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THINGS
by Doug Meaker
Since she was a girl, my aunt Doris
collected clothes with their stories.
When she retired, she started putting
on shows for the benefit of one cause
or other. Someone suggested she
might “take her act on the road,” to
provide entertainment on cruises. She
started with cruises among the Greek
islands. Then this led to shows on the
QE II and, after that, to cruises up the
Amazon.
My uncle’s part was recruiting women
passengers; Doris always used passengers to model. Howard knew the
sizes of the clothes they had brought
(generally small by today’s standards). So picture this: you’ve just
come on board, and this elderly gentleman approaches and asks if you’d
like to model. Before you can slap his
face, he gives you Doris’s card. Her
shows were a success because there
was a story behind each item.
As people found that Doris would appreciate an ancient wedding dress, her
collection grew. It took up the whole
third floor of their house in Philadelphia. When they downsized, she
gave most of her collection to a Penn-
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sylvania college. But still items kept
coming, so one room of their apartment was given over to costumes.
Doris wouldn’t accept anything without a story.
One of Doris’s coups was wearing a
dress to the 100th Anniversary Celebration of the Metropolitan Opera that
had been worn to its opening.
My wife, Robin, also collected—
owls. I am sure she could have told
the when, where, and why of each
item, but I wasn’t paying close
enough attention. As a result, much of
her collection has gone off to begin
life anew as gifts. Without their stories, they are just things.
And that, I think, is the moral of this
tale. It’s the stories that make things
valuable. As you dispose of things
remember to pass on the story.

WHAT YOU SAVE
IS WHO YOU ARE
by Lynne Waymon
My favorite apron covered me from
my chin to my knees. It had a plasticcoated picture of Noah’s Ark with

animals walking up the ramp, lolling
on the deck, and sticking their heads
out the windows. I loved that apron,
not because it was so functional,
although it was, but because it was so
beautiful. The strap that went around
my neck broke, and the apron didn’t
survive one of our three downsizings.
I still miss it. Noah, the first saver—of
animals two-by-two—couldn’t be
saved.

rid of it—I’m giving it—like my car
that went to a single mother who
needed it to get to work or like my
favorite books that are being read by
prisoners.” I’ve known Gita for 50
years. She and I like talking about big
life questions. “What do I want from
the things I save? Safety? (Expired
prescriptions.) Fond memories? (Dish
towels my mom embroidered just for
me.) Status? (Blue ribbons my sis and
I won at the Garden Club Show?)
Reminders of who I am? (The file of
stories and quotes I’ve kept for 35
years that once spiced up my keynotes
and workshops in ways I thought
would make the skills “stick”?)

My dad saved all the playbills of
every play or musical he ever attended. My mom saved buttons. I think
when she was a kid they were a lot
more precious than they are now. She
liked to say, “Use it up, wear it out,
make it do, or do without.” Could it
be that good advice from the 1930s
has circled back once again to remind
us what to treasure?

After our dad died, Anne and I helped
our mom decide what to save and
what to throw out as she prepared to
leave their home and move to assisted
living. Dad was in sales and rose to
VP of Marketing for a big company.
His team presented him with a very
large wall hanging—a caricature of
dad at his desk. He had six arms—in
one hand he had a phone, in another a
note pad, in another the product they
sold, in another a Sales Award—you
get the idea. And on one knee was
perched a scantily clad woman who
could only be described as a “bimbo.”
This drawing had hung in mom and
dad’s rec room for about 15 years.
Anne pointed to it and said to Mom,
“What would you like to do with
this?” Mom thought only about three
seconds before saying very sweetly, “I

From a three-story farmhouse with
an attic, a basement, and a garage,
Todd and I downsized to an apartment, then to Pennswood. We had
several chances to wonder and talk
about what to save. Do we save things
from something (the trash)? Or do we
save things to enjoy later (photo
albums)? Or do we save things for our
nephew and niece (artwork, jewelry)?
What’s the principle hidden in all this
sorting, saving, choosing, and discarding?
Our friend Gita says, “When I’m letting go of something, I’m not getting
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think we’ve gotten about all the pleasure we’re going to get out of that.”

juicier as we drove. When Todd
unwrapped his present, he believed it
. . . for a minute.

