 1970s when he 
was first published in Bicycling Magazine and the Chicago Tribune Magazine. 
He was a reporter for the City News Bureau of Chicago and writes a weekly 
travel column for the Beacher Newspaper in Michigan City, Indiana. He lives 
with his wife and fellow author, Natalie McKelvy, in Harbert, Michigan, former 
home of Carl Sandburg. cnmckelvy@sbcglobal.net 
…………… 
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NEITHER OF US WILL SEE HER AGAIN 
Dennis Vanvick  
 

The same grumpy guy is at the desk. Wiry and sad-faced, his sallow 
skin thin, like cigarette paper. He doesn’t look up as I walk through the 
entrance door and head toward the stairs. Evidently, the tentacles of 
Homeland Security have not yet reached the Northern Lights Assisted 
Living facility in Washburn, Wisconsin.  

“How you doing?” I stop and ask.  
He lifts his head, “Haven’t seen you for awhile,” he says, unsmiling. 

He was wearing the same black Harley Davidson t-shirt five months ago.  
“Yeah, well, I’ve been in Chicago.”  
He waves a tattooed arm–illustrating his love of country and naked 

ladies--to the stairs, “She’s up there, waiting. Number 202.” 
Waiting? Thanks so much. And I don’t need the room number 

reminder. I turn and head to the stairs. Halfway up, I stop, determined to 
demonstrate a bit of sensitivity, “It must take a lot of patience with the 
oldsters, huh?” 

“Not as much as you think. You just got to remember they’re 
children.” 

“Children.” 
“Yeah, they’re like little kids, just like we was and just like we’re 

gonna be. The closer they get to the end, the more they get like kids.” 
Ah, another motorcycle philosopher. Perfect. An expert in Zen and 

the art of relationship maintenance. I nod knowingly, as if he has just 
imparted some startling original thought, and take the rest of the steps two 
at a time. I talked to my mother two weeks ago and she was more lucid 
than the savant at the desk. More adult, too.  

Outside her apartment, I rap loud enough to hurt my knuckles. A 
couple of minutes pass. The door opens slowly. She looks the same, save 
for more spidery lines around her eyes. Her mottled face is nestled into 
her bramble of hair like a smiling sparrow egg. It’s that pasted-on, little 
old lady smile, the one that makes silent promises… I don’t know who 
you are but don’t worry, you can eat all the cookies you want and I won’t 
burden you with my health--even though my bursitis is killing me... . And 
I’ll share my secrets of a long life, childhood memories, even my ginger 
snap recipe and you may stay as long as you like, until you get heartburn, 
or hell freezes over, or I fall asleep in my chair. 
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“Hi, Mom!” I shout above Wheel of Fortune raging from the 
television in the corner of the tiny room.  

“Oh, it’s you,” she says brightly to the stranger. “C’mon in.” 
I put an arm around her humped shoulders and guide her in a slow 

shuffle back to the big chair. A TV tray sits in front of it, a Kemps carton 
on the top. It holds a spoon and the saucy remains of chocolate ice cream; 
ginger cookie crumbs litter the tray and the carpet below. 

“How’s the greatest mom in the world?” I shout into her ear, still 
competing with Pat Sajak. 

She stops, her upturned face is frightened, defensive, like a child 
asked about a missing sister, “I don’t know. I haven’t seen her.” 

“Don’t worry, she’ll turn up,” I reassure us both. I stay until she falls 
asleep in her chair. On the way out, past the desk, I wave to the Harley 
man and say, “Thanks for the warning.” 

“Have a nice evening,” he answers, smile just wide enough to explain 
its reticence. 
 
…………… 
Dennis Vanvick is a retired, self-employed techie. He winters among the 7 million 
inhabitants of Bogota, Colombia, and summers amongst the flora and fauna of 
northwest Wisconsin. Dennis has been writing fiction since 1997, after taking a 
creative writing course at the University of Minnesota. vanvikd@hotmail.com  
…………… 
 
  

"It's really dangerous and ultimately 
destroys you as a writer if you start 
thinking about responses to your work or 
what your audience needs." 

