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THOMAS  

NEW YEARS, 1987 
by Bernice King 

 

A little after midnight  

among stuffed and black-suited 

captains of industry  

with pursed and pleated faces  

sternly set  

for the serious business of  

steering lacquered wives,  

the old neighborhood in you  

comes out.  

 

Just for a moment,  

that far end of the city thick with 

burning dump smoke  

night-lit by the burn-off pipe’s  

orange glare  

tangled with birth, death and family  

beats here  

here in this soft shimmering room  

nested and cushioned in acres  

of courts and greens.  

 

Beard glistening,  

you tilt your head, arch backward  

and holding your coat open like a sail  

tacking and turning to catch each 

change of sound  

you dance, joyous, graceful  

to the rhythms of the old neighborhood  

the corner, the club, the band— 

your father’s son.  

  

The crowd parts  

giving you the floor, watching, 

wanting  

somehow to catch the humming human 

beat  

surrounding you.  

One spangled woman  

breaks away from her partner  

and holding the hem of her gown  

tries to share your dance, your old easy 

glee,  

whispering, “You’re wonderful,  

you’re wonderful.” 

 

***** 

A LITTLE HOP! 
by Gaby Kopelman 

  

After my father’s death in 1947, my 

mother’s mourning for my father took 

the form of much reminiscing about old 

times, about “the good years,” and what a 

fine man he had been, with never a mean 

or petty thought. She was convinced that, 

when it came to basic character and 

quality of heart, no one quite measured 

up to him. And besides being so 
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intelligent and having such a sterling 

character, he’d been such a 

reasonable man. As to money 

matters, “There was never a 

discussion. Your father, he was so 

large, so generous, always.” Though 

she had never articulated all this 

before, I’d always been aware of her 

respect and admiration for him. 

Whatever good qualities my mother 

saw in me—from my long hands to 

my intelligence—she’d attribute to 

my father, never to herself.  

  

This, however, did not mean she’d 

never strayed. As I became aware of 

such things, I also realized that—

whether single, married or 

widowed—she’d been a great flirt, 

my mother!  

  

I recall, for example, how in the 

summer of 1938, when Memel was 

already under German rule, and we 

no longer had access to the Baltic 

seaside, my mother and I had spent a 

few weeks in Marienbad, a popular 

Czechoslovakian spa. Every day, 

after lunch, I was put in the care of 

Mitzi, a local girl, from whom I 

learned to exclaim, “Jesus, Maria and 

Joseph!” and other such useful 

things. While Mitzi took me for 

walks and to the puppet theater, my 

mother spent her afternoons drinking 

the waters and taking beneficial 

baths. 

  

But maybe not every afternoon. I 

recall my mother’s delighted 

surprise, and mine, when one evening, 

returning to our hotel room after dinner, 

we’d found it filled with flowers. It was 

very exciting and mysterious—who 

could have sent them? I also remember 

with pleasure that nice man we’d meet in 

the mornings on the Promenade, walking 

his dog, an adorable little cocker spaniel 

with whom I loved to play. Many years 

later, when I brought up these memories 

of our Marienbad holiday, my mother 

laughingly threw her hands over her face. 

“Oh, my God!” she cried. “Children! 

They notice everything!”  

  

I was able to reassure her that all I’d 

noticed was the dog. And the flowers, of 

course. 

  

Did she think my father had always been 

faithful, I asked. 

  

My mother looked at me, embarrassed in 

the extreme, obviously much more 

reluctant to talk about my father’s secrets 

than her own. “Well, maybe not,” she 

finally conceded with some hesitation. 

“You know, perhaps when I was away. I 

mean, the poor man . . . he was alone in 

New York, all those months . . . . But 

never,” she insisted with some energy, 

“never when we were together.”  

  

In German, there is an expression for 

such inconsequential infidelities: ein 

kleiner Seitensprung, a little hop to one 

side, something that was almost taken for 

granted in the Europe of my parents’ day. 

As far as I know, whatever little hops to 

one side my parents allowed themselves, 
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neither of them ever took their eyes 

off the middle of the road, or each 

other.Theirs was an unusually 

harmonious marriage. When I tell my 

friends that I never heard a harsh 

word between them, they look at me 

unbelievingly. “That must have left 

you quite unprepared for life,” one of 

them remarked. Perhaps she was 

right. 

