
IN PRAISE OF EARS 
by Ann Maley 

I’m worried about my ears. I was 
thinking about this in the shower. Not 
writing about it, of course, because 
computers really don’t like showers, 
but just thinking about it. Remember 
that song we sang in Brownie Scouts: 
“Do your ears hang low/ do they 
wobble to and fro/ can you tie ‘em in 
a knot/ can you tie ‘em in a bow?/ 
Can you throw ‘em over your shoul-
der/ like a continental soldier?/ Do 
your ears . . . hang . . . low?” 

Well, that’s what I’m worried about. I 
mean, really. The poor things! Besides 
their primary function of having to 
gather information and feed it to my 
overworked (and rather shrunken) 
brain, their secondary function is as 
sweet little cabbages on the side of 
grandbabies’ heads, needing to be 
kissed. Ears these days are required to 
hold up: a) my glasses b) my mask c) 
my hearing aides and, occasionally, 
d) my earrings. Sometimes they are 
smushed down by a winter hat. Most 
of the time, the hearing aides lose out. 
And that, dear friends, is why when 

you speak to me I may look puzzled, 
ask you to say it again (which I know 
is annoying), or simply smile goofily 
and hope I wasn’t expected to         
respond. I’m really not unfriendly or 
even particularly stupid. I’m just pri-
oritizing the load on my ears. 

A SIMPLE 
POETIC PROPOSAL 

by John Means 

Many of America’s best-known poets, 
from Emily Dickinson to Allen Gins-
berg, are known for producing a liter-
ary treasury of poems relating to a 
particular subject. The narrative tech-
niques and stylistic gracefulness of 
previous generations may no longer 
be fashionable—rhythm, meter, and 
rhyme scheme are disdained as bour-
geois formalism in this post-mod-
ernist literary era—but an affinity for 
overarching themes has not dimin-
ished. Collections of poems with     
related subject matter continue to be 
the prevailing modality for such uni-
versal themes as love, betrayal,       
redemption, courage, and patriotism; 
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but rarely have anthologies appeared 
which eulogize visible anatomical 
features of the human body.  

To that end, I propose that we reflect 
upon the merits of producing our own 
anthology of poetic tributes to those 
aspects of the mortal form which, 
with appropriate propriety and deco-
rum, might lend themselves to explo-
ration in verse. By way of example 
(though not offered as a criterion for 
such efforts), I respectfully put for-
ward a modest illustration of one such 
poem—in this instance, an “Ode to 
the Ears.” 

Ode to the Ears 

The ears are two in number and, 
Beside the head on either hand. 
One to the left, one to the right, 
They are attached extremely tight. 

Their purpose is two-fold, to wit: 
To give the hat a place to sit, 
So that it will not lose its place 
and, slipping down, engulf the face. 

Also, to ventilate the brain, 
When heated by great mental strain, 
By standing at right angles, out, 
To catch whatever wind’s about. 

Or when the summer breeze is      
napping, 

To substitute by gently flapping. 
Do not, therefore, attempt to pull 
Your ears from off the parent skull. 

They may look odd and out of place, 
And add so little to the face; 
Their appearance may be lamentable, 
But removal would be regrettable. 

For one who rashly grabs the shears, 
Will later say, with bitter tears, 
That there’s no substitute for ears. 

KNEES AND 
SILVER LININGS 

by Howard Arons 

When I was about 14, my father hap-
pened to notice a lump on each knee, 
just below the kneecap. The knees 
were painless, and I had never noticed 
them myself. As far as I knew, my 
knees worked just fine. We were all at 
a loss to say when the lumps had ap-
peared, and we could think of no 
trauma that might explain them. De-
spite my mother’s inclination to see 
our doctor at once, we chose a plan of 
watchful waiting. Of course, my 
mother soon found some excuse to 
take me to our pediatrician. After 
some close questioning about pain or 
discomfort and some squeezing, flex-
ing, and tapping, the doctor excused 
himself with a cheery “I'll be right 
back,” leaving us to wonder if he had 
left to call an ambulance for me. 

