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Message from the Circulation Services Supervisor … 

 

Dear Library Patrons, 

You may have wondered how WFL staff members have stayed productive while working 

from home during this pandemic crisis.  As supervisor of the Circulation Department, I have 

some of the answers to this question. 

If there can be a silver lining to this situation, it is having time to take advantage of 

opportunities for professional development to better serve our patrons when we reopen the 

library to the public.  

Staff members choose from a robust menu of webinars and tutorials offered by many 

organizations. Minuteman Library Network, Massachusetts Library System, and the American 

Library Association are just three examples of sources for library staff to brush up on such 

fascinating (yes, really!) topics as “Overdrive/Libby for Minuteman,”  “NoveList and the Virtual 

Reader's Advisor,” and “Emerging Trends in Customer Service.”   

Librarians are ordering at high volume to rapidly expand our e-library collections for 

adults and children, and staff members are answering your questions via email and chat.  

In addition, we are creating videos, virtual programs and contributing book and movie 

recommendations to share with you through the WFL website, email blasts and social media 

channels.  

To further tap into their creative side, some talented staff members have taken up a 

challenge to write the short pieces published below.  
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While plans for a safe reopening schedule are developing, we wish everyone good health 

and look forward to seeing you soon! 

Pearl Der, Circulation Supervisor 

Wellesley Free Library 

 

 

 

 

Word count: 417 

 

 
You Scratch My Spine I'll Scratch Yours 

 
                                               by AT 

 
“A deal?” the knight, Artemisia, scoffed incredulously, “I didn’t know a haunted library 

could jest.” 

“You seek something, I desire something. A deal.” The voice came from the far corner of 

the archive, behind several fallen bookshelves, many of which had tasted blood today. 

“After what you did to me,” the old woman complained, dislodging an enchanted book 

still sinking its sharp teeth into her shin, “let me out now or I’ll wreck the place.” 

“I am part of the collection, not its keeper,” the voice said. “Those gargoyles you 

destroyed were its last stewards. I care not.” 

“I don’t make deals with spirits, pest,” Artemisia declared, raising her axe to attack the 

door. 
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“Stop, please-” 

The knight stopped. She’d never heard a monster plead before. 

“I’m a lich,” the voice revealed, “the All-Seeing bound me permanently to my phylactery 

and I’m trapped here because of it. Take me with you.” 

Artemisia frowned and warily pushed her way back to investigate the source of the voice. 

Even the shelves that didn’t attack her were cramped, disorganized, with piles of unsorted books 

that reached all the way up to her thighs. 

There was a large trunk parked against the opposite wall, sandwiched between more 

inadvisably high piles of books and adorned with arcane symbols. A pile of bones lay in front of 

it --the remains of the All-Seeing no doubt-- with a large, metal-capped volume where the skull 

would be. Artemisia sighed at the prospect of having lost another lead to dust. 

“What did you seek from the All-Seeing? I know many of his secrets,” the lich’s words 

floated out from inside the chest, confirming her suspicions. 

“Is that so?” Artemisia muttered as she hefted her axe above her head and swung down. 

The old wood buckled near the chest’s lock and the whole thing burst apart. The lich let out a 

surprised shriek. 

“What was that for?” it hissed from between the splintered planks, its voice now 

unhindered. 

“Be thankful you aren’t a mimic,” she replied as she squatted down to clear away the 

remains of the chest and reveal- “oh no.” 

A worn book. Its spine had cracked nearly in two, its cover too faded to decipher. 

Excessive use and age had worn away its gold inlay and elaborate embossing. Artemisia gently 
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took up the broken tome. As her fingers touched it she felt the lich inside reach back, sparking 

the gem on her ring. 

“Whose is that?” the lich’s voice echoed in her head. 

“My wife’s. She’s been missing for years now. You’re going to help me find her, and in 

return I’ll bring you with me, find someone to fix you. I suppose you know what’ll happen if you 

cross me.” 

“A deal-” 

“A favor,” the knight corrected. She stood up, cradling the book in her arms, “for the fool 

who made their spell book their phylactery.” 

The lich cackled, having sorely missed a sharp wit, “a favor it is then.” 

 

Word count: 600 

Auckland International Airport 

by Brody Torres 

 

When I first stepped into the Auckland airport, I had one craving and a single saving 

grace before I left the airport: a Dunkin Donuts by the exit. 