***** 

AT PENNSWOOD 
by Henry Martin 

 
Does Mrs. Whistler live at 

Pennswood? 

***** 

 

 

THERE WERE NO 

WORDS 
by Glenna Follmer 

Amir is empowered with two American 

words, hello and thank you. He carries 

the long-awaited documents, four airline 

tickets, and his Koran.  

Farah is robed as a discreet woman 

should be. She steels herself for the new 

land, leaving behind six sisters, two 

brothers, her parents.  

Layla sees her mommy weeping. Layla 

eats on the plane, but not mommy. Nur, 

secured on mommy’s breast, does not 

cry, only screams when her ears pop.  

Behind them, the gunshot wound to 

grandfather, the embrace of scattered 

relatives, the job packing dates ten hours a 

day, the refugee camp where they 

married, savings disappearing like sand in 

a storm.  

The Airbus 321 shudders to a stop in the 

city of brotherly love.  

Before them, gestures, more documents, 

carseats from strangers, a moldy 

basement apartment, ESL tutors, wintry 

bike rides to work at 7-11 for $7.50 an 

hour. Amir’s new words, “Lottery ticket? 

I make change.”  

On the sand-less tarmac, November’s 

cold greeted them. Shivering, Amir and 

Farah waited, sentries beside their 

precious girls. With them were their 
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love, their fears, and their faith in 

Allah.  

I met them then, in December’s first 

frost. I visit still and remove my 

shoes at their door. Farah yawns 

through lessons, awake since dawn 

prayers.  

The girls squabble in Arabic, and I 

do not understand.  

There were no words, but slowly 

more will come . . . a dribble, a 

rivulet, a brook, a wider creek, a 

stream . . . .  

Enough words for this life’s telling.  

***** 

 

WALKING  

IN THE RAINFOREST 
by Norval Reece 

 

It was early in the morning. The 

rainforest was filled with the calls of 

macaws and toucans and the grunts 

of howler monkeys. Max, our Costa 

Rican guide, was identifying the 

birds by their calls long before he 

spotted them among the dense leaves 

of the canopy. “I grew up in the 

jungle,” Max said. “It is my home.”  

 

Ann and I were creeping along on a 

500-foot-long hanging bridge, one of 

many suspension bridges to enable 

hikers to pass over the river gullies 

far below. The trees were huge on 

either side, dense leaves filtering the 

sunlight on the forest floor. One felt like 

an ant among the giants of the jungle. Or 

like a small person in a huge cathedral. It 

was inspirational. Religious even. 

As Thoreau once said, “An early 

morning walk is a blessing for the whole 

day.” 

We were in Monteverde Cloud Forest 

Reserve or “rainforest above the clouds” 

4,600-feet-high in the Tilaran Mountains 

of northern Costa Rica. We were a group 

of 20 on an eco-expedition with National 

Geographic and Lindblad Expeditions. 

National Geographic calls Monteverde 

Cloud Forest Reserve “the jewel in the 

crown of cloud forest reserves.” Artifacts 

from the region suggest that a small 

population of Clovis Native Americans 

once farmed there circa 3000 BC. Fast 

forward 5,000 years, and you find a small 

group of Quakers arriving from 

the United States in 1951 to begin 

creating the modern community known 

as Monteverde.  

The Quakers chose Costa Rica because it 

had abolished its military in 1948 and 

directed the funds to education (2011 

literacy rate 97%). They chose 

Monteverde because its cool climate 

would accommodate the dairy farming 

they planned as their livelihood. By 

1972, the Quakers had purchased and 

farmed thousands of acres of land, built a 

Quaker school and a Meetinghouse, 

established a highly successful cheese 

factory, set aside land for conservation, 

and launched the Monteverde Cloud 

Forest Reserve. 
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All are still prospering. The cheese 

factory which began with two 

employees in 1952 and produced 5 

pounds of cheese per day now has 

160 employees and produces 8,000 

pounds of cheese per day. 

The Monteverde Cloud Forest 

Reserve is now 26,000 acres and has 

600 direct and indirect employees. Its 

magnitude is difficult to describe. 

The Monteverde Cloud Forest 

Reserve has the largest number of 

species of orchids in the world (500), 

over 60 species of amphibians, 91 

species of migratory birds including 

the famous Resplendent Quetzal, 58 

species of bats, and multiple species 

of monkeys, rabbits, squirrels, 

agouti, wild pigs, and deer.  