Some stuff Todd and I have saved has
a story that anchors the relationships
we treasure. Several years ago, my
sister Anne and I were “honky-tonking” around Bucks County. (That’s
what our mom called it when I was in
high school, Anne was in college, and
we lived in Connecticut. Mom
accused us, saying, “You just go to
New York City to honky-tonk
around.” She was absolutely right—
even though we didn’t and still don’t
know exactly what the phrase means.
Maybe just having fun together.)

I’m someone who likes to create
models, guidelines, and rules for
something—like, for instance, what to
save. But I think all I’ve done is wander through some of my favorite
memories and told you about some of
the most important people in my life.
If you see any themes or guidelines
for figuring out what to save, will you
please let me know?

MY 1931 BUICK
CONVERTIBLE

As Anne and I honky-tonked recently,
we spied a garage sale. It was July, a
couple of weeks before Todd’s birthday, so we were loosely looking for a
gift for him—something silly, or curious, or unusual, or just plain fun. Our
mode of “loosely looking” is one cultivated over many years of practice as
garage sale connoisseurs.
At this sale, we homed in on a very
classy set of poker chips. These were
old and encased in a handsome wooden box. “Well, Todd does like to play
poker,” I said. “Why not?” Anne said
she’d just read that when an item has
a story (real or made up) attached to
it, it has more value. So on the way
home, we dreamed up a fanciful tale
of how Bucks County native Oscar
Hammerstein himself had owned
these chips. The story got bigger and

by Roger Labaw
Having an interest in old things, I had
the opportunity in 1963 to buy a 1931
Buick Convertible Coupe, Series 96C.
The following year, I disassembled it,
rebuilt the engine, cleaned the chassis,
and painted it. I mounted the engine
on a portable stand and was able to
run it, then later I reinstalled it on the
chassis.

The Buick before renovation.
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Work, family, and volunteering kept
me from continuing this project.

to come and bring his two sons with
him and also a friend who has been in
the USA and speaks very good English. The group will arrive on May 24
at Kennedy Airport. I send an urgent
e-mail to the president of the shipping
company in California to clear up
more details. The company wants my
signed title to the car and a sales
agreement signed by the buyer before
scheduling the delivery of the container. The buyer is in Norway, I am
in the USA. The company finally
agrees that, if we deliver the signed
paperwork on May 24, it will schedule the container for May 26, but we
will not know the time until the afternoon of May 25.

After few decades, it is time to move
to Pennswood. I cannot bring this vehicle with me, so it sits in a rented
garage in New Jersey.
I spot an ad in the March 2022 issue
of the Buick Bugle, an international
magazine for Buick owners. Someone
is looking for this exact model and
wants a vehicle that he can restore. I
call him. Yes, he is definitely interested. A few e-mails with pictures of car
parts later, I quote him a price with
the stipulation that he must also take
all the extra parts I have accumulated
over the years. We come to an agreement. What I have not mentioned is
that this enthusiastic buyer lives in
Norway.

I call Norway and tell the buyer he
must come directly from the airport to
the shipper’s office in Linden for final
signatures.

Now the scheduling begins. In this
technological age, wiring the money
is the easy part. The buyer’s Norwegian shipper makes arrangements with
a firm headquartered in California and
an office in Linden, New Jersey, for a
shipping container to arrive at my
rented garage on May 26. Bureaucracy takes over. What papers are needed
for this shipment? More telephone
calls and e-mails. I drive to Linden,
New Jersey, to deliver the necessary
papers.