Let me preface this by saying I don’t like Dunkin Donuts, it always taste a little burnt and 

a little weak somehow, but when you haven’t slept in thirty-six hours and are missing home a bit, 

nothing is more appealing than a familiar and, in America, cheap coffee shop. And from what I 

know, this is the only one in the country (as if a Dunkin Donuts is some sort of PR for the USA).  
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I walked up to the counter rather triumphantly with the confidence of someone who has 

just quit his job or found a shirt 70% off at Nordstrom Rack, only to see the menu was 

different…and much smaller. I noticed that the basic choice was not a simple coffee, but rather a 

latte. I learned later that in New Zealand, and from what I understand most of Europe, everyone 

drinks espresso, and hardly anyone drinks your standard American drip coffee. This meant no 

large Styrofoam cups of unadulterated black coffee, and no iced coffees either.  

My choice was a “flat white” or a “long black,” which roughly translates to a latte or 

Americano, neither of which I was attracted to, and both of which were the size of a baby bottle. 

I took a step back looking over the menu again, thinking it would somehow change by distancing 

myself.  

I look to the boy at the register, “Do you guys sell iced coffee?”  

He stared at me quizzically, suggesting I was wasting my time, or that I was possibly 

crazy, so I explained: “it’s just cold coffee over ice.” He points to a coffee frappe on the bottom 

of the menu. “No, like plain black coffee over ice,” I explained. He stared blankly this time, 

suggesting not that I was wasting my time, but that I was in fact annoying him.  

I left the counter defeated, a flat white in one hand and my broken dreams in the other. A 

day later, one of our program guides, Phoebe, told us Auckland was despised by the rest of New 

Zealand due to its “American” energy.  Ugly skyscrapers poked at the open blue sky, and the 

streets were littered with advertisements and chain coffee shops. One map I was given gave me 

an interesting trivia fact: One in three households in Auckland owns a boat. What is the point of 

all this: the skyscrapers, the boats, the expensive apartments, and all the other accoutrements, if 
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you still cannot get the most western thing of all: an iced coffee? What a monumental waste it is, 

to sacrifice the beauty of your country, and still not get that simple pleasure.  

Two and a half months later, in Wellington, I found a café that served “iced coffee” three 

blocks from where I lived. It was six dollars and they had colorfully drawn it on a blackboard 

like it was special. What they served me was a shot of espresso with a little condensed milk over 

two ice cubes in what appeared to be a scotch glass. I instantly revisited my experience at the 

airport, with all my frustration and anger. I was mortified, so mortified in fact, that I then went 

back to that café every week for the remainder of my trip to pay that six dollars. 

The server would ask, “How’s the iced coffee?” giving me a toothy grin, and each time I 

would respond―with an equally toothy grin, ― “Delicious.”  

 

Word count: 511 

Onward! 

                                             by Je’Lesia M. Jones 

Shelby Byron had already interviewed by telephone with three people from the history 

department at the prestigious women’s college. An assistant called and asked if she could come 

into the office and meet with the department head and two other professors for an in-person 

interview, which meant she had made it through the maze of applicants and was now a finalist. 

She managed to sway the novice administrative assistant into revealing that she was one of three 

contenders competing for the position. 

Shelby would wear the sage green Eileen Fisher organic linen dress and matching jacket 

that was dressy enough to look professional and casual enough to give her an aura of 
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self-awareness. A successful outcome meant financial independence for Shelby and proof to 

herself, more than anyone else, that she was worthy of happiness. The dissolution of her 

eighteen-year marriage was the impetus for moving to the tony suburb, a place she felt would 

offer safety in her existence as a single woman. 

She and her husband had met at Harvard University their junior year at a local pub that 

catered to Harvard and MIT students, partying after a Crimson football victory. Leo was destined 

to be a Nobel Prize in Physics winner just like the grandfather before him and, at one time in his 

life―prior to meeting a girl twenty years his junior―thought Shelby to be an intellectual equal.  

Before the interview, Shelby stopped by the Wellesley Free Library and reviewed all of 

the crucial dates in American and European history, aided by a reference librarian who supplied 

her with a few comprehensive books and led her to a website that listed important, historical 

timelines. 

Shelby felt that the interview was progressing well until the department head stated that 

the two prior interviewees failed to convince them that they understood politics or education. An 

artificial question no doubt, Shelby’s eyes scanned the placid faces of the lone man and two 

women glaring at her, knowing her response could make or break her chance of employment.  

“I believe one must understand the intersection of political science and scientific theories 

in education, micro politics and macro politics, in order to understand the differences between 

the politics of education and the politics in education.” 

“Really?” the gentleman replied. 

“Well, that will be all, Miss Byron. We will notify you if you are chosen for the 

position,” said the department head.  
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With that, Shelby gathered her belongings and headed for the door in silence. 

Sitting in front of Truly Yogurt, her new found heaven-on-earth in her new community, 

Shelby thought of her ex-husband who said she had never learned to baffle with platitudes, only 

vie for pellucidity instead. 