He was back in a few moments carry-
ing a large impressive volume titled 
Musculoskeletal Conditions. He set 
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the book on his desk and opened it to 
a place marked with his finger. And 
there was a picture of my knee, lump 
and all! It seemed that I had managed 
to have something called Osgood–
Schlatter disease in both knees. My 
mother naturally envisioned a pro-
gressive and crippling deterioration. 
The doctor was quick to explain that 
OSD usually occurs in adolescents 
experiencing growth spurts during 
puberty. The good news was that my 
case had been painless, and he assured 
us that the condition usually resolves 
on its own once the bones stop grow-
ing. The only treatment was using   
aspirin or ice packs for pain if needed 
and avoiding strenuous exercise. 

The part about avoiding exercise got 
my attention at once. You see, our 
gym teacher saw himself as a world-
class gymnastics coach, and we were 
his prize, albeit unwilling, pupils. 
Side straddles, jumping jacks, sit-ups, 
all were just a warm up for somer-
saults, the horizontal bar, and the like. 
A few classmates were born gym-
nasts, but my own talent seemed to be 
falling clumsily. I hated and dreaded 
that gym class. And now I had been       
offered a “Get-Out-of-Gym-Class” 
card as a gift. I hadn’t said much dur-
ing my exam, but now I asked inno-
cently, “I suppose I shouldn't be doing 
all that gymnastic stuff in gym class, 
should I?” I'll never forget the doc’s 
little smile as he slowly nodded his 
agreement and said “I'll give you an 

excuse letter. Will that be OK?” And 
that’s how I got to spend the rest of 
the semester in an extra study-hall. 

That’s not quite the end of the story, 
though. Aside from some problems 
kneeling at Communion, my OSD 
never caused me any pain or inconve-
nience. I never felt at a disadvantage 
being unable to work out on the tum-
bling mat, and my physical education 
became a real joy when I discovered 
handball in college. That sport made 
me ambidextrous and taught me hand-
eye coordination that no number of 
somersaults could have. 

GALILEO’S FINGER 
by Jim McClellan 

Galileo Galilei (1564 -1642), it turns 
out, did not invent the telescope, and 
he wasn’t the first to turn the tele-
scope toward the heavens. None-
theless, his technical expertise in    
improving the telescope (to 8x 
power!), and the telescopic discover-
ies first announced in his 1610 pam-
phlet The Starry Messenger (Siderius 
Nuncius), instantly made him world 
famous and catapulted him from     
being an obscure math professor at 
the second-rate University of Padua to 
Chief Mathematician at the presti-
gious University of Pisa and First 
Philosopher to the Grand Duke of 
Tuscany in Florence. These and his 
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additional discoveries—i.e., moun-
tains on the Moon, the satellites of 
Jupiter, the stars of the Milky Way, 
sunspots, and the phases of Venus—
likewise heightened contemporary 
debates over the true system of the 
world: Was it geocentric or Earth-cen-
tered as Aristotle and Ptolemy put 
forward in antiquity, or heliocentric or 
Sun-centered, as Copernicus had     
argued the century before in 1543? 

The story of Galileo’s trial and pun-
ishment by the Catholic Church in 
1633 turns out to be an immensely 
complicated one that has been         
rehashed by historians of science for 
generations now, a true palimpsest of 
historical interpretation. Suffice it to 
say that the trial of Galileo is not a 
straightforward episode in the         
so-called war between science and re-
ligion. Regardless, the facts are plain. 
With nominal papal backing, in 1632 
Galileo published (in Italian!) his   
Dialogo sopra i due massimi sistemi 
del mondo (Dialogue on the Two 
Chief World Systems), a book that on 
the surface offered “a balanced treat-
ment” of the Ptolemaic and Coperni-
can systems but, in fact, made plain 
the evident truth of the Copernican/
heliocentric astronomical world view. 
The work caused an uproar and led to 
Galileo’s trial and conviction on the 
charge of “vehement suspicion of 
heresy” the following year in 1633. 
He recanted and became a prisoner of 
the Inquisition for the rest of his life. 

The carriage carrying Galileo back 
from Rome to house arrest in Flo-
rence stopped in Siena. The great man 
supposedly stepped out of the car-
riage, touched the ground with his 
middle finger and uttered the immor-
tal words: Eppur si mouve! (And still 
it moves!). 