We hiked deep into the forest with 

our guides, and occasionally walked 

in solitude—embraced by the sounds 

of jungle life in the cool mountain 

air. It was beautiful. And it was 

preserved.  

I was reminded of a quote from 

Frank Lloyd Wright I carry in my 

wallet: “If you foolishly ignore 

beauty, you’ll soon find yourself 

without it. Your life will be 

impoverished. But if you wisely 

invest in beauty, it will remain with 

you all the days of your life.”  

 

***** 

 

SEE YOU IN COURT 

by Kay Silberfeld 

In my rear view mirror, I could see the 

man in the car behind me becoming more 

and more agitated. I was trying to turn 

right onto a busy thoroughfare from a 

side street, without the help of a traffic 

light. There was no let up in the traffic 

and no room for me to pull over. Finally, 

the inevitable happened. The impatient 

and by now—judging by his 

expression—furious driver, attempted to 

pull out and go around me. All he 

achieved was to put some good-sized 

scrapes and dents in both our cars.  

 

That night, for a reason I no longer 

remember (this incident took place about 

50 years ago when I was living in 

Baltimore), I had to telephone the 

offender at his home. His wife answered 

the phone and before I finished 

explaining who I was, said, “Oh no, he 

hasn’t banged up someone’s car again!” 

Her husband however, refused to accept 

any responsibility. I consulted my lawyer 

father, who told me to take the guy to 

court and found me a local lawyer. 

 

When the time for the court appearance 

came, I learned that the judge was well-

respected and a woman, and I suggested 

to my lawyer that I tell my own story. I 

did. The judge, not buying my 

opponent’s defense that I was driving 

backwards on a crowded downtown 

street, ruled in my favor. 

 

Feeling very relieved that my first ever 



 

6  

court appearance was over and had 

been successful, I went down to the 

garage to wait for my car. There, I 

was startled to discover that my 

opponent was waiting, too. After a 

few uncomfortable and, probably, 

silent minutes, his car was brought, 

and I was astonished to see it. It was 

a mess . . . full of scrapes and dents. I 

don’t remember that I said anything, 

just looked from the car to its owner 

and back. What a perfect ending for 

my day in court. 

***** 

A FEW HAIKU 
by David Cuff 

 

Bulldozer 

Earth and tender moss 

Their breath mixed with diesel fumes 

Steel blade digging deep 

 

Mountain Music 

Clear water plunging  

Deep booming under the splash 

Hidden boulders roll 

 

Birth of a Stream 

Clouds over the hills 

Deep arroyo, empty, parched 

Thick water crawling 

 

Abandoned Station 

Tarnished rails converge 

Aging ties bake under sun 

Scent of creosote 

 

 

 

Risky Resort 

Ponderosa bough 

Brushes a red cedar roof 

Dense smoke approaches 

 

Family 

Girl’s tiny fingers 

Cradled in her Mother’s hand 

Embraced by Father’s 

***** 

NANCY OSBORN 

by Kathy Hoff 

This is a true story. 

Pioneer women did not, as a rule, live 

long. Worn out with childbearing, 

housekeeping (often in primitive 

circumstances), arduous travel, and 

loneliness (their husbands off hunting 

food and cutting trees or breaking sod, 

depending on what terrain they had 

selected this time to satisfy their 

westering urge), the women often died 

young. Their husbands, needing 

helpmates to raise the children and run 

their households, married again. 

This pattern fits the story of my great-

great-grandparents, Zerelda Fry Kees and 

Andrew Kees. Married in Missouri in 

1840 when Zerelda was eighteen, they 

traveled across the Oregon Trail to the 

Willamette Valley, Oregon Territory, in 

1850. Zerelda managed four young 

children on the journey, ages 9, 6, 4 (my 

great-grandfather, Aaron), and 1½. 

She was pregnant with her fifth child. 

Twenty-eight years old at the time of the 
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crossing, she died in 1856 at age 

thirty-four. 

Left with five children, ages 5 to 16 

when Zerelda died, Andrew Kees 

remarried. In 1860, he wed Nancy 

Anna Osborn, who was the same age 

as his oldest child. Nancy bore five 

additional Kees children, two of 

whom died young. But unlike 

Zerelda, Nancy was a survivor. She 

outlasted Andrew Kees, then a 

second husband, William Jacobs. She 

lived to be an old lady, dying in 1929 

at 89.  

