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òMoonshinerõs Daughter is a gripping 
testimony of one womanõs struggle, and one 
familyõs struggle, to survive against 
overwhelming oddsñfinancial, social, emotional, 
physical. This book is a window on a world many 
of us assume is long in the past. Most of all it is a 
story of human connection, of victory over 
poverty, pain, discrimination, the haunting story 
of one woman finding her voice and her place. 
Though heart-breaking at times, this is a book 
you will not soon forget.ó   

Robert Morgan , author of Gap Creek 
 

 òMary Messerõs story of the poverty and 
brutality she experienced during her Appalachian 
childhood will make the reader wonder how she 
ever survived such an upbringing. Moonshinerõs 
Daughter is an unsettling, unsentimental, and 
unforgettable portrait of survival under the worst 
of circumstances.ó   

                        Ron Rash , author of Serena 

 

www.moonshinersdaughter.com or call 828.452.2539 

Moonshinerõs Daughter may be purchased 
at  local bookstores in western NC  or 

 at Bargain Books 
1032 Mauney Cove Road, Waynesville or 

 on-line at Amazon.com 

BookséMagazineséNewspapers 

152 S. Main St., Waynesville, NC         (828) 456 -6000     

Monday -Thursday, 8 am ï 8 pm,   Friday & Saturday 8 am ï 9 pm 

                                        blueridgebooksnc.com  

 

 

 

The Gift To Be Free  
by Louis Miles  

 

ò...a story filled with 

poignant detail, Sister 
Hattieõs vision, illuminated 

by nearly eighty years in 

her shaker family, inspires 

our admiration and wins 

our hearts.ó 
 

Joan Medlicott ,  
Author/the Ladies of Covington series  

Celia Milesõ  
 

The Journey to Stenness  
 

...a womanõs journey 
of discovery and 

recovery on a Scottish 
island.  
 

To order:  
celiamiles@fastmail.fm or  

www.celiamiles.com for PayPal  

http://www.moonshinersdaughter.com
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from the publisher é                                              
  òExcitementó is overused but itõs how I felt when I met Glenis Redmond and tapped her 

passionate, poetic soul for an interview. She strings words together like a master jeweler assembles 

necklaces of glittering, precious gems. Penny Morse, our intrepid editor, fell in love with her magic way 

with words and introduced us to her. One of my 

personal gripes with current poets is their need to 

explain their poetry before presenting it. A 

message condensed and delivered as a poem 

should stand complete. If it is necessary for the 

writer to offer a prose explanation, the poem is 

not completeðmy opinion. Each of Ms. 

Redmondõs poems delivers its message like a space 

capsule on re-entry, white hot and on course. It is 

our pleasure to feature her work in this issue. 

Thank you, Glenis, for your forthright answers to 

those interview questions and your generous 

contribution of your new poems. 
 

 Accent on Books, a wonderful independent bookstore 

in Asheville, hosted a reading by many of our spring issue 

authors this summer and we are so grateful to them. Fred 

Chappell, Victoria Rose, Tim Josephs, William Everett, Steve 

Roberts, and Joy Barlett, along with yours truly, braved a late 

rain shower to share their expressions and support us along 

with many fans, family and friends. Great fun, yõall! We may 

do it again. 
 

 Now for a correction: In the last issue I credited 

Margaret Atwood as the author of òThe Yellow Room.ó 

Wrong! The attribution should have read: òThe Yellow 

Wallpaperó by Charlotte Perkins Gilman. òThe Yellow Roomó 

is a mystery written by Gaston Leroux. Elizabeth Lutyens, 

faculty member of The Great Smokies Writing Program at the 

University of North Carolina caught this error. 

 

 Enjoy this issue, please visit our advertisers and relish this glorious fall,                                                
JC Walkup 

JC, Glenis Redmond, Buffy and Penny 

Fred Chappell with  JC and Penny  and  Buffy 
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We are honored to showcase Ms. Glenis Redmondõs work in this issue.  She  
graciously consented to an in-depth interview with fresh where she provided 

wonderful insights into sources of her powerful, beautiful poetry. She performs 
her works with full body contact deliverance to strike and snare minds and engage 
hearts. We believe you will love her work and admire her craft as much as we do. 

  

Q.  Why is your focus on women? 
A. I come from a very strong maternal line.  My mother and grandmother 

provided a path for me and I cherish them and their footsteps.  It was not 
easy for them.  I live to tell their stories through poetry.  

 
Q.  What are you reading now? For fun? For not fun, i.e., education, etc.? 
A. All of my reading is for fun even when it is not light.  I am a complete 

nerd.  I read often and usually have 4 or 5 books going at a time.    I am completing my Masters of 
Fine Arts in Poetry at Warren Wilson, so I am reading books that will help me complete my thesis/
manuscript. I just finished reading two books by Lucille Clifton:  Mercy and Generations.  I am also 
reading a book titled, I Belong to South Carolina:  South Carolina Slave Narratives Edited by Susanna 
Ashton.  I have also been reading the Collected Poems of James Wright.  I will be going to The 
Hermitage Artist Retreat in a few weeks and I will continue my scholarly reading, but I hope to 
read a Maeve Binchey novel or two.  She is the writer that allows me to rest and feel fulfilled at the 
same time. 