Galileo died in 1642. The Pope over-
ruled plans for a sumptuous inter-
ment, and Galileo was quietly buried 
in an inconspicuous corner of the 
Basilica of Santa Croce in Florence. 
In 1737, under very different           
scientific and political circumstances 
and with great fanfare, his body was 
disinterred and laid to rest in the main 
aisle of the basilica beneath a grand 
monument erected in his honor. On 
that occasion his middle finger was 
cut from his remains. Today, Galileo’s 
finger is on display at the Museo 
Galileo in Florence, an eerie, bony 
remnant encased in a reliquary—flip-
ping us the bird to this day. 
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UNTYING TED’S TONGUE 
By Kathy Hoff 

My older son, Ted, was born tongue-
tied—literally, not at all figuratively. 
The frenulum pulled so tightly that 
the tip of his tongue looked like   
McDonald’s double arches. When 
he’d try to stick it out during his terri-
ble twos, he couldn’t even get the 
tongue over his lower lip. 

Having heard that being tongue-tied 
would impede a child’s speech devel-
opment, I asked Ted’s pediatrician if 
he could clip the offending membrane 
to free the tongue. Dr. Peter nixed that 
idea emphatically. “We don’t do that,” 
he reproached me. “Too much danger 
of hemorrhage.” As a conscientious 
mother, I dropped the subject. After 
all, tied tongue or not, Ted certainly 
didn’t want for words. At two-and-a-
half, he retorted unhesitatingly to a 
six-year-old cousin’s scolding accusa-
tion that he was a bad boy, “I’m not a 
bad boy. I’m just aggressive.” 

Conscientious I may have been— 
especially when it came to heeding 
Dr. Peter’s admonitions and inculcat-
ing polysyllabic vocabulary—but I 
wasn’t always a patient mother. One 
summer day when we were going vis-
iting, I had Ted bathed and freshly 
sun-suited. While I was getting myself 
freshened up, he got dirtied all over 
again. We were running late, so more 
than annoyed, I plopped him into the 
deep tub in the laundry and started 

sponging the backyard dirt off as best 
I could with a damp paper towel, not 
entirely gently, Ted howling indig-
nantly all the while. When I’d had 
enough noisy protest, I plugged it by 
jamming the wadded-up paper towel 
into the gaping, howling mouth. Sud-
den silence. Ted’s blue eyes grew 
wide with astonishment. Slowly, care-
fully, I extracted the paper towel. 
Bloody. Not a lot of blood, but defi-
nitely some. 

Awash in guilt, I watched as Ted    
experimented with his newly liberated 
tongue. Like a little lizard, he flicked 
it in and out. Over the lower lip. Then 
farther. Farther. Now he could indeed 
stick his tongue out at will like any 
normal aggressive little boy. He was 
thrilled. And so was I—Dr. Peter not-
withstanding, no alarming hemorrhag-
ing accompanied the untying. 

Ted has put his liberated tongue to 
good use ever since. Grown up now, 
he makes his living as a litigator, and 
as his wife and daughter will eagerly 
attest, he is an exceptionally fluent 
mansplainer. 

BEING CONFRONTED 
BY MAORI WARRIORS 

by Norval Reece 

Ann and I were in New Zealand in 
2009 walking towards a Maori marae 
(sacred meeting grounds) when sud-
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denly three young, muscular, tattooed, 
bare-chested warriors appeared out of 
nowhere rushing towards us, with 
eyes bulging and tongues sticking out, 
grimacing and shaking their weapons. 

They grunted loudly as they lunged 
and repeatedly thrust their long spears 
within inches of the faces of the three 
of us men in the front who had been 
asked to serve as “chiefs” of our 
group. 

The warriors jabbed at us time and 
time again with their spears, watching 
intently to see if “the visiting chiefs” 
would flinch and thereby indicate fear 
and distrust. 

The sticking out of their tongues was, 
we had been told, both good news and 
bad news. The good news was that it 
indicated the Maori warriors came in 
peace; the bad news was it also indi-
cated that if the strangers did not 
come in peace, they would be killed 
and eaten. After several minutes, the 
warriors paused and placed a leaf as 
an “offering of peace” on the ground 
in front of each “visiting chief.” Our 
guide advised us to pick up the leaf 
while being careful to maintain eye 
contact at all times with the warrior in 
front of us. 