 
--Erica Jong 
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 ORGY 
Jim Reed 
 
 
I'm the man who sleeps with Elizabeth Reed 
I'll be the first to admit it 
Elizabeth Reed is my own true love  
 
But she's only a part of my tale 
For I also sleep with others nearby 
To keep me company through the insomnia night 
Others who've won my heart my mind my loins 
Just as surely as Elizabeth Reed 
 
There's Sara Teasdale shining nearby 
On the white bookshelves of my bedroom 
Shining as bright as the stars she described 
Hovering over her moonlight body on a dark hill 
 
Then on the night table there lies Ella Wheeler Wilcox, 
Trapped in Victorian slumber but dreaming 
Always dreaming 
Of what it would be like to be liberated like 
Sara Teasdale and her bold starry expressions 
 
And always in the peanut gallery near my bed 
There sits Dorothy Parker, shrewdly commenting  
Lewdly staring 
Caustically making me laugh 
Wishing she could surrender and become 
More ladylike like Ella Wheeler Wilcox 
More softly intellectual like Sara Teasdale 
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And lurking somewhere on another shelf is Anais Nin 
Always feeling her own sensuous pulse 
Always hoping for a silent lover to take her 
Take her away 
Always hoping for the inner peace of Sara Teasdale 
Always wishing for the Victorian restraint and passion 
That Ella Wheeler Wilcox knew 
Wishing for the wit and distance of Dorothy Parker 
 
And above them all on the stack is Maude Adams 
Maude Adams who lives somewhere in time 
With the sure knowledge that love lasts longer than time 
That love lives on beyond its own presence 
 
And here I am lying next to Elizabeth Reed 
Elizabeth Reed, the woman envied and hated 
By Ella and Sara and Dorothy and Anais 
And admired by Maude 
Because she's the woman whose body I read 
While their words I can only read page by page 
Caressing Braille-like their black against white 
Meanderings through Victorian times and Flapper times 
And lewdly warlike times 
  
I am the man who sleeps with Elizabeth Reed 
I'll be the first to admit it 
But what parties I have in my insomnia dreams 
When all these wild women show up at the same time 
And fight for my heart 
 
 
…………… 
Jim Reed owns Reed Books/Museum of Fond Memories in downtown Birmingham, 
Alabama.  He is editor of the Birmingham Arts Journal.  www.jimreedbooks.com 
……………. 
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THE SOUTHERN WAY 
Brenda Wilson Wooley 
 

Many of my favorite writers are Southerners: William Faulkner, 
Tennessee Williams, Eudora Welty, Flannery O'Connor, Lee Smith, Anne 
Tyler. The list goes on. 

I enjoy other writers' work. But you just can't beat a deep, dark story 
like Faulkner’s The Sound and the Fury; Tennessee Williams' A Streetcar 
Named Desire and The Glass Menagerie. Tear-jerkers, like Horton Foote's The 
Trip to Bountiful, and quirky ones, like Fanny Flagg's Fried Green Tomatoes at 
the Whistle Stop Café. 

One of the reasons I enjoy Southerners’ work is because I identify 
with them. And although I'm small potatoes compared to the literary 
giants, we do have some things in common. 

First and foremost, we are Southerners.  We think of ourselves as 
being from somewhere, as belonging to some place; regardless of how far 
we roam or how long we've lived away, most of us eventually come 
home. And we are welcomed back with open arms.   

But not without validation. When I returned to Kentucky after many 
years in Illinois, I was met with a little suspicion and a lot of curiosity.  
Until they figured out who I was: "You're Miss Muriel's granddaughter, 
aren't you?" "I know you're a Wilson; y'all all look alike!" 

Another tradition of Southerners is storytelling. Our ancestors told 
stories they never would have been able to write, and I think it was their 
way of handing over the legacy. 