 
Q.  When did you start performing poetry? 
A.    I started performing in my family home.  In my family we held informal talent shows.  My siblings 

are extremely amazing singers, dancers and musicians.  My father was a jazz, blues and gospel 
pianist and encouraged an atmosphere of music and dance in our household. I was 15 years old, 
when I realized that every home was not full of music and dance.  We would go to school 
performances and turn the dance out, because we had choreographed moves.  My brothers were 
my best dance partners.  I also grew up in the black church, call and response was a given. At age 
12, I started writing poetry in junior high, at my alma mater Woodmont.   I was called upon to read 
poems at Bethlehem Baptist Church in Fountain Inn, SC at a young age. The community treated 
me as a poet and I took that role seriously.   I wrote poems for funerals, weddings and the church 
anniversary, so-called performing was in my bones.  I brought this sensibility along as I encounter 
both the page and the stage.   

 
 

A Special Interview with fresh Featured Poet Glenis Redmond  

By J C Walkup  
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Q.   You are obviously a talented, seasoned performer, so do you act or sing or dance on stage?  
A.  I do not really consider what I do performance.  I am conjuring moments.  I am communicating 

 with the audience.  Even if a poem is old, hopefully, it becomes new as I speak it to life.  I am a 
 poetic conjurer if you will.  I am not a singer, but I sing anyway.  It is a signal to the audience to 
 enter through this doorway.  It is the way I bring the walls down and a dialogue between poet and 
 audience happens.  Dance is my first love and usually people say that my hands speak as I do the 
 poem.  I sometimes do mime for the younger audiences.  It is full-bodied. 

 
Q.  Do you use any other names professionally?  
A.     Glenis Redmond except for in elementary schools.  The students call me Ms. Poetic.   It is a name I 

 created in 1993.  I had this vision of myself flitting from school to school spreading poetry to 
 young people, pulling poems out of my pockets.  18 years later I feel that I have fully manifested 
 that dream.  

 
Q.   Has Hollywood called yet?  
A.    No. Hollywood has not called, but I have been asked that question a lot.  It seems people have 

 expectations that I have not entertained.  I take that as a compliment and if Hollywood called, I 
 would answer.  I would love to do anything to do with Zora Neale Hurston or unearthing black 
 womenõs stories.  

 
Q.   What is next for you? Poetry books, performance? Travel?   
A.    I am working on my third manuscript, What My Hand Say.  I have a full touring season.  I book 

 about a year in advance and I am on the road about 176 days a year.  It would be wonderful to win 
 a major award or fellowship and not work quite so hard on the road.  

 
Q.    You and Keith Flynn seem able to succeed where others donõt in the world of poetry. What makes 
 that success possible? 
A.     Keith and I share are a passion for poetry and a dogged determination to make a mark for poetry 

 in the greater world.  We are very different poets, but I have mad respect for Keith.  Heõs got 
 soul.  In the end, the poems make it possible.   The belief in oneõs work and the ability to connect 
 increases oneõs local and national audience. Iõve worked hard to build my body of work and equally 
 as hard to create an audience for my work.  I cherish those bonds and there are no short cuts.  The 
 poet must go to the people and for the last 18 years, I have done just that. 

 
Q.    Where did you learn the most useful tools for producing poetry?  
A.     I learned a lot from the Poetry Slam.  The five years that I was involved with that movement, it 

 taught me a lot about the craft.  It helped me develop my òpoetic ear.ó  Being on the stage and 
 working my craft on a weekly basis was a hands-on workshop that is not readily available anywhere 
 else.  If one is up for the challenge, one can grow exponentially through stage work.  It is just as 
 important as the page work. 

  Poetry Slams get critiqued heavily, but some really beautiful and meaningful poems and poets come 
out of Slam.  Poetry belongs to all.    I also traveled around the country with Poetry Alive in the 
90õs and I performed three poetry shows a day, 5 days a week.  This really taught me to hone my 
performance skills too.  During those shows, I was reciting classic and contemporary poems of 
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others.  It taught me how to understand poetry through embodying it.  It was a great schooling.  I 
believe I received an informal Masterõs in Performance during those years.  It allowed me to 
become completely at home on stage. 

 
 Q.  Where do you plan for your path to take during the next five years? 
 A.   I would like to write:  I would love to write a novel and and one-woman show.    After the M.F.A 

 at Warren Wilson College, it would be great to get a PhD in African American Literature.  
 
Q.    There is a large population out there labeled ômenõ who read your poetry also. Do you address 

 them as men or only as men who relate to women?  
A.     I never thought of separating my readers that way.  I write as a woman that hopes that people will 

 find a human thread in my work.  I am pleased that people find themselves in my work. 
 
