








" Yeah. you had us going." 
'" I had me going," she added. 

'" I don' t think it' s fwmy You never know when they could 
send III somebody to study us." George sulked. 

'"Shut up, A-1245." A lex taunted. 

"Don't tell me to shut up This is the most talking I've done lq 
forever.'" 

Catherme held up her hands as peacemaker " Hey, hey I'm 
sorry I said it. Nobody' s comlll g in here to observe us. They could 
just as easily put cameras on us to watch e,'erything we do. I guess 
we gave them something La lalk about today, huh The nature of 
man is prelty heavy materi al for a pri son cell conversation." 

" A ll this talk kinda makes you wonder why they put you in 
with three guys." He rocked back and forth on his feet. 

Alex watched the action in amusement. " Probably to see how 
we'd react to her. To see if the 'Social Isolation of Man' has an 
efTect on the lib ido."' 

" You joke, but that could " el! well be it " 
Peters .:menti on had remained on the spot of li ght moving 

down the wall. which was now ncar the noor. "" It 's almost time." 
" Who's tum is it today'!" Alex asked no one in particular. 
"'Mine,'" George said quietly. 
" You went yesterday," Peter complained. 
" It was cloudy yesterday, so today is my lum." 
" It doesn' l work li ke that." A lex argued threateningly. 
"' You mean I gOUil wait two days nOer this-." 
'"Threc days with her," Peter interjected. 
"'Three days when I didn ' I get a chance in the sun to begin 

\vithT' 

"'So, what. we should wil it extra days so you won ' ( have toT' 
A lex yell ed. 

" It 's on the noor," Peter warned. 
George wilved the discussion off. 'T m going." 
" It 's not your tum!" Alex pushed him out of lhe puddle of 

li ghL and was in lurn shoved by Peter. The free-for-all ensued as 
Catheri ne pressed her finger to her ear. 
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d · d·,gust. A panel III the wall sli d 
" heSUi In 1 kd 

�'�"�~� the doOr..ced' by the combatants, and went bac own 
d UJl110 11 

sdentlv an d through II :er Catherine had SICP'7 a glance at her cot through the brawl . 
Fmaily. Petcr caughbove the others. TIley stopped �a�b �r�u�p�t�l �~�, �t�o� 

�" �H�~�,�l�o�o�k�, �"� hc �)�'�c�l �l�e�~� il ucss they dIdn' t lik e her character. 
�~� .. _ absence f . g gape: at I K- ' 
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T he Cane Patch 

"Henry, get your face oulla that winda. If we don ' t get home before 
Daddy, he'll whip us, sure " Danny walked out of Calhoun 's 
Mercantile with a pound of flour under one arm and hIS Customary 
stack of books under the other I didn ' ( see him until I fclt his shoe 
conncc( with my rear. and I spun away from the boots in the 
window wi th my fi sts clenched Not that I'd ever actually think of 
hitllllg Danny. First. he was relatively good to me, for a brother. 
Second, and most importantly, he was almost twice my age and big 
enough to put the fear of God In ' most every boy from the 10th 
grade on down . 

"' I said, let's-·" 

His last word was drowned by the wild neighing and kicking 
of the horse at the hitching post. The cause of his ncar heart attack 
soon became apparent. Too erratic to be an act of God, the cloud of 
dust speeding down the road could only be Zeke Calhoun and his 
brother Richie in thei r father 's new Pierce Arrow. 

Mama used to say every soul God ever made has a purpose on 
thi s earth, but I must admit. I still don' t understand his reasoning in 
creating Zeke and Richie Calhoun. Zeke was bigger and slower 
than any man has a right to be, but Riehie had enough brains for 
both of them. He was a year or so older than me, but wi th a lean, 
spindly look that made him look smaller. I guess his size is what 
caused him to act so big. I never bought it. though, 

""Don ' t say nothin ' , Henry:' Danny told me as they drove up. 
" We don ' t have time."' 

"' Hey, Hemy. whatcha doin '?" Richie asked as he jumped out 
of the car 

"'Gam' home." I answered coldly. 
"' Looks like to me like you 're doin' a little winda shoppin '. 