I grew up in a family of storytellers. I loved sitting on the front porch 
on summer nights, listening to my relatives tell one story after another: a 
great-grandfather, who walked everywhere he went and had a song 
written about him (Walk, Tom Wilson); a corncob-pipe-smoking great-
great grandmother who took off running and hopped on her horse from 
the rear; a distant cousin who strolled into the local truck stop, perched 
himself on a stool at the counter and leisurely sipped a cup of coffee. (Did 
I mention he was clad in nothing but a towel?) Neighbor Hannah Lee, who 
baked cakes when she was depressed. Many cakes. All night long. 

It took the storytellers a long time to get to the point; they were 
always adding to the story. Or jumping in and telling another story about 
the person in the story. Which reminds me of writer Barry Hannah's 
version of the light bulb joke: “How many Southern writers does it take to 
change a light bulb? Two...one to unscrew it and the other to talk about 
what a good old light bulb it was!” 
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A powerful thread that runs through Southern writers' work is 
religion. And it's no wonder. We were threatened with hellfire and 
damnation at every turn. During revival time, the evangelists' screaming 
sermons echoed in my ears long after souls had been saved from the fiery 
pits of Hell and baptized in Tyler's Pond. Even now, when I hear the 
relentless chant of katydids on stifling summer nights, frogs croaking, bugs 
thumping against the window screens, my mind conjures up images of that 
volcanic lake of fire where one lost soul begged for a drop of water for his 
parched tongue. 

I was relieved when we left the church, but a sense of impending loss 
surrounded me as we drove away. And I still feel that sense of impending 
loss when I return. My childhood fears coming in on me? Mourning the 
past? I don't know. All I know is I am unable to leave it all behind, and I 
am driven to write about it. As Faulkner once said, “The past is not dead. 
It isn't even past!” 

Like the fog that hung in the swamps, secrecy shrouded the South in 
which I grew up. There were things I couldn't quite put my finger on, 
unspoken things that simmered just beneath the surface. And then there 
were things everyone knew. But acted as if they didn't.  (As Pat Conroy 
wrote in The Prince of Tides, “That’s the southern way!”) Things like 
Hannah Lee's nerve problems, Georgie's “spells,” or Dorothy, who "had 
something to do" with any man who showed an interest. The adults spoke 
in low voices when they discussed such things, so I skulked here and there, 
gathering information. I was fascinated. And a little fearful. But I was 
thirsty for more, regardless of how horrible it might turn out to be. 

My siblings were also curious, though not as curious as I. We were 
unable to get any answers, so we were soon joining in. "Guess Georgie's 
having a spell tonight," one of us would say as we drove by his three-story 
house late at night and saw it all lit up, cars parked haphazardly in his yard. 
(Neighbors always sped right on over as soon as they got word. His wife 
needed help; it took several men to hold him down.) 

So how do Southerners deal with such things? We write about the 
Hannah Lees, the Georgies, the Dorothys. I've written Hannah Lee's and 
Dorothy's stories. And I'm in the process of writing Georgie's. Believe it 
or not, I still don't know what caused his spells. And I don't think anyone 
else does, either. 

Nevertheless, that metaphor was my identity and love, where my 
family and community were. It nurtured my imagination as I lolled in the 
front-yard swing on hot summer days, the scent of fresh-cut hay drifting 
through the air as the big trucks rumbled past our house; on frosty nights, 
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sitting close to the warm-morning stove, reading. And listening, always 
listening. To me, there wasn't a better place on earth to grow up. 
Everything I am is in that land. That place. Those people. 