Q.   Your grandmother and your mother worked with open hearts to children of their lives. Do you 

 have/want children?  
A.   I have twin 21 year olds:  Amber & Celeste.  They are my only children that I have given birth to 

and we are pretty tight.  People that witness us together sense our tight bond.  I am quite proud of 
my daughters; they are artists and strong women in their own right.  Celeste is a visual 
artist.  Amber is quite a poet with a special interest in Womenõs Studies. I feel bonded to my nieces 
and nephews and they have a special place in my heart.  I also have taught a lot of young people 
poetry in the last 18 years.  They are my extended family. 

 
Q.   About the private life of Glenis Redmond: Do you have a significant other? 
A.    Wow.  This is a first for an interview.  I have many significant others:  My mama, and my two 

daughters Amber & Celeste.  However, at the moment I have not given my heart away 
romantically. The last guy I dated, when I showed him my touring schedule, he ran. 

 At the end of the day, I am saying, he needs to love his mama.  If you donõt love your mama, donõt 
step.  I am not the kind of woman that needs to have a man for the sake of having a man.  In my 
40õs, I have learned it is better to be alone, than in a relationship feeling alone.  I have plenty of 
love in my life.  I dance, sing and write poetry.  I have great daughters and friends and I have 
LOVE coming at me 24/7.  

   
Q.  What do you see as the future for performance poetry in the world of e-books?  
A.   There will always be a future for poetry on the stage.  Oral poetry will never die, because it is 

human nature. Bring on the E-books because they have their place, but nothing trumps the human 
voice, speaking to the human heart.   Nothing reigns over live performance.  We as humans love to 
gather and commune.  It is at the heart of who we are.  

  
 
 
A sample of Glenis Redmondõs strong, in-your-face performance poetry is available online. Google Glenis 
Redmond, then click on www.utube.com.  
   
 

http://www.utube.com
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Birthright  
 

Daddy soldiered 
Like many enlisted military men  
Lived on base in the barracks. 
Lost without the fold of  family 
He requested weekend leave, 
On January Friday. 
After pocketing his pass, 
He lit down Highway 26 quick 
Mid-state to upstate South Carolina home. 
 
Monday morning the commander 
Summons him about who knows what. 
On a hunch he pulls out his pass, 
Sinks when re reads the large letters stamped, 
LEAVE DENIED.  
 
He explains, much later. 
Tells me the story in my thirties 
Of  my weekend conception 
His inadvertent AWOL, 
Of  his planting a seed,  
Me defying authority ever since. 

Close as I get to Cursing  

 
Bile leaves an unpleasant aftertaste. 
Where I come from hate seethes 
 

like a fresh brew on the tongue everyday. 
Why add to the pot of  evil deeds and lend 
 

words to curse the earth and complicate the already 
filthy air?  Arenõt our skies full enough 
 

of  soil-weep and southern tree-lean? 
Gut rot grows in the bowels.  I say shit it out. 
 

If  ever I hurled a stone it was in my mind. 
Damning the damned ainõt worth the spit. 

By Glenis Redmond
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Family Laundry  
 
By Glenis Redmond 
 
What goes on in the house, stays in the house. 
These words we bear, wear us like out grown clothes. 
In our high-water and short-sleeve hitch, 
we stuff  our mouths with this ashy creed. 
 
Our hungry hearts donõt have a taste 
for its bitter after bite, but we keep singing, 
What goes on in the house, stays in the house. 
Some laundry never gets done. 
 
The collective piles heap higher: 
generation on top of  generation. 
I see the load in my daughterõs eye; 
the same time travelerõs weight 
 
that is in my own motherõs gaze.   
I share the same glare, my brothers do too, 
some resemblances you ought not own. 
Give me strength to take the pitchfork back.   
Release my step-granddadõs hold 
 
and all the fatherly sins passed down.  
So what goes on in the house, goes 
if  not stirred by water and air  
with cleansing light tending to the loads.  



 

fresh...stories, poems, ideas                                                                                                                                    fall  

10 

I Lost the Baby  
 

By Glenis Redmond 
 
 

Not in couldnõt find, but in perished. 
I lost my child 
and still I was in search. 
He found me, in my bed busy dreaming. 
 
I lost my child: 
Blond hair, hazel eyes, skin really fair. 
He found me in my bed, busy dreaming. 
He kissed me awake, though I was still asleep. 
 
Blond hair, hazel eyes, skin really fair 
shining like a familiar son. 
He kissed me awake, though I was still asleep 
saying, I will tell Amber and Celeste thereõs no school, snow! 
 
Shining like a familiar son 
how did he find us since weõve moved three times? 
He said, Mom, I will tell Amber and Celeste thereõs no school, snow! 
Bed-side you stood 12 years old, Cameron. 
 
How did you find us since weõve moved three times? 
Since Iõve seen you I am now more whole. 
You stood bed-side 12-years old, Cameron 
with a quiet glow saying, I am not lost, mom Iõm here. Iõm still here. 
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 Blood is trickling out of my cousin Scootõs left ear. He is eight and real 

skinny. His mama Big Sis has dragged him over òto play with you Betty Jean,ó she says, while she goes off 

fishing and drinking beer with a bunch of her family. I am ten and wish everybody would leave me alone. 