May 24—I sit in the parking lot in
Linden waiting for a call from the
buyer that he has arrived and is on his
way. Instead, the call comes, and he
tells me that his group has been stuck
in customs for almost two hours. Can
they get here before the office closes?
I speak to a man in the office, and he
agrees to stay until 6:30 p.m. in hopes
the buyer arrives. What a relief! The
employees have headed home, the
parking lot is empty. The rental car
pulls in. As we meet, after the many
e-mails and phone calls we have
exchanged, we feel as if we already

The buyer decides that, having never
been to the USA, this is a good time
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know each other. We quickly sign the
necessary papers in the parking lot on
the hood of my car and head into the
office. Finally, the paperwork is
acceptable.

truck, which we need for loading, is
stuck in traffic. Everyone waits. The
loading begins with the extra rear
axle. When the Buick chassis is
brought up to the container, the difference in height between the two vehicles is much greater because of the
heavier weight of the car. Our driver
pulls away from the container and
orders planks to build a platform to
raise the bed of the rollback level with
the container. You must understand
this rollback truck was bought from a
junk yard for $200 and runs a bit
rough. Since it will take time to find
planks and build the platform, the driver decides to turn off the motor.
When we are ready to back up on the
planks, the old motor won’t start.
Everyone watches anxiously, while
attempts are made to start the motor.
Finally, success!

May 25—We meet at 7 a.m. at my
garage as the buyer is anxious to actually see the car he has purchased. He
takes a good look, and then I invite
the group to ride in my 1935 LaSalle
to breakfast at a local diner. After our
return to the garage, car parts have to
be boxed up for quick and easy loading of the container the next day.
Next, we drive to Harbor Freight in
the group’s rental car and purchase
supplies needed to tie down the car,
the large parts, and all the boxes to the
container floor so everything will
arrive in good order after the sea voyage. Guess what, their GPS gives
directions in Norwegian!
On the way back to the garage, we
pick up sandwiches at Subway and eat
around a picnic table in the garage
among the car parts. For their first
lunch in the USA, they adjust quickly
to the informality that is sometimes
needed to get work done. In late
afternoon, I call the shipping company because they have not yet told us
the arrival time of the container. You
are given only two hours for loading
before extra fees apply.

Loading the Buick.

When the back wheels of the truck are
on the planks, the two floors are even,
and the Buick can be pushed into the
container with ease and secured for its
trip to Norway. Next, all other parts

May 26—The 40-foot container
arrives an hour early, but the rollback
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and boxes are loaded and strapped
fast, filling the container almost full to
the door.

I stare into the shadows beyond the
bright-lighted scatter of pieces on my
kitchen table. He’s dead, Billy Standish. Where did he go? Where does
death set you down? Did Billy mean
to kill and to die? Somebody took the
bodies away, and somebody else will
hose down the blood in the gravel.
What does a bullet hitting a body
sound like?

The door is closed, locked and sealed,
and the container is taken to the port
to await a ship heading to Norway. It
will take four to six weeks to reach
the buyer’s home.
After a final late lunch, it is time for
us to say good-by. It has been three
stressful, but fun, days working with
these congenial people.

A shooting at the Centerville
Bowl-a-Rama has left two persons dead and one critically
injured. The shooter has been
identified as C. William Standish. Mr. Standish was killed in
an exchange of gunfire with law
enforcement after firing multiple rounds at exiting patrons
from a position in the parking
lot. Cindy Raines, a Bowl-aRama employee, was behind
the shoe rental counter when
she heard gunshots. “I can’t
stop crying,” she said. “I just
want to know who got hurt.”

E-mails let us know that the four
make it home safely.
Finally on July 15, we hear that the
shipping container arrived—after seven weeks at sea—in the port of Kristiansand, Norway. The Buick and all
of the spare parts are now safely in
the buyer’s garage.

The soft, satisfying cardboard crunch
of a jigsaw piece as I press it into
place. Keeping myself busy; trying to
keep from checking my phone for
updates. I never saw Billy Standish do
a jigsaw, but he did math puzzles at
the blackboard in school, and his team
always won. Even so, you didn’t pick
him first; you picked your friends, and
we weren’t friends with Billy. Billy S.
That’s how Miss Stevens labeled his
cubby on the first day of kindergarten.