Southerners seldom lose their sense of humor, even during their 
darkest hours. I learned at a very young age that even within the most 
dreadful situations, people continued to say and do peculiar things. My 
siblings and I were quick to pick up on it, and we sat trembling and stone-
faced, stifling our giggles, at every somber occasion. Just being kids? 
Maybe. But it might have been our way of dealing with that burden of a 
religious philosophy that insists that things of this world are evil. And we 
were evil because we were laughing when we should have been crying. 
Or, at the very least, acting serious. (I can't say my siblings felt that way. 
But I know I did. To me, it was not a problem to be solved, but a mystery 
to be endured.) 

There is not much porch talk anymore; most people have no porches. 
Air conditioning takes us inside during the hot summer nights; television 
has replaced the storytelling, often portraying Southerners as ignorant, 
toothless hillbillies who do nothing but feud and swig moonshine. Movies, 
like Deliverance perpetuate that image. 

I resent that classification. I know better. And I guess that is one of 
the reasons I write about them. Granted, there are odd people in the 
South, but there are odd people everywhere. It's just that Southern writers 
feel compelled to write about them. As Flannery O'Connor said, “When 
I'm asked why Southern writers particularly have a penchant for writing 
about freaks, I say it's because we are still able to recognize one.” 

Although I prefer the word "eccentric" to "freak," I know what 
O'Connor means. And I agree with Eudora Welty, who said, “In a way, I 
think Southerners care about each other, about human beings in a more 
accessible way than some other people.”    

We do care about all of our people, including the eccentrics. We 
celebrate their eccentricities by writing their stories.   

That’s the Southern way.    
 
…………… 
Brenda Wooley’s work has appeared in Etchings, Existere, Wanderings, 
Straylight, Mississippi Crow, Amarillo Bay, River Walk Journal, and 
elsewhere. She makes her home in Paducah, Kentucky, “where I split my time 
between writing short stories and working on my novel.” 
bwilsonwooley@yahoo.com; www.onekentuckywriter.blogspot.com 
……………  
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BROOKS ROAD 
Kevin Marshall Chopson 
 
 
Just off Brooks Road, somewhere in Kentucky,  
a tool company is blazoned with murals.  
 
Diego Rivera is proud to see this.  
From his grave he smiles at how far his hand  
 
has reached. Workers in bold Mexican colors –  
maized yellow, bloodied red, earthened brown 
  
– nestled among sweeps of blue grass and the  
never-ending slope of hills running toward 
 
the Ohio and Tennessee. In winter they will 
remain in shirtsleeves, rolled to their elbows, 
 
working into the night. Drivers glance over 
to the building, spot-lit and brimming with hope, 
 
as a translucent curtain of snow falls before  
these brown faces. Dust here is white, sweat invisible. 
 
 
…………… 
See bio on page 29. 
…………… 
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THE OLD PLAYGROUND 
Sheila D. Lawrence 
 

Cornelius peered out through a slim opening in the drapes. The 
antique vehicle at the curb honked like an impatient goose in heat as the 
early sun bounced off the polished hood.  

What a waste of a perfectly cloudless day just to spend it with his 
paternal grandfather. He'd rather play video games than go to some place 
called "the old playground." 

When he presented his case to his mother, she simply said, "Today is 
special." And so, the sentence stood. He would spend the day with the 
man he referred to as G-pop--a much cooler name for a twelve year old to 
call his granddaddy. 

Like a shackled prisoner, Cornelius marched down the walk to join 
his warden for the day who waited by a limousine-sized car with the 
personalized license plate, "Snatch."  Snatch? He didn't ask; he didn't want 
to appear as if he cared. 

"Hey, don't look so happy to see me," said James Cobb as he gave his 
grandson that under-and-over glare of a Cy Young pitcher. 

"Come on. It'll be great." He rubbed Cornelius' nearly bald head in 
that irritating way that old people have.  Cornelius forced a smile and 
asked, "What's so special at the park today?" 

"Green grass, blue skies and good times." 
"We can have all that at the Met and see the Barons." 
Through a weighted sigh, G-pop uttered, "Look, I'll make you a deal. 

If you don't enjoy yourself, I'll buy that video game your Mom says you've 
been wanting. That way, it's a no lose situation." 