Shelby finished her yogurt and drove home. She would watch Netflix or an HBO movie 

and bury any inkling of consideration for commuting into Boston to work. 

After plopping down on the sofa, she noticed the flashing red button on her answering 

machine. 

“Mrs. Byron, this is Susan Johnson from the college. You received a unanimous vote. I 

am calling to offer you the job.” 

 

 

Word count: 582 

 

Going Swimming 

                                        by Emma Caywood 

“Well, they can’t have a playdate today. Ethan is going over to his cousins’ house to play 

in their pool,” Poppy overheard a grown-up lady’s voice say to her mommy. 

 “Would you mind if Sammy went along with Ethan?” asked Poppy’s mommy, talking 

about her little brother who was four years old.  

 Swimming pool! It was a hot day. And Poppy loved to swim. Poppy thought that she 

should have been named Brook or Coral or some other water name, rather than a flower name. 
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 Poppy thought about backyard swimming pools. She thought about pools that were 

circles raised above the ground with ladders to climb up. She also thought about fancy swimming 

pools inside the ground where she could just jump right in. Well, whichever kind of pool it was, 

Poppy decided that she was going.  

 “Are you sure you want to go?” asked Poppy’s mommy, after Poppy announced her plan. 

Poppy nodded her head emphatically. (This was a new word that she learned that means really, 

really, really strongly.) “I don’t care if it’s a bunch of babies. I want to go.” 

 “Don’t call them babies, Poppy,” said her mommy. “You know, it wasn’t that long ago 

that you were four.” 

 Well that wasn’t true. Poppy knew that it had been three whole years since she was four. 

At seven, that was almost half of her life. (Poppy was also learning about division in math class.) 

“But okay. I will not call them babies to their faces,” said Poppy.  

 So Poppy got her swimsuit, her towel, her flip-flops, her suntan lotion, and a ponytail 

holder and followed the lady and her brother down the block to a house she’d never been to 

before. 

 Poppy thought about the cool, cool water. She went to swimming classes last summer and 

wanted to show the babies how good she was at the breaststroke. She also wanted to jump in and 

make a very big splash and float on her back. 

 “I’m going to show you how to swim,” she told Sammy, using her teacher voice. 

 “I know how to swim,” said Sammy, who took lessons in the baby pool last summer with 

a bubble on his back. Sammy didn’t know how to swim like Poppy knew how to swim. Poppy 

didn’t even need a floaty of any kind.  
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 When they arrived at the house, they went around the side to the back. Poppy held her 

breath, imagining a fancy in-ground pool, but promising herself not to be disappointed if it was 

above ground. But, when they rounded the corner, her heart sank into her tummy. 

 There wasn’t a real pool at all. It was just a baby pool. That’s why her mommy thought 

maybe she wouldn’t want to come. It was just a baby pool for babies. And Poppy was not a baby. 

 But for a baby pool, it was a nice one. It was large and hard plastic, with one of those 

backyard baby slides stuck into it to make a water slide. And it was filled all the way up with 

water. And the water wasn’t too cold. 

 So Poppy decided it could be worse. She went down the slide and made a really big 

splash. She was even able to show off a little of her breaststroke to show the babies how 

swimming was really done. She made them clap for her. And then she floated on her back in the 

shallow water until it was time to go home. 

  

Word count: 496 

Reflection 

by Beverly Wax 

 

Today, looking out my window during the COVID-19 lockdown, I saw a middle-aged 

woman dressed in fatigues carrying a black backpack. From my safe distance, I observed she 

was standing at the location for quite some time, asking other people for money. I only assumed 

this, I still have the tendency to assume. It’s easy to assume. It’s easy to judge. But after 

assuming, I thought. Is she homeless? Why? Should I be more grateful? I wasn’t. 
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I recently moved to a small place where many of my possessions do not fit. I have often 

felt sorry for myself. But, the more I thought, I realized that I was incredibly grateful for 

somewhere to live even if the place wasn’t ideal in my mind. For I had: a bed to sleep in, 

comfortable sheets, and much more. Where did this woman sleep last night? For it rained heavily 

during the night.  

I then thought, what had put her into a homeless situation? Was it just because she had 

fallen on exceedingly difficult times? Was it because she was mentally ill? I remember when my 

own sister had said she was on the verge of being homeless because she could not find a job. She 

was educated, had two master’s degrees, and once worked in a large city. But, what had 

happened to my sister? You would have never expected her to end up being near homeless. This 

woman could have been her. I am reminded of the old Bible paraphrase: “There but for the grace 

of God go I.” (If you’d like, substitute “God” for the Divine, the Universe, or even Lady Luck). 