The best of Nancy Osborn’s survival 

story, though, happened when she 

was a little girl. At 7, she was living 

with her family at Waiilatpu, the 

Whitman mission seven miles west 

of what would later become the town 

of Walla Walla, Washington. The 

Whitman mission to the Cayuse 

Indians, established in 1836, had 

become a stopping point on the 

Oregon Trail once wagon trains of 

settlers began crossing the plains and 

mountains in 1843. When Nancy 

Osborn’s family came across the 

Trail in 1845, they stopped at 

Waiilatpu for the winter to rest and 

so that Josiah Osborn, a skilled 

millwright, could rebuild a mill 

burned by Indians. In 1846, they 

went on to the Willamette Valley. In 

October 1847, however, they 

returned to Waiilatpu. Marcus 

Whitman had persuaded Josiah to 

return as manager of the mill and 

other mission operations. 

Unfortunately, passing pioneers in the 

1847 wagon train carried measles with 

them. White folks at Waiilatpu, including 

all the Osborns, caught measles and were 

desperately sick; their new baby, born 

November 14, and 6-year-old Silvia Jane, 

died. Cayuse of all ages, though, having 

no immunity, died by the dozens—nearly 

half the tribe. They blamed medical 

missionary Marcus Whitman for their 

plight and on November 29, 1847, 

attacked the mission, killing Whitman, 

his wife, Narcissa, and 11 additional men 

and boys. Nearly 50 adults and children 

were captured and taken away, most later 

ransomed. 

The Osborns survived the Whitman 

Massacre. When the attack came, they 

were in their room in the mission house. 

Still recovering himself, Nancy’s father 

Josiah was caring for his wife, weak 

from measles and recent childbirth, and 

their three surviving sick children. 

Hearing shots, then the screams of the 

attacked, Josiah hid his family under 

loose floorboards in their room, where 

they listened to Indian threats to burn the 

building, then moans of dying victims 

above their heads. Toward midnight, they 

crept out, determined to seek refuge at 

Fort Walla Walla (now Wallula), 25 

miles west. They took with them into the 

cold November night only a woven 

coverlet and a tin cup. Next day, after 

several miles, Margaret Osborn could not 

go on. Josiah stayed with her for another 

day, then hid her with 7-year-old Nancy 

and 2-year-old Alexander (born two 

years earlier on the Oregon Trail) in 

brush along the Walla Walla River. 
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Carrying ailing 4-year-old John, 

Josiah continued on toward Fort 

Walla Walla. He reached the Fort but 

was denied admission by the British 

factor, who feared Indian retaliation. 

A compassionate Fort visitor 

supplied a horse and Walla Walla 

Indian guide. Josiah returned and, 

helped by the guide, on the morning 

of December 3, found his wife and 

two children still alive, miraculously, 

in the brush where they had remained 

huddled, in dread of Cayuse scouring 

the area for escapees. Little John died 

shortly afterward, but the rest of the 

Osborns settled back in the 

Willamette Valley near the Kees 

family.  

Nancy Osborn became something of 

a regional celebrity. The Whitman 

Massacre was a big event in Oregon 

Territorial history. For years, Nancy 

told her story to audiences at Pioneer 

Day celebrations in Oregon and 

Washington towns and to newsmen 

and family. My parents knew her. To 

my father, she was family. His sister 

treasured a remnant of the blue and 

white woven coverlet the Osborns 

had taken with them. A few years 

ago, my cousin donated the fragment 

to the museum at Waiilatpu, now a 

National Historical Site. My mother 

remembers Nancy Osborn as 

“Grandma Jacobs,” the name she was 

called at Whitman College where 

twice-widowed Nancy worked as a 

dormitory matron to support herself 

and put her children through college. 

I grew up hearing Nancy’s story and 

told it to my children and grandchildren. 

The detail that my grandchildren liked 

best when they were little was the tin 

cup. Terrified to leave the shelter of the 

brush, Margaret Osborn had eased her 

own and her children’s thirst by tying the 

cup to a stick so that she could reach out 

to the river to dip water. 