FICTION
PUZZLED
by Jennifer Clements
Solving a puzzle starts with sorting.
I learned that when I was little, doing
jigsaw puzzles with my daddy. The
jumble of pieces, all the shapes and
colors and parts of pictures, will eventually fit together. You know that; you
also know it takes time.
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Billy S., who did not bring a shoebox
decorated with red hearts and white
doilies to school that February, like
the rest of us did. Miss Stevens gave
him a plain red box to use. Our Valentines were the silly ones with jokes
and hearts shot through with arrows.
But those hearts didn’t bleed.

months we’ll be hearing about what
somebody’s sister’s best friend’s uncle
remembers.
I saw Billy once behind the library on
the river walk. I like going there,
especially at night when the river is
beside you, black, glistening, sentient.
I was walking, and Billy passed me
and then turned back. “To be or not to
be, that is the question.” He wasn’t
quoting; he was asking. He had an
urgent look on his face. I had to give
the next part. “Whether ’tis nobler
in the mind to suffer the slings and
arrows of outrageous fortune . . .” He
smiled, he finished. “Or to take arms
against a sea of troubles and by
opposing end them. To die, to sleep
. . . .”

You read about shooters, and their stories make you curious or angry, and
sometimes you weep—beautiful survivor Emma Gonzalez in Florida
made us weep. But that’s not the same
as the shooter being the boy whose
cubby was next to yours in kindergarten.
At recess, girls jumped rope. Boys
played war. Bang, bang, you’re dead.
The bowling alley is an ordinary
place. I was there last Friday. There’s
a sort of oasis of light as you drive in.
Getting out of the car, you’re likely to
see friends in the parking lot. Flashing
neon turns faces orange and then
green and then orange again. When
you open the door, bursts of noise:
laughter, the jukebox, the clunk and
racket of bowling balls in the lanes,
pins scattering.

A sea of troubles. I wanted to look
away.
In twelfth grade, Billy and I were
Shakespeare partners. You had to
memorize six speeches. You’d go up
and stand at the teacher’s desk and
speak the lines. Mrs. Brady was scary,
but Billy was good at memorizing,
and he was never nervous. When he
was reciting, it was like he was somebody else. Somebody you might have
wanted to be your friend.

I think about how long Billy was there
and why he didn’t leave. Did he wait?
I can see Billy doing that. Waiting to
be caught and punished. Everybody
but me is over there hanging out, talking, waiting to hear the latest. For

Billy S., where are you? Are you with
the person you shot? The two of you
arm-in-arm, on the way to Hamlet’s
undiscovered country? Have you
(7)

reached enlightenment? Do you know
the meaning of life?

Sometimes you find a place for a puzzle piece, and you get your crunchy
cardboard satisfaction. But not
always. You think you have it right,
and you try it, but it’s a miss, and you
have to keep looking.

Things about Billy: He wore cowboy
boots to school. On the way home
from school in fourth grade, I crashed
my bike and skinned my knee and
was crying. He came over and helped
me up. And then he walked away.
Later, people would say they’d run
into him and he was drunk, but I never saw that. He wasn’t drunk the night
he quoted Hamlet.

I keep wondering what it was like,
shooting and being shot, whether
Billy decided he would be better off
dead than alive. I think of the child
whose life will pivot on the fact that,
“when I was nine, my father was shot
at the Bowl-a-Rama.” Maybe one of
the victims is Doug, the man who
repairs my car. Or Patty—we’ve been
best friends since first grade. Did Billy know them? Or me, walking out of
the bright, noisy bowling alley onto
the neon-lit doorstep, chatting, laughing with a friend. And Billy S., with
his gun in the dark, standing by his
car. Would he have seen who it was,
and would that have mattered? He
shot the others; would he have shot
me? It seems important to know.