The situation made me realize how “lucky” I was. I did not need all my stuff. I was just hanging 

on to things. Moving my possessions around, in move after move after move. 

While I do not wish anyone the woman’s hard living, homeless situation, it made me 

slow down even more during the lockdown and think. Her life somewhat demonstrated what we 

all strive for nowadays: To simplify, live in the present moment, and not live for others’ 

opinions.  

I will try to always remember how greatly the situation affected me. Especially during 

these COVID-19 times often filled with negativity, doubt, fear, and worry. And instead of feeling 

sorry for myself, I will feel grateful every morning. This may sound Pollyannaish, but hey, it 
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seems to work for me. For I finally realize, as well, that it is not always wealth that makes a 

person happy.  

Who knows if she were happy? Probably not, but one never knows. One cannot assume. 

Money comes and goes. Happiness is internal. To be genuinely happy means success, with 

money or not. Be grateful for one’s own life and be happy. Whatever life brings. 

P.S. The day after: The woman wasn’t there today. Perhaps, she was just waiting for a 

ride and wasn’t homeless? Doesn’t matter. Thanks to her, I am now grateful for each day. 

 

Word count: 641 

Little Libraries Everywhere 

                                             by Lisa Keen 

 

The Girl in the Blue Coat stood next to A Dog Called Hope in front of the Wellesley 

Unitarian Universalist Church on a sunny morning. The next day, in the rain, Harry Potter leaned 

against Raymie Nightingale. And a mile from there sat Secrets About Life Every Woman Should 

Know. 

These are but a few of the intrigues that await the intrepid reader during the coronavirus 

sequestration. Although Wellesley Free Library and its two branches are closed, the adventurous 

can go on the hunt for a good book by simply taking a walk. Scattered throughout the town are 

six “Little Free Libraries,” small, free-standing wooden hutches which harbor books free for the 

taking.  
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The six Little Free Libraries are not affiliated with the Wellesley Free Library system but 

are part of an informal network of more than 700 book-sharing huts in Massachusetts and more 

than 100,000 world-wide, says Lexie Neely, a spokesman for the non-profit Little Free Library 

organization based in Wisconsin. The organization promotes the creation of the community book 

exchanges as a way to make it easy to pick up a good book at any time with no money, no library 

card, and no need to return. 

For people who want to set up a book exchange hutch, the Wisconsin group’s website 

provides construction plans, advice on where best to locate the structures, kits with all the 

materials needed to build one, and even pre-constructed models ready to take on books straight 

away. 

Not all freestanding book exchanges have to be affiliated with the organization, but those 

that do register with the group are included on a map at LittleFreeLibrary.org that is searchable 

by zip code or town. A search of the map for Wellesley shows 12 chartered libraries, but a visit 

to each of the locations found only six of them currently in operation. (One of the six closed 

exchanges said it was closing while the COVID epidemic was underway.) 

The currently available exchanges are: at the Unitarian Church (309 Washington Street), 

at the corner of Brown Park (Colburn Road), at the hub of Linden Street (across from California 

Pizza Kitchen), in the Overbrook neighborhood (21 Pine Plain Road), at the corner of Wellesley 

Avenue and Southgate Road, and at 100 Brook Street.  

Neely says the Brook Street library is Wellesley’s oldest chartered book hut. It’s the only 

one with a double-hutch enclosure, a stone bench in front, and, for added ambiance, a barn-like 

mural on the garage in the background. 
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Peter and Laura Holland started the Brook Street Little Free Library when they built their 

home just a few years ago. Peter got the idea on a visit to Minnesota. A native of Wellesley, 

Peter, has been a builder of new construction homes for 20 years, so when the Hollands built 

their home on Brook Street, he decided to design and build a Little Free Library to match. 

He and Laura said the library has been popular with passersby, especially kids on their 

way to school, though Laura said traffic has dropped off somewhat during the COVID shutdown. 

The Little Free Library website noted that the U.S. Centers for Disease Control and 

Prevention suggests, “Routine cleaning and disinfection of hard, nonporous surfaces,” and, “If 

your community is a hotspot for coronavirus activity, you should temporarily suspend service at 

your library.” One CDC webinar advised librarians that the virus would “die off pretty quickly” 

on books but, for added safety, they could disinfect them or leave them untouched for a 24-hour 

period. 

“Some continue to share books,” notes the website, “while others converted their libraries 

into sharing boxes offering items like canned goods and toilet paper for neighbors in need. 

Passersby can then interact with the Little Free Library as they see fit.” 

For those who do, the hunt can begin for George’s Secret Key to the Universe. 