Ever since I came to live with Granny there has not been one minute of peace. 

  òStop whining about going with us or Iõll slap you again,ó Big Sis snarls at Scoot.  

    Me and Granny got woke up from our Sunday nap by all the racket the two of them made walking 

up in the yard.  Weõre all standing in the shade of the big camphor berry tree in front of the house.  Sis is in 

her yellow one piece bathing suit that she thinks makes her look like Easter Williams. Sheõs wearing purple 

furry bedroom slippers and I wonder if she plans on wearing them to the river. The cigarette sheõs sucking 

on is mostly ash and I watch as it falls out of her jabbering mouth and lands on her shoe.  

   òLook at this you little turdé. youõve made me lose my smoke and mess up my new slippers.ó She 

screws up her face  tighter and pops Scoot up side his head again.  He clenches his fist. He never cries. 

   Granny has had enough and takes Scoot by the arm and pulls him back behind her. Granny is as 

wide as she is tall. òYaõll better get going if you want enough time to fish before dark,ó she says to Big Sis 

in her òweõre  about to talk business nowó voice. Everybody knows when Granny gets that tone that youõd 

better back it up, put it in reverse and go on down the road. 

    Big Sis spins around on her heel so fast that her hair curlers jiggle. She goes prissing off down the 

road towards her house tugging at the bottom of her stretched out bathing suit with both hands, trying to 

pull it down enough to cover up her big butt.   

    òLooks like my fine daughter-in-law has her drawers jerked up her crack,ó Granny says to no one 

in particular as she spits on her handkerchief and wipes at the blood on Scootõs ear. òCome on in the 

house and lie down a while,ó Granny says to us. 

     òBut, Granny, Iõve already been to sleep,ó I say, not wanting her to make me try to take a nap with 

Scoot. He kicks and rolls around until I am black and blue by the time Granny tells us we can get up. 

   Gué Gué Solingaie                        By Joy Boothe  

SHIRLEY FINNEY, L.E.  
(828) 456-7281 

(828) 456-7350 

 

City Lights Bookstore 
 

3 East Jackson Street , Sylva, North Carolina 28779  
Phone: 828.586.9499 

Toll -free: 888.853.6298 
 

9 amñ9 pm  
MondayñSaturday 

10 amñ3 pm 
Sunday 

www.citylightsnc.com  
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   òWell I reckon yaõll can play in the yard while me and your Granddaddy finish out our 

nap,ó she says surprising me. Granny must be feeling sorry for Scoot and I guess I am too a little 

bit. òYou better stay in this yard or the boogers will get you,ó she says looking straight at me. 

    òYes, maõamó I say with my fingers crossed behind my back.  Granny wipes the dirt off 

Scootõs face with the tail of her apron. She looks tired and sad.  

 òStay in this yard é do you hear me?ó she says one more time as she walks away.  The 

screen door slams shut behind her as she goes into the house. 

   It is creeping me out that Scoot keeps standing so still. He is always running around making 

ugly faces and farting and stuff. His eyes are scaring me too. In the third grade my teacher Mrs. 

Frohawk showed us how to heat up marbles and drop them in ice water until their insides 

shattered. That is the way Scootõs eyes look now. 

   òYou want to play Mama and Daddy?ó I ask him not sure 

what I should do. He nods and follows me to the back yard past 

the clothes line and out into the butter bean patch. The bushes 

are hanging full and I sigh knowing what Iõll be doing as soon as 

the sun comes up tomorrow morning. We are careful to walk 

between the rows like weõve been taught. My pony tail feels too 

tight and my bangs are stuck to my face with sweat. I wish I 

didnõt have my new shorts on. 

   We come to Granddaddyõs big corn field.  The long 

narrow leaves are rough and scratch our naked arms and legs as 

we pass through. Most times Scoot likes picking the worms off 

the tassels and squeezing them to squirt green stinky juice at me but today heõs trailing along 

behind with his head down. 

  òHere we are,ó I say as we come out of the corn. Green plumes of dog fennel higher than 

our heads, grows in big patches stretching all the way out to the edge of the cypress swamp. 

Granny has ordered us to never come here by ourselves. She would kill us if she knew how many 

times we snuck here to play.  

    òI want to be the leader,ó Scoot says and pushes past me. 

     I hate to say it but I am glad that Scoot is talking again. He smells like sardines and I notice 

as he passes me that he has a ring of grape Kool-Aid around his mouth. Turning to walk sideways  

we slip into our secret jungle.  Soft feathery fennel brushes against our sweaty arms and legs 

releasing a clean sharp licorice scent that comforts me as we make our way carefully so that our 

trail will not be discovered. 

   Scoot seems better now. He is always different in the fennel. òWait here, Mama, while I 

make us a house,ó he says. 

    I squat down to wait as he goes on ahead.  Slapping at a swarm of gnats around my face I 

hear Scoot singing POLLY WOLLY DOODLE in the distance and I know that he is happily 

He smells like 

sardines and I notice 

as he passes me that 

he has a ring of grape 

Kool-Aid around his 

mouth. 
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stomping down fennel stalks with his bare feet. Before long I hear him walking back towards me. 