In a family history I wrote for the 

grandchildren some years ago, I 

commented on the irony in Nancy 

Osborn’s death. Having survived 

measles, Indian massacre, and 

subsequent winter exposure, she died at 

her daughter Kate’s home in Portland by 

falling from a second-story window she 

was struggling to open. Recently, I 

discovered on-line more dramatic 

versions of her death. In the 1847 section 

of Frontier Women and Their Art: A 

Chronological Encyclopedia by Mary 

Ellen Snodgrass (2018), I found: 

Nancy lived to age eighty nine 

and died on August 20, 1929, in 

Portland, Oregon, after 

throwing herself out a window 

in terror that Indians were 

threatening her. 

In Whitman Massacre Roster (2004), 

Stephanie Flora writes: 

 [Nancy] experienced the 

massacre, escaped with her 

family, and grew up to live a 

full life . . . . When she was 

quite old, living in Portland, 

she jumped through a second 

story window to her death 
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screaming “The Indians are 

coming to kill us.” 

***** 

MISCELLANY 
by Stanley Wright 

Do I need hearing aids? 

Recently, I was seated at a table for 

six in the Main Dining Room. I had 

my hearing aids on and was ready for 

some interesting conversation. Since 

I was a fairly new arrival at 

Pennswood, the conversation 

gravitated to how well I was getting 

settled. I indicated I was doing quite 

well since I had finally installed the 

light fixture over the dining table. 

The lady directly across the table 

from me changed the subject and 

asked me where I was from. What I 

had heard was where was the light 

fixture from. My response was 

“Grandma’s attic” . . . to gales of 

laughter. Yes, I do need hearing aids. 

Don’t I know you? 

My daughter worked for the 

Elizabeth Morse Charitable 

Foundation in Chicago. One of their 

favorite charities was the Lyric 

Opera. To kick off the season, they 

would do a concert in Grant Park 

featuring all the stars for that season. 

This included a roster of a lot of 

well-known artists including Renée 

Fleming. I attended the concert after 

which there was a reception. I was 

excited to meet Renée and went up to 

her and said, “I came all the way from 

New York to hear you.” Without batting 

an eyelash, she said “I thought I knew 

you from somewhere.” Talk about being 

ready with a smart reply to an inane 

statement.   

Mrs. Stanley (W)Right 

I had two older brothers, but for 

whatever reason I was named Stanley 

Junior after my dad. I was given the 

nickname Bud to differentiate me from 

my father. Life went on, but by the time I 

got to college I felt Bud was too juvenile 

and asked to be called Stan. That has 

served me well. I married and raised a 

family. My father eventually died. I 

thought it was time to drop the Jr. from 

my name. However, it was pointed out to 

me that that would be impossible because 

there would be two Mrs. Stanley 

Wrights. My mother eventually died, and 

I got to drop the Jr. legally. Sometimes 

names can be a challenge and even a 

Wright can be wrong. 

Fractured French 

For my compulsory military service, I 

was lucky to be stationed in 

Fontainebleau, France. It was the 1950s. 

De Gaulle was in power. There was no 

war. He did not like us occupying his 

country. The graffiti said it all: “Yanks 

Get Out” and “US Go Home.” But the 

duty was easy for us GIs. We had lots of 

free time. I worked with French 

Nationals and got to know several of the 

village people. One of the ladies I got 

friendly with and finally took out to 
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dinner. When we were finished, I 

wanted to know if she had had 

enough to eat. So in my limited 

French, I asked her, “Êtes vous 

plein?” She gasped. I thought I had 

asked her if she was full. I had asked 

her if she was pregnant. 
 

***** 

 

MY CHILDHOOD DOG 
by Dorothy Solomon 

 

Our dog Hubba: He was 

An alive that was profligate, wanton  

with its life force. 

Strutting with outlandish pride down 

the beach, while 

Dragging one end of a monstrous 

plank in his teeth; 

Or plunging through the water  

for a swim, 

Head held high above the waves  

with unwavering effort. 

Hubba’s incredibly strong little legs 

again and again 

Conquered the challenge of our steep 

sand dunes; 

Over and over he fought his way  

to the top 

And then let gravity turn him into a  

runaway engine 

As he plummeted down the sides  

of the dunes 

And on into the water 

Hubba’s ears pointed everywhere,  

energy tingling through them. 

 

 

 

 

Proud and fearless, eyes glowing  

almost mad, 

He paraded, pranced, strutted his  

 duet with the world. 

 

***** 
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