 

 

Word count: 437 

Was It Alvin? 

                           by Marita Byrne 
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A few months ago, Saturday night Sunday morning, I was awakened by the sound of our 

Russian Blue Tuxedo cat, Enzo, heading up the stairs toward the bedroom whilst making the 

unique meow which cats use when they are bringing you something special to share. Indeed, it 

was special and rather larger than a mouse, but I did not wait long enough to find out what it 

was. I hurriedly left the room, shut the door, and let nature take its unpleasant course. I slept on 

the downstairs couch for the rest of the night.  

 Sunday morning when I returned to the bedroom to get ready for church I was expecting 

to find a poor critter to dispose of. There was no sign of him, but the room had obviously been 

the scene of a cat and mouse cartoon like chase.  One cat in evidence, but no sign of the victim. 

We used the leaf blower under all the furniture and the radiator, and assumed the room was clear 

of extra animals. Just in case though, Frank set up a Have-a-Hart trap baited with peanut butter, 

and added a video cam to show us the results.  

What we kept seeing throughout the day was a chipmunk running into the cage, helping 

himself to peanut butter, and running back out!  Apparently the trip mechanism for shutting the 

cage door was not working properly.  Knowing that our mission was not accomplished, I slept in 

Maura's room that night. Frank fixed the trap, but there was no visitor.  

Thinking the coast was clear, I returned to the bedroom Monday night. In the middle of 

the night I heard sounds of the cage being rattled but I wasn't concerned, thinking that even if the 

animal were there he'd be trapped. As I was drifting back to sleep I felt something jump onto the 

bed, and it wasn't Enzo! I got out of there very quickly and spent another night in the spare room.  
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 When I came back from work on Tuesday, Frank informed me that he had found the poor 

little thing under the bed deceased, expired, no more -- as was John Cleese's parrot, or was it 

Michael Palin's?  

 Such a sad ending. I do hope that this a cautionary tale for all of his fellow creatures still 

running around outside warning them that cleverly squeezing their way through the basement 

foundation might not be the best idea.  

 Later, after I discovered that my Electrolux had not died of neglect, I gave the bedroom a 

“deep cleaning" in an “abundance of caution," to use a couple of timely catch phrases.  

 

 

Word count: 516 

The More it Changes, The More it is the Same 

                                                                         by Ann Callahan 

 

Chere Maman,  

     Are you, Papa, Michelle, and Jacques well? I miss you so much. The cows and chickens too. 

It is harvest time and I am not there to help you. Here is a little money I have saved from my 

work.  

     Every day is the same here.  Get up, go to work, buy some bread and vegetables on the way 

home, make soup, sleep. It seems like a giant cloud is covering the city, hiding the sun, wrapping 

itself around everyone so we are all gray. Except the Germans in their uniforms and shiny boots, 

who call to each other laughing when they are not yelling in their ugly language. 
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     At least there is Marie down the hall to talk to, and church on Sunday. When I first arrived, I 

used to take the Metro at St. Martin station to and from work, but the station closed over a year 

ago. Why? Ever since then I have had to walk to a different station further away and change train 

lines. I wonder if people are living in the station now. Sometimes I see people walking on the 

street near there. I blink and they are gone. Maybe there are other entrances somewhere. 

     Please write. I look forward to your letters and news of home. My love to everyone,  

 Brigitte                           

                       *                                *                                       * 

Is that smoke from a cigarette butt still burning on the platform floor? Did I just see an 

arm disappear around the corner? I crane my neck, pushing my nose against the train window. 

There must have been thousands of people who once waited for the Metro at this station. Maybe 

people lived here during the war. Maybe people still do. The lights are so weak I can barely see 

the station's name, St. Martin, in white letters against a dark background on a white tiled wall. 

The train slides by, then the station is gone. 

St. Martin station waits empty, forlorn, from another time. How old is it? Why is it 

closed? I have altered the route I take to my university classes and back so I can pass by the 

ghost station. Sometimes I think I see mothers and children, workers, students, and retirees on 

the platform. They are old and young, talking, bored, or tired. Some are dressed in worn 

uniforms, others in Sunday best. Some sport suspenders or spit curls. Other times, I imagine a 

newspaper on a bench or a puddle on the floor. Everything is gray and unreal. 

                         *                                       *                                               * 
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Now, many years later, grayness has enveloped the city. Fewer people use the Metro 

these days because of the virus. St. Martin station still exists, waiting for a train that will never 

come to stop and open its doors to let passengers in. Plus ca change, plus c'est la meme chose. 