You like thcm boots?" 
" I reckon they're awright. " 

Richie stepped up on the sidewalk, and Zeke followed. " Look 
a whole lot like your Daddy's, don't they?" 
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do a little bit " .. D h 
··1 guess the) . b 'e .,oua get home. amly put IS 

RIchie ul \\ :> d h d "'Scusc us. 'med me around towar 1 e roa . 
L_~ on m) neck and to h 'e 'em " Richie ca lled after us. ,........ ' II never a\ , , 

"Too bad )ou D '5 old uns. ' Cause your Daddy s 
k to get anny f h· 

"You' lIbe loc'Y Idfamlcr.whocan ' t e"cn ann Isown 
nodun' but n shiftless a 

land " dn't have turned back towards Richie. Daddy 
I knOW I shaul . ' I t that 

. . and I would have a wlllppmg 10 store a er h· h. 
hated fighung" " to allow that littlc grass snake to ISS . IS 

b t l wasn t gomg cd 
mghL u ' Dadd). I ran up to him and glar . 
tongue about Ill) .," 

"What did you say 

-- I sald·- ,. I k k d h· 
h·s Illouth was wldc open when 'noc 'c 1111 

I I1l:lde sure I d·d · I k 
' rh e dung on thc ground. Zeke I n t t lIll ' to tI e pile 0 ors . 

mto I h uger brother, but Just stood there Jauglung. I tahate ror IS you . I. 
rc . t" th dumb ox: hc knew when somcthlng was unny. 
\\111 say tillS lor e I .. A 

Danny stifled a grin as hc, p~Jled me away rrom t lC store. re 
. Itn your mind? You can t Just knock somebody dQ\vn, 

)ouou ., t" 
pecially in front of Ius fathcr s store. 

cs " How call you cxpect me to have stood thc:e and took that off 
11I1ll '} Just 'cause his Daddy owns 'most cveryth lllg ror twenty 

nllles---- . .. 
"That 's exactly why you have to take II . . 
We were both silent the rest of the way home. But as I kicked 

",Iy at the Alabanm clay bencath me bare fcet. 1 vowed I'd find =u ~~ 
il way to get those boots. Iffor no tiler reason than to spite c Ie 
Calhoun. 

The next day was the last of the spnng tenn, so after school, I 
stopped into Calhoun 's Mercantile for the traditional fi rst cane 
fishing pole of the summer and to carry out Dad 's stern 
instructions. 

"Well, young Mr. McBrand. what can I do for you?" Mr. 
Calhoun asked rrom behltld the counter. 

""Daddy said I should apologi7.-C ror whal I did to Richie 
yesterday aftemoon. so."' I took a deep breath ans swallowed. '-rm 
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sony," 

Mr. Calhoun tried to keep a straight faee. "Well . he probably 
had it comm·.·· 

My eyes widened. 
" Is there an)1hin else. Henry?" 
" Yes si r I'd like n fi shm' pole. please." 
" You ' re in luck: this IS the last one." he said as he pulled the 

piece of cane oul of a barrel 
"The last one?," 

"These llungs have been sellin ' fasLer than I thought they 
Would. I may have La cut into my 0\\11 crop if I don ' , get Some more 
III soon." 

"1 know where a patch is. and I don't think anybody Owns it." 
Mr. Calhoun thought a moment. "Henry. I'll give you a nickel 

a bundle if you cut it and bnng it in." 
' 'I' ll have to ask Daddy." I said excitedly. 
" You do that, and if he says it's okay, l'li sec you tomorrow 

mornin' " 

That night I broached the subject head on. 
" Daddy. cun I ask you sOlllethin "!" I started as we settled 

around the radio aner dinner 

"Make it quick. son; President Roosevelt ·s fi ,xin ' to speak." 
··Mr. Calhoun 's asked me to cut some cane for him. He' ll pay 

fi ve cents a bundlc." 

Daddy looked over to Mama in her rocking chair. She pressed 
her lips and raised her eyebrows--that " It ·s up to you" look. 

" 00 you think you can work for him and me both '?" Daddy 
asked. 

" Yes sir. 1" 11 wake up extra early, go cut the cane. and have il 
sold ' fore you're ready 10 go to the fields." 

"What if you start slack in' off in your chores?" 
"Then 1"11 stop CUllin ' cane. I know I can do this. Daddy." 
He paused a minute. then sighed and smiled at me. "All right. 

We ' l! try it." 

r was up well be fore dawJl the nexl morning. rwllling with my 
hatchet toward Illy cane patch in the woods across from the school 
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I ft the outer edge alone so no one 'ddle and e 
I cut &om the mi . d take up a hatchet La my 

...... what I was domg an 

would ;ealth 'cd for tWO months. then all thal was len 
ncwfi -n. ... tcChruquc ",.ork d ' This did not concern me, however. 

..- th vlrglO e ge. th boo I'd 
of the patch was e ccomplished my goal. I wore e ts . 