"Deal." Cornelius shook to authenticate the wager. As far as he was 
concerned they could stop by the video store on the way and save some 
time. Carelessly, he allowed his thoughts to slip out via his lips. 

"Thanks for keeping an open mind," G-pop said and fell silent. As the 
car turned off Lomb Avenue onto Fourteenth Street, Cornelius asked, 
"Why we turning here?" 

"I wanted to show you something. See that vacant lot? That used to 
be Mr. Sam's store. For some of us, he was the only white person we ever 
had dealings with growing up." 

Oh, brother. He did not wish to accompany G-pop on this stroll 
down memory lane, but thankfully, he captured this remark. As he stared 



Vol. 6 Issue 2  -42- Birmingham Arts Journal  

 

 into a pair of muddy eyes set deep into a leathery bronzed face, he saw 
that this meant something special to G-pop. 

Cruising through the tiny community, G-pop pointed to where things 
used to be--the Shoe Shop, where Mr. Collins could rebuild a shoe from 
nothing and you could get a shoeshine like he had only seen in old movies; 
there had been a barber shop next to it. They rode past Princeton School 
where all the neighborhood kids had gone but it was now some fancy 
magnet school where parents camped out to get their kids enrolled. There 
was a church on almost every corner and one in particular where G-pop 
announced, "Good ole Rising Star. That's where I was baptized. How'd 
you like to go there with me?" 

"I got to go to my own church." 
Seemed he heard G-pop's bubble burst, so Cornelius softened. 

"Cause I sing in the choir." 
"Oh, I'd like to hear you sometime." 
Only silence responded until they neared the entrance to the field 

when Cornelius said, "I thought this place was shut down. What're all 
these folks doing here?" 

"They're here for the big game." 
"The Barons?" 
"Nope, the old-timers game." 
"Old-timers?" Cornelius frowned as if he had swallowed castor oil. 
"It'll be fun. And if it's not, you've got a video game coming." 
The thought made the smile return to Cornelius' face. "Why are we 

driving inside? There won’t be any parking." 
G-pop didn't answer. He kept going and an attendant waved them 

through to a special area that had empty spaces. 
"They know you here?" 
"You might say that." 
Cornelius couldn't let on that he was impressed so he read the 

championship pennants painted on the wall.  
"Hey, I didn’t know the Negro League once played here, too." 
"Well, son, you're about to get an education."  
They entered through the turnstiles, climbed the concrete steps and 

settled in on the green wooden benches. G-pop handed him a cushion and 
a glove. Cornelius shot him a look like that of a child watching a magician. 

"I'll be back. Here's some money for snacks." 
"Gee. Thanks, G-pop."  
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Cornelius watched G-pop stroll off. Funny, but he didn't look so old 
as he walked away. Cornelius turned his attention to the antics on the 
field. He watched old men throw balls around the bases, swing weighted 
bats and stretch.  

Popcorn smells came looming and his first purchase was a small box 
and a cola.  

As he munched, he heard what sounded like the swell of thunder. 
Much to his amazement, he realized it was feet stomping in the 
grandstand. It was followed by applause and shouts for a player taking the 
field.  

Cornelius squinted to read the number on the uniform. Number 
thirteen. He opted to buy a program next. He flipped through the pages 
until he got to the players’ profiles, conveniently listed in numerical 
order: eleven, twelve, thirteen.  

Cornelius gaped at the picture before squinting back at the player. 
There was a familiarity about number thirteen’s saunter as he assumed the 
shortstop's position.  

"G-pop?" Cornelius mouthed as he stood with the other attendees to 
sing The Star-Spangled Banner while a billowing flag saluted from atop its 
pole.  

Cornelius watched intently for nine innings until his old-timers sealed 
four nails into the coffin of the opposing old-timers with a grand slam off 
the bat of none other than James "Snatch" Cobb, number thirteen. 