 

Word count: 808 

The Silver Stump 

                                                by Lee Carpenter 

At the beginning of the 20th Century, the Reverend Doctor Anna Howard Shaw was 

known as “The Golden-Tongued Demosthenes of the Suffrage Movement.”  In her 

autobiography, The Story of a Pioneer, Anna revealed that it all began in 1861 when she was 

fourteen years old growing up in the wilderness of Michigan. 

Anna’s English father had taken up a claim of 320 acres granted by the U.S. government 

in the Homestead Act of 1850.  Neither a farmer nor a laborer, Thomas Shaw managed to build a 

crude log cabin with the help of his oldest son in the thick timberlands north of Big Rapids. Then 

he returned to Massachusetts to earn money and support the Abolition Movement. 

  Twenty-year-old James was left to welcome his invalid mother, three younger sisters 

and an 8-year-old brother to hold down the claim and make a home.  With local lumber the 

family put in doors and windows, laid flooring and made basic furniture.  Then James fell ill and 

returned to Lawrence, Massachusetts for an operation. 
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Over the winter, the creek froze solid and fetching water became a problem.  When the 

ground softened in the spring, Anna and a neighborly young man who lived 18 miles away, 

located a well with a divining switch, dug it out and lined it with wood slabs.  Though not a thing 

of beauty, it was a satisfactory well that the family used for more than 12 years. 

Thomas Shaw returned at last with his vision of making a fine English estate on 

American soil but, in truth, he lived in his head and not with his hands. 

Early one day, Anna went into the woods to read and think about her future.  Did she 

want to conform to the old-fashioned idea that a girl should marry, stay home and obey her 

husband, or would she rather defy convention to seek an education?  By sundown she had made 

up her mind.  Her father met her at the door, however, and scolded her roundly for spending the 

day in idleness when she was needed at home to help her mother.  Such an idle person would 

make nothing of her life, he predicted. 

In Anna’s own words, “The injustice of the criticism cut deep; I knew I had done and was 

doing my share for the family, and already, too, I had begun to feel the call of my career.  For 

some reason I wanted to preach -- to talk to people, to tell them things.  Just what, just why, I did 

not yet know – but I had begun to preach in the silent woods, to stand up on stumps and address 

the unresponsive trees…” (Shaw 44) 

Anna looked at her father and said, “Someday I am going to college.”  When she saw the 

scorn on his face, she added, “And before I die, I shall be worth ten thousand dollars.” 

  In the fall of 1873, the 25-year-old student entered Albion College, and on August 31, 

1896, Anna figured she had the $10,000 she vowed to get when she was a girl. 
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Hearing and reading Anna’s astonishing stories inspired me to write a biography for 

young people about this heroic woman.   I left the employ of the Wellesley Free Library in 1985 

to begin my research. 

Because Reverend Shaw was a peripatetic preacher and speaker, I traveled from New 

England to the Midwest and beyond.  North of Big Rapids, I drove west, turned north, drove east 

and repeated my back and forth journey seeking a cemetery where I might find the graves of the 

Shaw family members.  To my disappointment, none of them were buried there and I later 

learned that Anna Howard Shaw was cremated near Philadelphia in 1919. 

I drove until, suddenly, I saw a silver birch tree stump in the front yard of a modest home. 

Well, I thought, at least I can take a picture of this elegant stump to represent the humble ones 

Anna stood upon when first she preached. Thinking it would be polite to ask permission rather 

than to trespass on the property, I followed the path to the front door and knocked.  An older 

gentleman greeted me, listened to my request and responded, “Why do you want to take a picture 

of an old tree stump?” 

In a rush of words, I replied, “My name is Lee Carpenter and I’ve come all the way from 

Wellesley, Massachusetts to research the life of the Reverend Anna Howard Shaw who was the 

most prominent woman Methodist minister at the end of the 19th Century.  When she was a child 

growing up north of Big Rapids, she would stand on a stump in the woods and preach to the 

trees.  May I photograph this silver stump as a sort of symbol?” 

The kindly man answered, “Of course.  Would you like to see the well she dug?” 
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Word count: 482 

Hunger 

                             by Annette Diola 

 

I’m hiding in the tree tonight. And when they come to finish it, I’ll make them pay.  

I hate that I have no choice in anything. All decisions are made for me. I’m a servant of 

the clock and slave to those who control it.  

The tree is my only solace.  

My prison guards try to make my life sentence seem like a lap of luxury. An indefinite 

vacation, if you will, from the horrors of the world. I know their true intentions. They want 

ultimate control, which would be pure power.  

I will not give in to them.  

I hate them.  

Their biggest weapon against me is my hunger. I can’t control it. I sleep to forget my 

hunger but it is to no avail. I only wake up hungrier. Ravenous. I’m a pit that refuses to be filled.  