   òYou can come home now, Mama,ó he says in a gentle voice. I get up and follow him 

through the green quiet to where he has made a small round nest big enough for both of us to lie 

down and stretch out in.  òThis is the most beautiful home I have ever seen, Daddy,ó I say and I 

mean it  

   òReally and truly, Betty Jean?ó he asks me in a whisper.  

   òReally and truly,ó I say, noticing that his brown eyes have come back in focus.  I can see 

my reflection there.  

   òNow sit down and eat your supperó Scoot says handing me an invisible plate. We sit and 

eat, not talking but listening to the sounds around us. Egrets call and we hear splashing sounds in 

the distance as creatures slide into the black waters of the swamp.  

   òThat sure was good fried pork chops and turnip greens,ó I say, wiping my mouth with the 

back of my hand. òDo you want my pot liquor?ó 

   òThank you,ó Scoot says and pretends to take my plate and drink it down. Watching him I 

notice that his left ear is bright red and swollen.  

 òItõs time to go to sleep now, Mama,ó he says speaking in a real gentle voice and motioning 

to a bed of fennel he has piled up at the side of the nest. 

   We lie down on our backs side by side not touching. Up through the shelter of green, the 

sky is growing dark like it might rain. We need to go back. 

  òSing to me Betty Jean.ó Scoot yawns and I feel his small, sticky hand reaching for mine. 

    So I start singing him my dead Mamaõs sleepy time song and as I sing I feel her in my heart 

and I feel her soft voice settling over uséa blanket as weightless as the green wings of the Luna 

moths that clung to the window at the head of my bed as mama stayed by my side until I fell 

asleep.  

  òThe moon has sent us a message,ó mama would say, òsee how our sister beats the gold 

dust off her wings to bring us a story. Remember this always mon Coeur,ó and sheõd whisper the 

secret we shared as I ran my fingers through her long black curly hair. Sometimes she would slide 

the silver bracelet off her brown arm and put it on me. Three small silver charms hung all together, 

a turtle, a spider, a beeé. and by itself a bigger charm é.the beautiful Luna. 

   Scoot rolls on his side and moves closer to rest his hot cheek against my shoulder. 

   òDreamland opens hereé sweep the dream path clearé listen chile now listen wellé to 

what the tortoise may have to tellé. to what the tortoise may have to tellé. Dreamland opens 

here, sweep the dream path clear, listen chile now listen well to the song of the crocodile, to the 

song of the crocodileé  Dream land opens here, sweep the dream path clear é.listen chile now 

close your eyesééin the canebrake the wild cat criesé.in the canebrake the wild cat cries.ó 

   òGu® Gu® Solingaie*, mamaó, I say out loud trying my best not to cry, òGu® Gu® 
Solingaie, mama.ó 

~ ~ ~  

            * translation:  Dreamland Opens Here 
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Homage                             by Nancy Dillingham 

 
 

In the glow of  the campfire 

in the Coleman Boundary that night 

she might have been a mythic figure  

or tribal queen 

 

flames licking at her feet  

as she rose up  

in the bed of  the pick up 

a red bandana tied around 

her head 

 

her walnut-colored face 

slick with sweat 

swishing her apron back 

and forth 

 

the men looking up at her 

sated from a bait of  ramps  

clapping their hands 

 

to the hypnotic rhythm of  her feet 

like drum beats 

in an ancient forest 

paying homage to a goddess 
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   Bird                                 by Pete Solet  

Waldo sat at a cement table in a late-winter mist outside the Au Bon Pain 

caf® in Harvard Square.  Theyõd sprung up everywhere, these gleaming Gallic imposters, all with the same 

passionless ambience and fantastical pastries, rich enough to feed the entire world south of the Sahara.  He 

hated them, their smug efficiency, their monotony; their naked drive to succeed.   

He mumbled this sentiment like a mantra.  But he had to admit that Au Bon Pain boasted more 

outdoor tables and therefore more places to sit, sometimes for hours, than anywhere else in the Square.  

And he was not alone.  The place had become a hangout for latter-day Bohemians and chess mavens, 

assorted 12-step hangers on, and street people like himself.  Urban pain, they called it. He pinched the 

loose skin that hung on his cheek and felt a sharp twinge.  And that, he said to himself, was good.  Most 

every day Waldo had a moment when he clearly saw the relentless progression of his downward course, 

but he scarcely noticed how deeply this was embedded in his routine, like a floorboard whose habitual 

squeak had nearly faded out of consciousness.  But now, even on the strictest of budgets, he knew he 

would be flat broke within months, panhandling.   

Heõd known others like himself over the years, people whoõd been good citizens, respectable, with 

families and careers.  Some had recognized that their lives had been lies; others seemed to have been so 

immersed in their lives they had no perspective. Then a spouse would have an affair, a child would die, a 

job would end, a pie-in-the sky scheme would collapse.  A crack would appear in an apparently well-made 

life and spread, like the jagged line on a windshield, until the thing broke.  Waldo had come to believe that 

in reality no one was safe from such a crisis.  Only it was a mystery, who gave up and who went on. 