Finally, satisfied about our intentions, 
the warriors turned and led us to the 
entrance of the marae, where we    
removed our shoes and left them out-

side. Shoes are considered symbols 
of one’s daily chores and duties and 
not allowed in the marae. We were 
told during the ensuing meeting that 
this is standard practice whether the 
marae is being used for a tribal meet-
ing, resolving a dispute among mem-
bers or groups, honoring the life of 
one who has died, or for a meeting 
with strangers. 

Once inside, we were welcomed by 
the Maori chief. He invoked the spir-
its of the ancestors of both visitors 
and hosts, expressed thanks for our 
safe journey from a distant land, and 
asked for spiritual protection for all 
present. Our “chief” responded, 
thanking the Maoris for welcoming us 
and saying we came in peace from 
Philadelphia, “the City of Brotherly 
Love,” across thousands of miles of 
ocean to learn about Maori culture 
and customs. 

At the end of the discussion, we 
touched noses with our hosts—a cus-
tom special to the Maori—signifying 
that we all share the same “breath of 
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life,” share the same world, and that 
we are one people, physically and 
spiritually. Both groups then sang 
songs, and the celebratory feast 
was underway. 

Maori warriors are memorable. 

THE WONDERS 
OF THE iPHONE  
by George H. Kurz 

Having heard that I had purchased an 
iPhone and could now text, my       
63-year-old daughter Carolyn sent me 
the following text a few days ago: 
“Here’s something that always makes 
me smile. See if this works.” This was 
followed by a 4-minute video from 
the 1942 movie Yankee Doodle 
Dandy. It was a scene in which an  
aspiring 18-year-old actress, comes 
into the dressing room of George M.    
Cohan. He was made up to look like a 
very old man. In the hilarious scene 
that follows, she auditions with a 
dance, and he startles her by demon-
strating a dance at breakneck speed. 
She wipes the sweat from his brow 
and is shocked to find his wrinkles 
disappearing. With the piece-by-piece 
disappearance of the remainder of his 
makeup (eyebrows, beard, and finally 
hair) she nearly collapses in shock.  

I let Carolyn know that I did indeed 
recognize the scene from the movie. 

She responded, “Yay! You rented that 
movie with a projector from the cam-
era store when I was just a kid. I have 
loved it ever since.” A flood of memo-
ries came over me about the routine I 
had when my five children were in 
elementary school. About once a 
month, each child could invite a 
friend to a movie night in our living 
room. I fed the 16 mm film into the 
rented projector and turned out the 
lights. I enjoyed those old movies 
very much myself, but never dreamed 
that any of them would have such a 
long-lasting effect as this one had on 
Carolyn. I texted her, “I had forgotten 
about that . . . . So glad you have 
loved it all this time.” 

I’m glad I stopped resisting the idea 
of getting an iPhone; now we can 
share memories. 

(To view this scene, type “Yankee 
Doodle Dandy, Old Man Scene” into 
Google.) 

ENTERTAINMENT 
ON PENNINGTON ROAD 

by Alice Warshaw 

When we moved to New Jersey we 
rented a house next to Trenton State 
College. It was right across from Lan-
ning School, where I went to morning 
kindergarten. 
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Playing with Ronny. 
My only regular playmate was a 
slightly older boy. It is a mystery to 
me that my folks never seemed to un-
derstand he was misbehaving most of 
the time, though I told them often 
enough. Once in our kitchen, I 
watched, appalled, as he sliced off 
huge slabs of expensive butter for his 
saltines at snack time.  
  
“You’re supposed to spread the butter, 
Ronny. That’s too much. Momma’s 
gunna be mad.” 
  
“Its OK. Your mother will never 
know.” Then threateningly, “Unless 
you tell her . . . .” Then grinning, he 
stuffed the WHOLE CRACKER into 
his mouth, till the butter oozed out the 
sides, then opened his mouth to show 
me the contents. Without brothers, I 
was shocked—but fascinated—by this 
behavior. 
  
Listening to Uncle Don. 
I would listen to the radio in the late 
afternoons. One of my favorites 
was Uncle Don.  (Ronny never lis-
tened to Uncle Don. “That’s for 
sissies!”) 
  
It was a half-hour broadcast five or 
six days a week. What fun it was to 
Google him recently and discover the 
following on Wikipedia. 
  