They know this, and laugh as I crawl past their feet to my food. They laugh as I eat so 

quickly, the food scatters all over the floor. They laugh as I desperately dig my face into the 

ground to eat it.  

My hands are of no service to me because my desperation for the food does not allow for 

anything to get between me and my feast.  

Feast? What do I mean by feast? The tasteless scraps the guards leave for me that smell 

overly processed and stale. I hate them, yet I can’t help but savor each detestable bite.  
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For nine years, I have lived this way. I barely remember my old life. I think of my sweet 

mother’s face as often as my hunger allows but she’s beginning to fade. I think I had siblings but 

I forgot them long ago. One day, I shall soon forget my mother.  

One day… if I do not do something about my captors.  

I wait in this tree for them to finish their food. I watch them return to the prison through 

the leaves of the tree. I must bide my time carefully. What I have planned for them must be done 

with precision.  

Suddenly, one captor looks towards the tree and squints! She’s probably waiting for my 

legendary hunger to kick in so I might start begging at her feet.  

Not tonight. My hunger is momentarily satisfied by my plans.  

I nervously pat the hair on my head. In fact, I keep stroking my hair as though my plans 

would be better served the better my hair appears.  

No, I can do this.  

I gulp and wait. And I wait. And I wait.  

After a few minutes, the youngest prison guard comes out.  

I freeze my limbs and hope she can’t see me. I hate her the most. She knows my 

weakness most acutely.  

“Fluffy! Fluffy! Come down. We’re having liver and onions, your favorite!”  

DRATS.  

I shall end them tomorrow. Tonight the humans live, tomorrow they die. Fluffy shall 

overcome!  
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Word count: 850 

Somnia Guise 

                            by Erin Bassler 

 

The sign hanging from the door reads ‘Somnia Guise’ in simple lettering. You knock and 

as the door opens, you hear bells ring. Or, perhaps wind chimes. 

There’s no website for this shop, no newspaper ads and no social media presence. Word 

of mouth is much more successful. Folks buzzing with rumors of what the proprietor can do – 

the wonders she performs. 

You step inside a loft studio – high ceilings with exposed rafters and a full window wall 

looking over the cityscape from the 11th floor. Every flat surface is covered in knick-knacks, 

stoppered bottles, books, and scattered teacups. The scent of something fragrant lingers in the air, 

as does a strange smell of ozone like right after a thunderstorm.  

You hear, “Feel free to take a seat, I’ll be with you in a minute,” from the kitchen and 

you spot a woman with her back to you. Short and ropy, her hair is long, dark, and tousled, 

dressed in a style-combination of bohemian-meets-hipster. 

You take a seat. 

A bird is perched on one of the many tables. A green-cheeked parakeet, you think – 

peering pointedly at you. You feel oddly judged. 

When the woman walks over carrying a tea tray with her, the two mingling scents – 

ozone and flowers, become particularly strong. She pours you a cup and you note her gray eyes, 

each distinctly different in shade. A bizarre symbol dangles from around her neck. Sitting 

opposite you, the bird flies over to settle on the lid of the teapot. She takes a sip, indifferent.  
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You drink your tea. It’s good.  

“Mikale.” 

“What?” you start, looking up suddenly. 

“The bird. His name’s Mikale, if you were curious,” she remarks casually. 

“Um… I wasn’t.” You were. 

“You were,” she confirms. 

“Did you just… read my mind?” 

Her nose scrunches. “What? No. You were staring at him.” 

This was the mysterious store proprietor? The one rumored to …  

“How’s your tea?” she asks, interrupting your thoughts. 

“It’s, it’s good. Listen, I-“ 

“Probably should’ve added more lemongrass, but I didn’t want to overwhelm the milk 

thistle seed,” she looks skeptically down into her cup. 

“What?” 

She frowns and rises from her chair and you nearly panic, wondering whether she is 

about to dismiss you or approach – neither is comforting. But she just steps over to the table 

where she placed the tray, waves the bird away, and lifts the top off the teapot, sniffing. 

“Definitely needs more lemongrass. Maybe peach leaves…” 

“Look, the tea is fine! It’s great!” you finally burst out, frustrated. “Can we please …“ 

“You’re here about a dream.” She doesn’t even look up, still inspecting the teapot’s 

contents as though it’d tricked her. 

You blink. “Uh, yes.” 
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“One that you can’t understand and can’t shake. One that clings to you like tar, even in 

your waking hours.” As she continues, the smell of flowers and ozone increases. “A thick and 

putrid mass that just spreads and covers every inch, no matter how much you scrub.” 