Waldo had left a wife and daughter in Manhattan more than 30 years ago.  For reasons he could 

not imagine ever telling anyone. 

Heõd been a successful CPA then, good-looking, slim.  Marilyn had been slim, too.  He wondered 

whether he would recognize her if she walked by him.  Then there was a black girl he never even saw.   

He watched a couple of fat sparrows spar for croissant leavings and he worried about their 

cholesterol.  My own, he thought, doesnõt matter.  But these birds, they will find a mate, make a nest, 

produce fledglings.  What if they suddenly drop dead?  Fall from the sky, the tripping of their tiny hearts 

silenced?  Or what if they just get too fat to fly?     

He flicked two fingers across his rolling belly, brushing off an imaginary crumb.  He spied the 

manager marching toward him.  She was pretty.  So what, told himselfñthe world was filled with pretty 

girls.  He saw them every day as they jogged past him on the path by the Charles. 

òWaldo, out,ó she said, sweeping her arms toward the street. òGo on.  You know the drill.ó   

So today I might as well be a pigeon, he thought.  He cleared his throat and slowly got up, drawing 

his old tan raincoat, filthy with grease stains, around him.  

The manager, whose name was Krista, sometimes brooked no loitering.  And before her, others, 

too numerous to recall, had acted with equal mystery, governed perhaps by tides and numerology.   
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òGo on, Waldo, shoo,ó she said, when he hadnõt made a move toward the sidewalk.  òYou canõt 

sit here today.  Youõre bothering people.  Sorry.ó  By people, Waldo knew she meant real customers, 

ones with real money, tourists, visiting parents, impatient office workers who arrived in waves according 

to the clock.  But when he looked around, the Square was nearly empty in the gray light.  He shrugged. 

Waldo the ogre, he thought.  Saddam Hussein is flinging scud missiles and this one worries about 

schmucks from who knows where having to walk past a bum to get their muffins and designer coffees, 

the truly monstrous, making the world unsafe for little birds. 

òJust going, Kristaó he said, looking down and fingering the brim of his ancient Red Sox cap, his 

gray-streaked hair sticking out in bunches, like wild grass.  He felt like a little boy caught with his hand in 

the cookie jar. 

But it pleased him that he and Krista were on a first-name basis.  He brought his gaze up and 

looked her in the eye.  A warmth spread through his body and he looked away, shuffled toward Mass 

Ave, the semi-detached soles of his sneakers slapping the damp sidewalk.  She was so young, and yes, so 

pretty, and he waséwell, he was what he was, an old street bum.  It embarrassed him.   

He crossed the street toward Harvard Yard, ignoring the traffic bearing down, 

rejoicing in the small victory of forcing a momentary slowdown, 

thanks to the unwritten laws of Harvard Square.  His heavy, sagging 

features were well known throughout the campus, but he decided 

to try the library--warm, dry, gigantic.  Heõd be thrown out, but 

maybe not immediately. 

 He saw Miles, ex-Black Panther, or so he claimed, across the 

Quad, leaning on a tree, moving his lips.  He was stocky and broad 

with skin that reminded Waldo of French Roast.  But today he didnõt look too good, Waldo thought.  It 

was true that Miles had a wife, but sheõd no doubt thrown him out again.  He was on the street so much 

he was usually taken for just another bum. 

òMiles, you okay?ó Waldo said as he got near.   

òShaddapñgo away,ó Miles barked, but Waldo knew it was an act.  When theyõd met, Miles was 

in one of his sober periods, playing chess, taking on challengers at one of the tables provided by Au Bon 

Pain, picking up a few dollars.  Waldo didnõt play, but he liked watching Miles triumph over the Harvard 

crowd, the way he sucked them in with his Sambo gleam, and then spit them out with a wide smile that 

showed his gold tooth.  The smiles of Miles, he later told Waldo.   

One night, between customers, Miles asked Waldo whether he wanted to play, seeing as how he 

hung around so much.  Waldo laughed and explained that he didnõt play but enjoyed watching the show.   

òYou think itõs a show?ó Miles asked with a frown.  òThis is how I get by.ó  Waldo was slightly 

taken aback, even a little frightened by Milesõ curt response. 

òSorry,ó Waldo said.  He started to walk away.  No more watching that guy, he thought.  But 

then Miles said he was sorry.  He shouldnõt have yelled like that.  Waldo wondered whether he should 

ignore him and keep going.  But watching Miles had become a part of his life he looked forward to.  
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Maybe, Waldo thought, this was how he got by too. 

òOkay,ó Waldo said and turned around.  He walked back toward Miles and they shook hands.   

òHey man,ó Miles said.  òYouõre all right.ó  Waldo nodded.   

It turned out that Miles had a degree in political science from UCLA.  Or maybe that was just a 

story.  Waldo didnõt know what to believe.  But they became friends, mostly hanging out in the Square or 

sitting by the Charles.  The friendship had lasted more than three years, a long time in Waldoõs experience.  