Amidst the frenzy, Cornelius shouted, "That's my Granddaddy." He 
waved his baseball cap with the flurry of a bumblebee; G-pop removed his 
cap and returned the love.  

Finally, breaking through the crowd, Cornelius threw his arms 
around G-pop, clinging to him like a sliver of steel to a powerful magnet. 
Seconds later, other kids followed suit.  

"May I have your autograph?"  
"Sign my ball, please."  
"Write on my program here by your picture." 
"Autograph my jersey!" 
G-pop shouted over the requests, "Do you mind, son?" With that all 

too familiar over-and-under look, he added, "I know how anxious you are 
to get to the video store."  

A boy close to Cornelius' age yelled to him, "Boy you sure are lucky 
to have Snatch Cobb for your granddad!" Cornelius only smiled. 
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On the ride home, neither he nor G-pop as much as glanced sideways 
when they passed the video store.  
 
…………… 
Sheila Dene’ Lawrence is a computer systems analyst for Blue Cross and Blue Shield 
of Alabama. She holds a Doctorate in Theology and is a minister at Rising Star 
Baptist Church. She has authored titles in both fiction and inspirational non-
fiction. She lives in Birmingham, Alabama. ohsheila@writeme.com 
…………… 
 

  
 
"Everyone must leave something behind when 
he dies, my grandfather said. A child or a book 
or a painting or a house or a wall built or a pair 
of shoes made. Or a garden planted. Something 
your hand touched some way so your soul has 
somewhere to go when you die, and when 
people look at that tree or that flower you 
planted, you're there. It doesn't matter what 
you do, he said, so long as you change 
something from the way it was before you 
touched it into something that's like you after 
you take your hand away." 
 

--Ray Bradbury 
Fahrenheit 451 
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DREAMSCAPE 
Lisa Lopez Snyder 
 

My suburban childhood would only last until I was 18. This one 
thought jettisoned itself through my brain a split second after the plastic 
bowling ball I tried to lodge over the roof of our house instead blasted 
through the kitchen window. It was only a matter of time before I would 
be old enough to explore beyond the boring confines of little Huber 
Heights, Ohio. And this I thought as the spray of glass shattered in the air. 

Certainly I didn’t intend to destroy the kitchen window. But my 
brother Jeff and I happened to be a few neighborhood kids short of kick 
ball, so we resorted to the next best thing: playing catch with a small 
plastic bowling ball and throwing it over the roof of the house, from the 
front yard to the back. It actually wasn’t too hard to accomplish. The ball 
was small enough to get a firm finger-splayed hold so that one could easily 
sling it over the house. Only this time I must’ve been day dreaming.  

“Do you realize how much that window costs?” Dad was standing in 
front of me. His words blew past me like a freight train. His normally 
chipper face was strained, his thick black brows that never met were now 
shaking hands. I looked beyond him, past the jagged edges of the glass that 
now framed our kitchen, and into the living room and through the patio 
screen to the patio, where Jeff stood with saucer eyes, his hand cupped to 
mouth. 

It wasn’t Dad scolding Jeff and me about breaking the window that 
made my mind turn to other thoughts beyond our town. It was the 
realization that everything in my 11-year-old world had become a circular 
staircase, a déjà vu of sorts, quite frankly: a daily ritual of classes, track 
practice and homework. No excited hum bubbled in and around the 
confines of this very small suburb. Huber Heights had no town square, no 
place to really “hang-out.” The Internet, cable TV, and cozy bookstores 
with cafes had yet to be discovered. After-school activities for girls at my 
Catholic school were limited to Girl Scouts, softball, track and 
cheerleading. Every fall I ran track, but that was mostly just to do 
something, and to hang out with my best friends. 

For sure, summers started out with great promise. Simply having 
school-free days was the first delight, followed by pajama parties and 
evenings practicing on my guitar.  