Is it evil, murdering someone? Do you
sell your soul? Do you know when
you’re doing it? Can you buy it back?
A mangrove forest has small trees
with the remarkable capacity to filter
salt from their water in order to survive. The story goes, true or not, that
the trees divert the salt to the oldest
yellowing leaves, which die without
damage to the plant. It’s called the
sacrificial leaf. Is Billy our sacrificial
leaf? Do his evil and death absolve
us?
We’ll want to know whether he was
angry or poor or brainwashed or
abused or just-fired or mentally ill or
dumped by a girlfriend. We’ll want to
think we can keep it from happening
again. Should I have told somebody
about what he said? Something was
off with Billy—we all knew that—but
you can’t arrest everybody who
makes you uncomfortable.

AN UNFORGETTABLE
T-SHIRT
by George Kurz
Recently while sitting in the waiting
room of a medical office, I noticed an
unusual T-shirt worn by a lady sitting
across from me. The lower part of the
shirt had a picture of a dinosaur.
Above that were three lines of print,
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each of which had but three words.
The first two lines had exactly the
same words: “Let’s,” “eat,” and
“kids.” But there was one small difference. The second line had a comma
after “eat.” What about the third line?
It read: “PUNCTUATION SAVES
LIVES.”

Had I bought all these, they’d be a
statement.
But I didn’t. They came from God
knows where, so I’m thinking they’re
a metaphor.
I envision myself on my knees,
crawling
backward, with close attention to
detail,
erasing my way out of life

How clever! Might she be a schoolteacher? I wondered. I tried to think
of how I might ask my question
politely. Just as I was about to begin,
however, I was called into the office.
When my appointment was completed, I was hoping to see the lady
with the T-shirt again and ask her my
question, but she was nowhere to be
seen. I strongly suspect that she was
indeed a schoolteacher, but I’ll never
know for sure. The words on her Tshirt will stick in my mind for a long
while, and I expect always to remember the difference between

BOX ROW
by Glenna Follmer
She showed us the box—the attractive
woman from Marketing. Would it suit
us? Might we want a bigger box?
Could we afford that?

Let’s eat kids
and
Let’s eat, kids

One- and two-bedroom boxes had
similar appendages: closet big enough
for a computer printer or 20 boxes of
shoes. Yet not large enough for greatgrandmother’s china which no one
without servants wants.

LAST JOB

For your car, an open box was available; more money, of course. No, no
discount for the “open-air” feature or
the sparrow droppings.

by Phyllis Purscell

Within, the box was as special as
advertised, but it had a very small
kitchen. Lots of ceiling lights in odd
places awaiting furniture to spotlight.

Between my desk drawer and the one
in the kitchen for miscellany,
I have a surfeit of erasers.
(9)

What furniture should accompany us?
What color scheme would we want?

The 45th Birthday Committee is
hoping someone(s) will write the
lyrics for a new song, set to a familiar tune. We’re also calling all
Pennswood poets to write odes to
Pennswood.

Decision time. An agonizing decision
but necessary was our thought. Then,
amazing ourselves, friends, neighbors
of 55 years, we moved.

Your songs/poems will be revealed
in a Community Meeting in January.
Please send your efforts to Anne
Baber by December 16.

Awakening groggily the second day, I
gazed up at a fire alarm, a light fixture, a smoke alarm, and speaker 1
and speaker 2. Our former bedroom
ceiling was nowhere near as interesting.

Publication of

Pennswood Village
Residents Association

We’d never lived in a Box Row
before. We miss being able to shoot a
basketball on our drive, step out and
hang a dish towel on the clothesline,
yell “supper” at the roaming grandkids.
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Our life is full now, a few years on:
new activities, exercises, foods, and
friendships. We like our box . . . and
it’s a very good life we live, secure in
bubble wrap, here on Box Row.

Email your contributions to
HB@HenryBaird.com
or place typed hard copy
in our open mail box.

WILL YOU WRITE?

Past issues of Village Voices may be
consulted in the Pennswood Library
on PVRA shelf unit #65.

A few verses of ancient Pennswood
songs were unearthed and re-published in our July 2022 Humor
issue. Now you have your chance.
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