“Y-Yes… how did you know?” 

“It’s what I do.” 

You laugh nervously, “Well, that’s great! I guess I should start at the beginning.” 

“No.” 

“No?” 

The woman pulls a few crushed herbs from a jar on the table and sprinkles them into the 

tea, mixing it in before giving it another try. When she seems satisfied, she refills both cups and 

returns to her chair, looking at you now. Pointedly, just like the bird from his new place at the 

top of her chair. “Dreams don’t start at the beginning, they start at the middle. Plus, it never 

matters how the dream starts. It only matters where I begin.” 

Confused, you sip your tea. “Ok, so should I explain the middle then?” 

“That won’t be necessary either.” 

Her voice is gradually becoming almost echo-y. Or like it’s underwater. Or… like a 

lullaby you heard as a child. It’s hard to be sure; it’s harder still to concentrate. But you can still 

see her and she’s still speaking and the words still make their way to your ears somehow… 

“Make no mistake,” she explains, softly and loudly all at once. “I’m no therapist. I’m an 

interpreter. What you do after you leave here today, whether forget or act, is entirely up to you. 

Understand?” 

You nod. You think you do, at least. Did nodding always feel so… heavy?  
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“Great. Shall we?” 

The smell of ozone and flowers saturates the air. Everything grows dark or colorful, you 

can’t really tell and you swear, just for a second before you are pulled under, you hear a bell 

ringing, or… perhaps wind chimes. 

When you open your eyes (when did they close?), you’re alone (or not?). That odd scent 

from earlier is replaced by familiar ones. You shiver – you know where you are.  

And that same feeling. Like tar – spreading and sticking.  

You’re here again. 

You can still taste milk thistle and peach on your tongue.  

You turn and the woman is there, a thoughtful expression on her face – her presence is as 

comforting as it is strange.  

Like. Magic. 

Her mouth opens.  

Her words echo. 

“Shall we?” 

 

 

Word count: 579 

The Song of Summer 

                                       by Jennifer Rixon 
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The car ride is two hours, and the anticipation makes it seem so much longer. Every mile 

feels like twenty. On the way, we spot the familiar landmarks to see if they have changed at all; 

they hardly ever do. There’s the general store still with its old hitching post. There’s the Smokey 

the Bear sign. There’s the big white church next to the quilt shop. There’s the house with the 

enormous satellite dish in the front yard. 

And then, finally, we round the last corner and hit the dirt road. After a mile’s bumpy 

drive we see it through the trees, our family’ little cabin by the lake. It’s small and white, with a 

red front door and a screened-in porch. The kitchen is so tiny, to go from the stove to the sink, all 

you have to do is turn around. There isn’t any television, we don’t need one up here. 

After we unpack the car, we quickly change into our bathing suits and head for the beach 

just a few yards away. The grass tickles my bare feet and the breeze cools my sweaty neck. I 

throw my towel on a beach chair and walk down to the dock. I gingerly pick up our old inner 

tube, making sure I don’t burn myself as its black rubber is scorching hot from the sun. I walk to 

the end of the dock, drop the tube into the water and then cannonball in after it, creating an 

almighty splash. 

The rush of cold water is fleetingly shocking. I splash water all over the inner tube to cool 

it. I climb in, close my eyes, and float there for what may be hours. Every now and again, I open 

one eye to see that I’m not drifting too far away from the beach. The water softly rocks me back 

and forth, and it’s like falling into a trance. I just lie back and listen to all the sounds around me, 

the song of our lake. 

In the mornings and afternoons, the song is a rock opera, full of activity and noise. There 

is the thrum of motor boats speeding across the lake and the percussive rhythm of their waves 
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hitting the shore. There are the vocalists: my niece and nephew screaming and splashing, my 

parents and siblings laughing at their antics, our neighbor hollering a greeting from his porch, 

and the distant shouts from the Boy Scout camp. It’s a song full of summer lake life.  

Later towards evening, as the sun starts to drop behind the mountains, the lake song shifts 

and slows, becomes a concerto. There are no more human vocalists; my family and neighbors are 

tucked away in the cabins with playing cards and board games. With the beach to myself, I sit on 

the end of the dock, dangle with my feet in the water, and listen to nature’s opus. I hear the 

smooth bass of the bullfrogs and the crickets singing tenor. The wind rustles in the trees and all 

is still. And then, as if she’s singing just for me, a loon gently and softly calls out from the other 

side of the lake. Her cry is like a soprano’s aria, pure and shrill at the same time. It echoes over 

the whole lake, rippling out to each shore, from the boy scout camp, to the rope swing, to the 

turtles’ cove, and finally to our beach, to our dock, to me.  
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