Of course, reading lots of books at the Huber Heights Library was 
something to look forward to. One summer I challenged myself to read as 
many books as I could, including books in the adult section, like, I Never 



Birmingham Arts Journal   -47- Vol. 6 Issue 2 

 

Promised You a Rose Garden by Hannah Greene. The book chronicled a 
life of a disturbed woman. As I read about her torment, I wrote down 
unfamiliar words to look up in the dictionary and scribbled their 
definitions in my notebook. If I was well-read, I reasoned, I could increase 
my vocabulary, get into a good college, and then travel the world.  

One summer I even kept count of the number of books I read, listing 
the title, the author, and the date I read it. That summer I read over 50 
books. Sadly, I later realized if I had only registered for the library’s 
summer reading program I would’ve been eligible to receive some free 
bookmarks or a glossy library poster exhorting the thrill of reading. 
Towards summer’s end, reading lost its glow. 

Another venture was one I shared with my best friend Denise. Every 
couple of weeks we’d walk to Grants, the local five and dime, excited to 
add to our growing collection of twenty-five cent miniature porcelain 
horses and dogs. The figurines sat forlornly on the metal shelves, and we’d 
pick them up one by one, carefully eyeing their poses and their facial 
expressions. I would scan each shelf for tawny brown or rustic red horses, 
due to my obsession with Misty at Chincoteague. Denise looked for 
figurines of large dogs, drawn by her affinity for Old Yeller. For weeks 
we’d save our change to purchase just the right one. Yet it seemed even 
this activity would build to a crescendo and then decelerate, much like the 
sluggish fits and starts of a city bus. Eventually we collected all the 
porcelain dogs and horses that Grants carried, and their sullen, dark eyes 
peering from the shelves would lose their charm. Our attentions then 
turned to the Teen Beat magazine Denise’s mother let her buy. 

It was actually a happy, sometimes charming life, but I just felt an 
urge to see beyond the bounds of my neighborhood, to go somewhere 
where other people’s routines were my curiosity, where winter was 
warm, where blue waves crashed on a beach near farmland. I yearned to 
visit the places we learned about in Miss Zak’s social studies class, like 
India, maybe New Delhi, to see groups of brown women wrapped in soft, 
colorful swirls of silk, gliding along crowded streets beside cows that 
wandered among markets where burly, mustached-men sold snake skins 
and belt buckles. 

Sometimes I would think of driving West. I would calculate in my 
notebook the years and months it would take me to reach the magical 
independent age of 18. I would be ready when the day came because I had 
it all planned out. I would cheerfully wave to Jeff and my parents as I set 
off in a bright, cherry-colored Volkswagen beetle filled with all my 
favorite worldly possessions: My first and only America album, my 
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philodendron plants flourishing from thick clay pots, a sweet cat I would 
name Virtue (we had a dog, but I figured a cat would be much easier to 
sneak into motels along the way), a cooler with Cokes, my favorite pair of 
bell-bottoms and my floppy Disney World hat. 

These were all wonderful thoughts, but this fantasy would likewise 
fade, now broken by the sound of my mother sweeping up the pieces of 
glass. 

“Are you listening to your father, young lady?” she cried out from the 
kitchen. From the sound of her voice I could tell she figured I was solely 
responsible for the idea of throwing the plastic ball over the house. I 
looked past the patio screen. Jeff had disappeared. That was typical, since 
he usually wasn’t willing to stick around for something we both had gotten 
ourselves into. Brothers! A conundrum, for sure! 

Maybe I could write about that in my notebook. 
 
…………… 
Lisa Lopez Snyder is a Midwest transplant to Columbia, South Carolina. Two of her 
short stories won second place in the 2007 Carrie McCray Memorial Literary 
Award, sponsored by the South Carolina Writers Workshop. She has a poem in 
Quill & Parchment. LopezSnyder@sc.rr.com 
…………… 
  
 

 
 
 
"When you see a good man, think of 
emulating him; when you see a bad man, 
examine your own heart." 
 

--Confucius 
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