Don Carney was the stage name 
of Howard Rice (August 19, 1896— 

January 14, 1954), an American radio 
personality and children’s radio show 
host. Carney was best remembered as 
the host of Uncle Don, a children’s 
radio program produced between 
1928 and 1947 and broadcast from 
WOR in New York. 
  
And no, there is no proof that he was 
caught on hot mike at the close of one 
program saying, “That ought to hold 
the little bastards!”  
  
Our living room radio was a console, 
a large piece of furniture that sat on 
the floor. The speaker was in the 
front, behind fabric and wooden fili-
gree and right at ear level when I 
worked there with paper and crayons 
on the floor.  
  
Such powerful mental images radio 
created! 
  
On school days a man would stand 
outside the school in the afternoon. I 
watched him from our front window. I 
knew he was waiting to walk a 
kindergartener home, but I began to 
imagine that man was Uncle Don and 
he wanted to talk to me . . . . He 
looked like Uncle Don sounded like 
he should look. I wanted to call out to 
the stranger and tell him how much I 
loved his program. But I never did. 
  
Enjoying The Funnies. 
My 12-year-old sister would spread 
out the newspaper on the living room 
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rug to read. Since she could read and I 
couldn’t, of course I would deliberate-
ly run across the paper to tease her—
often. At times like that, she would 
swat me, I would cry, Mom would 
come running, Sister would be scold-
ed for hitting me, and I would be sat-
isfied for the moment.  
  
More satisfying still was curling up 
on Dad’s lap as he read me the fun-
nies. He brought them to life with 
funny voices and accents, and ex-
plained the difficult passages. Coming 
from a rural background in Min-
nesota, he liked Li’l Abner best.  
  
Eating Ice Cream. 
Sometimes after dinner the whole 
family took a stroll up the street and 
across busy Pennington Road for ice 
cream cones. I was beginning to learn 
the names of flavors. Vanilla was best 
in spite of those strange black specks. 
Sister always chose chocolate.  
  
During summer car trips we were pas-
sionate about ice cream cones. (Who 
wasn’t?) It was so hard to turn off the 
pleading. “If you don’t stop begging, 
Daddy will never stop for ice cream, 
again.” Fat chance, I thought, but did 
not say. Then sometimes, when Dad 
announced he was  “stopping for gas,” 
they would magically appear. One 
piece of 6”x6” waxed paper was laid 
neatly across the top of the four 
cones. (Presentation is everything.) In 
the hot car we would eat fast, keeping 

track of the drips down the sides with 
no time to savor the coolness, but en-
joying every slurp. 
  
Polishing My Nails. 
Mom did my nails sometimes, when 
she was doing her own. I remember 
the little caddy on her dressing table 
that held her cosmetics. Alone in the 
bedroom one day, I decided I could 
paint my nails myself. Settled in the 
middle of her bed, I successfully re-
moved the top and gently wiped the 
brush against the inside lip of the bot-
tle, as I had seen my mother do. I put 
the bottle down carefully.  With just 
one nail done, I realized the bottle had 
tipped over. Bright pink blobbed the 
sky blue bedspread.  
  
Horrified, I scooted backwards trying 
not to get my bare feet in the mess. In 
tears, I ran to the kitchen to confess. 
“Show me,” she said. I dragged her 
upstairs to the scene of the crime.  
  
“Will it wash out?” (Sob. Sob.) 
  
Long pause . . . . “No.”  
  
More . . . long . . . pauses.  
  
She finally said, “Hmmm” . . . . An-
other agonizing pause . . . . “I never 
did much like that bedspread.” And 
hugging me, “Did you learn your les-
son?”   
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Wow!  Not what I expected . . . at . . . 
all.  
  
Speaking of surprises, recently I 
Googled “1920 Pennington Road” 
expecting to see the house. Instead it’s 
a college parking lot! 
  
The house is gone, but not the memo-
ries.  

HO, HO, HO 

Village Voices will not be published 
in December so that the editors may 
freely partake of the festivities of the 
season. 

When we resume our duties in Jan-
uary, we’d like to have lots of won-
derful material to consider for publi-
cation. Please send us your creations. 
They can be merry or morose, fact or 
fiction, poetry or prose—whatever 
you’d like to share with the world to 
brighten winter days. 

  Happy Holidays,  
  The Editors 
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