&hall had alreadY a f hool and quite literally rubbed them 10 :.n1Cd 00 the first day 0 sc 

Rduc's face. h'l I WIlS cleaning the board after school for 
Not lon~ a~er. ; ~vered outhouse pit, t saw Mr. Cal~oun 

pusIunI Ricru; ,lOla the woods across from the school house \~Ith a 
and Zeke walk 1010 , th ' h cis I waited at the classroom wmdow 

helS 10 elr an . 
couple of hal~ tomnch sinklllg a little more each second ral mlOutes. my s 
for SC\'e h rc the} were headed 
as I rea.hzed w e fi II ' emerged with a dumbfounded look on his 

M Calhoun ma } . h h' 
r k olThis hal and wiped his forehead Wit IS 

face He tOO I d ' g so he glanced toward the school house and 
handkerchief 11 om . th 

e lhrcw the hat down on the ground. huffed a mJllute, en 
me H , d d laughed at having paid five cents a bundle for shook hiS hea an 
hiS own cane. 
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Priceless Effects 

Few tables bear the 
Lives o f those long s ince 
Pas t consp icuous disp lay. 
And none can be found here. 
Still . I wonder who 
Belonged to that Hamlet with 
Yellowed leaves stubbornly stuck 
To 0. musty spine or that 
Pl atinwn band newly polished 
In hopes o f recaptunng moonglow. 
He was probably some graduate 
Eager to leave Shakespeare 
In the atlic 
On his way to 
Wall Street Fortune. 
She was probably some wife 
Eager to sleep through 

Moonlit hours before rous ing to 
Boxed lun~hes and minimwn wage. 
I buy nothIng at this 
Antique Sale. 
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Janie Amanda Elliott 

d Teacher Was Named W hat? 
F'Rh era e • And your I 

dlv Stranger asked as I cntered lhe 
'/" ' a (nen 

"Whlch floor Id '- \\ altlllg for both of the doors to shut 
h llice b UI mg. (' I 

ek\ .1lor oft e,o " 1 sa\ . accepung hiS kllld gesturc. And belore 
"Fouttt%n please. - I e docs It: that dreaded comment Just 

th '" lhe Olan. 1 d h·11 h can e\ en un d g an unrelated-to-lhe-out oors c I up t c 
II • out sen In . 

comes ro Jng . " Pr U)' brisk outside. hey? Last lllght. the 
f - • . middle 0 nt) d Ole Man WlTl ter' s gonna make a comeback thiS 

~C4ther man: I ready for spring!" AHHHHHHHH H! 
month ~. ago 1 worked for a law firm on the rourteenth 

Se, Cfal vears , . K k Wh I 
h
· .. III downton LexlIlgton. entuc ;y. en 

n of a hlg - fl S" 
oar, led withm IllV receptionist box answering the 
~asn t ImpnsOi _ h 

I 'eil liiles at once--[ was a nJrUler w Ich meant 
lelephone--e e\ . f K· k 

, rt\ bus) attom~ s ' needs color copies rom 111 ·os. 
cateflng to .O .. . _ . ,. 

fi l-" b) 4'00 P m C it s 3·, 9 Doll t be late! ). the motions I cu . . 

d 
. . Ol',(ure on the lOp of page three. faxes that should have 

Ju ge s sl::.-" .. . . . 
been sent fi ve nlllutes ago. and nnportant duties ilke packmg the 
swcct-and-Low packages into those li ltle baskets that Sli t by the 
coffee machines in every comer as well as remembering to get 
lemon-filled doughnuts because the crerun-fil led pastries have too 

much fal 
On all my errands to the courthouse and the bakery. [ shared 

ele\ator rides for fourteen noors with a multitude of busy people: 
both strangers and familiar faces 1 learned qUickly that a pleasant 
smi le \\as not enough to \\l ths tand 32.7 seconds of elcvator lifting 
or descending time. What mosl elevator riders desire in order to 
fee[ completely content shanng a small space with a stranger IS 

small talk. Small talk IS a way o f reaching out to strangers when 
si lence seems awkward. Small ta lk topics. though, have grown into 
0\ erused, typical comments about the weather, while the idea of 
silence or a discussion of greater worth is unheard of. 

But my question IS what is wrong with silent. idle Lime shared 
in the presence of another person instead o f fi ll ing peaceful periods 
with empty questions like " How are you doing?" and comments 
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about the predicted blizzard') Whm can we actually gain by 
discusslOg Mother Nature 's whimsIcal mood? Sure, talking O: botq 
the past or future wea ther makes strangers appear friendly, warn.. 
and sociablc. But think of how much more a person could take 
away from these daily brief encounters if we all made an attemPt 
broaden our slllalJ talk nonns . Let's fi nd a new, mllld-cngaging IC:e 
breaker to OverCOme those unfriendly or awkward elevator rides. 