Heõd still been working, part-time, when the friendship had begun, and he would buy Miles something 

from Au Bon Pain on occasion.  Now he no money to spare.  Miles had not complained.   

He stood in silence, not looking at Miles or anything in particular.  He longed for spring, flowers 

along the river, the sun expelling the New England chill at last.  Miles looked up, gave a couple of coughs.   

òDamn bitch,ó Miles said, then sneezed.  He wiped his nose with the sleeve of a decrepit blazer.   

òJust wanted a little drink, just one,ó he said, and Waldo nodded.  Sometimes Miles would score a 

pint of Old Thompson and they would sit under a tree by the river.  Waldo didnõt drink, though.  One day 

shortly after heõd arrived in Cambridge, when he still had a good job and money in the bank, he was in a 

bar drinking Jim Beam.  It was three in the afternoon on a sunny, sparkling day.  He suddenly asked 

himself what was he doing in a bar in the middle of the afternoon, and put down his glass and walked out 

the door.  He hadnõt had a drink since.  Miles had learned not to offer.   

òYou at the shelter?ó  He knew that Miles would rather sleep in the gutter than lower himself to 

the shelterõs level.  Waldo slept anywhere.  Sometimes, like this week, he would even pay for a room at the 

Y. 

Miles muttered something incomprehensible. 

òYa know, Miles, those birds have it pretty good,ó Waldo said, smiling. 

òThose lousy bastards ainõt fit to wipe my ass,ó Miles said, with vigor. 

òNot the shelter birds, Miles.  I mean the birds that hang out in the Square.  Those fat little 

fluffballs.ó 

Confusion clouded Milesõ wasted face, but then cleared as got it.  òSonofabitch,ó he said, òyou 

gotta point,ó and gave Waldo an affectionate punch on the shoulder. 

òAnyway, sheõll probably let you come home, like always,ó Waldo said, and punched him back. 

Milesõ body seemed to fill up, straighten, as if the idea was something new, as if this didnõt repeat 

like clockwork.  Hope, Waldo thought, is better than booze. 

òYeah,ó Miles said. òProbably will. Still can give her a good time, I can.ó His leer made Waldo 

slightly nauseous. 

òTake care, mi amigo,ó Waldo said and reversed his steps. The mist had lightened and he had the 

feeling that the blessed sun would make an appearance.  Hope, he thought again. 

When he got to the library he sat far back in a corner, out of the light, and held a book in his lap. 

Heõd been thinking about his father, a salesman whoõd grown up in the Bronx and who thought moving 

his family across the city line into Yonkers was an upward step.  Heõd sold office equipment and supplies, 

with territories in New England and New York, and was on the road for three weeks at a time, leaving 
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Waldo in the care of a crazy mother and two girls hardly older than him.   

When his father, his family, invaded his thoughts, Waldo would forget to breathe and he would feel 

dizzy.  He could smell his own stink.  Those girls, his mother, would lay him on his parentõs double bed 

and dress him in girlsõ clothes.  He remembered a yellow sundress that made them giggle.  He didnõt like 

wearing a dress.  He could still see their faces, large, crowding over him and feel their fingers on his bare 

skin, taking off his clothes so they could put the dress on him.  It became a game, in which he knew to be 

still and quiet.  When he turned five and began school, the game abruptly ended.  Heõd never told anyone 

about it.   

And then his mother disappeared one fall day.  He got home from second grade to find his father 

stomping through their apartment, cursing and yelling, and his sisters weeping.  He connected this with the 

secret theyõd kept.  No one took time to talk to Waldo, leaving him relieved to be left alone, but guilt-

ridden.  His father was home maybe four days, then packed his black valise and was off again in his shiny 

dark blue Plymouth.  Thereafter, women came and went in the household, mostly paid help, though he 

could recall an aunt or two.  The sisters formed their own clique, ignoring him.   

When the library attendant shook his shoulder an hour later, Waldo had difficulty getting oriented. 

From Yonkers to Harvard, from the limitless caverns of time to the shallow, dangerous present.   òCõmon 

Waldo,ó the man said, not harshly. òLetõs be nice.ó   

Waldo tried to focus on the manõs face but could make out only familiar thick Irish eyebrows and a 

dark, scowling mouth. He picked up his cap and padded toward the door, aware once more of the libraryõs 

warmth and seductive lighting.  

The sun was out when he emerged and he decided to walk toward the river, maybe get a bagel, sit 

and read the newspaper.  He could always find a newspaper stuffed in a trash barrel.  He apportioned 

himself a dollar and a half a day for everything. The subway, if he found himself far from the Square, he 

was adept at sneaking into; or, more likely, he walked. Waldo knew a reckoning would come, but for now, 

he could spend his days as he wanted. Sometimes he thought that maybe there was something that would 

miraculously straighten out his life. Meanwhile, he simplified. Clothes, haircuts, dentists, doctorsñnone 

took up his time.  

Once in a great while he was smitten with a deep despair, hating himself and bemoaning his 

failures.  These thoughts he beat back with furious walking, sometimes for miles along the river.  He 

yearned to believe in God.  But he had concluded that no such being was possible, at least not for him.  

Instead, he was comforted by the idea of a purposeless universe, no way to assign responsibility for the 

cruelties of life.  Always he ended up in Harvard Square, the self-loathing again collapsed back to wherever 

it kept permanent residence. 

He was standing in the shadow of the Harvard Yard gate when he saw Krista having an animated 

conversation with another young woman.  She was wearing tight jeans and a shiny blue jacket, open to 

reveal a sparkling white dress shirt, open at the neck.  They were too far away to hear them above the 

traffic, but close enough so that he could see a flash of her breast where a button had come undone on her 

shirt.  He stared, the view shifting as she breathed. Desire had been compressed into the darkest part of his 
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body, weighted by shame.  He hadnõt seen or spoken with his sisters in decades, didnõt even know if or 

when his parents had died.  And now he was fourteen again, straining to get a glimpse under a girlõs shirt. 

Krista looked down and fastened the button.  It was if a curtain had fallen, leaving Waldo hollow 

with disappointment.  The conversation ended and Krista began walking along Mass Ave.  Waldo waited 

for a moment and began to follow her.  She walked quickly, with purpose, and Waldo had to quicken his 

usual lackadaisical pace to keep her in sight.   

After several blocks she crossed the street and went into a mom-and-pop grocery store.  He nearly 

got hit by a bicycle when he crossed after her.  She had a bag in her arms when she came out.  Heõd stood 

in the doorway of the adjacent store, trembling. 

She turned down a side street and entered a small apartment building.  He watched her, in his head, 

climbing the stairs, to the third floor. He pictured her unlocking the door, setting her groceries down, and 

then beginning to undress.  He could hear the fall of her jeans, the rustle as she unbuttoned her shirt. 

His body was ablaze. 

He crossed the street and went into the building.  He was 

panting and he felt a sweat break out.  He stood in the tiny lobby, 

his eyes blinking in the dim light. The place, with its dull green 

walls and stale odors, had an institutional feel, and Waldo nearly 

gave up, even turned back toward the entrance, felt the heat begin 

to drain.  But then he thought he heard a door open and he 

started up the stairs, past the second floor without stopping.  On 

the third he went from apartment to apartment, pressing his ear against the door of each, hoping to hear 

something that would signal Kristaõs presence. At a single one he heard a television, the only sign of life.  

He grew progressively more anxious as he bent and listened, bent and listened. There were six doors and as 

he bent to the last one another opened, directly across the hall, and his eyes locked with those of a middle-

aged woman who gasped, ran back into her apartment and slammed her door. 

Suddenly, his body turned to ice.  He knocked at the womanõs door, first softly then thunderously 

when there was no response.  His voice resonated in the hallway.  

òLady, please answer. This is nothing. Please, let me explain.ó 

He imagined she was at that very moment dialing the police and this made him pound harder.   

The door to the adjacent apartment opened and a young man came out, burly, wearing sweatpants 

and a tee shirt. Waldo could smell pot from the apartment.  

òYou lost?ó the man said. Waldo stopped pounding. He felt dizzy. Without a word, he turned 

toward the stairs and as he passed the young man he looked past him into the apartment and saw Krista 

half in shadow.  Waldo stopped and his mouth fell open. 

 òGet out of here, you creep,ó the man said. Waldo wrapped his raincoat tighter but was unable to 

move.  The man seized Waldoõs shoulders and forced him toward the stairway.   

Waldo was shaking as he left the building. The street was empty and the sky had lowered. 

He practically ran to the river.  He saw Miles sitting cross-legged in the grass, holding a paper bag 
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at his side.  He called out and Miles turned and smiled, showing that damn tooth.  There was nothing 

there, Waldo realized, but an ethereal gleam and the bottle.  He went past and began his walk, head 

down, oblivious to everyone and everything.  He kept seeing himself listening at each door, pitiful, the 

door opening across the hall, and the look of fright on the womanõs face. Over and over he saw Kristaõs 

expression, a tiny òohó in her lips, her eyes wide.  He felt again the hands of the young man on his 

shoulders, turning him, the angry, impatient voice in his ear, the whiteness of Kristaõs shirt dissolving 

into the apartment, ghostly.  He had looked at her with such unthinkable desire!   

At nightfall, he was still walking, miles away, somewhere in the suburbs.  He wondered if the 

cops would be looking for him.  Then his knees suddenly shuddered and he sank to a bench.  

He could feel his muscles go slack and he grew dizzy.  This had never happened, that he was too 

exhausted to return.   

He took off his raincoat and began to fold it for a pillow.   He would go back later. 

Back to what, he thought with a start and sat up.  To the Square? Miles? Au Bon Pain? He stood; 

fists clenched and began to walk, slowly, back and forth in front of the bench.  Then he heard the 

beating of air.  He looked up and saw them circling, waiting. Soon he was bouncing on the balls of his 

feet, very slightly at first, then with increasing energy. Then he was trotting, grinning, then running, hat 

swept away in his wake, hair streaming.  He felt the ground slip away and he tucked his legs up against 

his body.  He could go anywhere. 
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