The internet has more closely connected the world than ever 
before in thc fonn of small talk through chat rooms. So why. then. 
don' , we stri ve to become better acquainted through verbal 
conulIunlcalioll as well " I'm IlOt suggesllO£ any type of Ultllllate 
brief moment in a hoI. crowded elevator Instead. I propose that we 
ConSider how a random. brief COllversatlon about wallpaper Or 
Sweet-and-Low drifts away from the expected discussion of the 
weather and can aJJow more of us to thmk for a change. Instead of 
spending tunc swapping opinions about how many more inches of 
snow Clearville got than Blind ville last Illg)U. Why not discuss. for 
instance, why blueberries One!} stain e/othes when dirt washes 
clean away? That stranger might offer insights or facls as to lhe 
makc-up of each stam, providing a cone/us ion [ 0 a previously 
unknown or an even mind-muddling dilemma. A question and 
answer of this sort seems much more intuiti ve and worth a person's 
while. But getting otT the elevator after a discussion of the clouds 
and rainy weathcr involves nothing more than a remcmbrancc of 
the ride to work and 'he walk from your Camry to tlle office 
building. 

Rather than letting Our brains weaken into Jell.Q, leI's get 
away from shallow, small talk not only about the size of 
yesterday's hili!. but also about the seven foot, eight inch draft stilT 
of the Center City HUrricanes. You got it--sports. "Hey. what about 
the big game tonight'! Who are you root in' for? The Cats or the 
Dogs?" When faced with this Situation again , try surprising a total 
stranger with " Hey, do YOll remember learning to tie your shoes 
when you were a child?" You may find that yOll share 11 simi/ar 
sit llat ion--you both wore buckled oxfords! 

The other day. J waited in express lane twelve at the 
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, to avoid the latest 
k to me. UYlllg od y huh" an spo e . . "Nice day outl a, . and n nl nd allcns. ed 

---'«< boul 0 J. a h the gent/em an want ...... - : -_MllulC n I e " Thoug I 
r_,nr ~ • thIS suns lin I kept n distant persona ..-,- ' , pee I he a so ' , II 
I sure dtdn Ie" and comnUlIlll 

, an 'er And weren t we a 
10 apfKor fne

nd
_. After all. I \\as akSl

r 
g,.rangerl"" Or if personal ec:n u~ r tal ' 10 a cn~ bet" -'Nc\ er trust o . Id have been the reason ~- ~Ids 10 . sues lime cou .. th 

taughl tiS 5' \\ cren't the IS • 5 I,ne Time provided hIm WI 
and tru . lh expres , . ' .k 

space " -ere wmung In c 'Ietrating, mysterious subJccts I. e 
stnCC " e for a\ oldmg any pel d·sgustlllg right aOer you fi msh 
an e"use orange juice taste so I 

"WI» doeS .," d ~ cd brushlng)Ol/f Iccth. fli a challenge to cross those un e In 

Noncweless, I 0 err trust and cngage in ~lore atypicaL 
b .-;: of space, lime, 0 I •• ,ext 'radlant. seventy-three degree 
om .. • II . lk On t la ' . bl'c 

. ted sma a . I ood prevails while out III pu I , unexpcc . I n eongcma III ) 
ft emoon 

III whlC 1 , ed icts nll1e reet or snow by mOrltlng . 
~e\ en Ir the lI1 etorO lOgJ S~:';rbY chOI r who also endless ly wai~s to ~~ 
as~ that stranger III the, t wasyOllr worst fifth grade experience! 
Dr Weatherby. "SO, W In 
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ProSpector strikes his claim 
in Lady Liberty's foot 
although he's miles away. 
The southern California sun 
beats his back 
and bums him. 
It bW1IS like the cigaretle 
he smokes 
after he plants 

Prospector 

tobacco in Kentucky sununer. 

He's tired 
like his daughter is tired 
of being away from her daddy. 
tired of reading 

his brouler's !lallle in the paper 
tired o f going 
to the grace!)' store 
watChing them refill 
the tacos and burritos 
as he walks in lhe door 
and tired of 
getting a suspicious eye 
from the cashier 
when he goes for 
the checkbook 
in his back pocket 

like il was his name in Ule paper. 

The legal gUllsllllgcrs 
spit in his face 
call him Spic and Chico 
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Brian Michael 

his name 
put "pi!»' tn back east 
H dIIJd) died these lulls. 

IS . gold III ...... ' 
bu< h and Spanish 

h FrenC . 
Enghs . and a Kraut 

He "~~"I he'5 a ~IC Ch mk. and a Nigger 
Bul (0 u ..... • . :l Klke. a 

"'
''''' he , Who 

I ofLibert{S robe 
He'5 at the hen 
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