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Editorial Note 
There is a grey area between poetry and the short story which has become increasingly 
blurred over the past few years. The emergence of dribbles, drabbles, hint, smoke, 
twiction, sudden pros, threshold fiction, nano, micro fiction, short shots and flash makes 
categorising these forms extremely difficult. 

When you assign a name to something you have control over it, but it also means you can 
dismiss an entire genre. What is important to remember is that poetry and short stories are 
siblings and their power is their ability to evoke, rather than state. 

It is what they say in the gaps that takes our breath away.

It is what they do to us, not the word limit it takes us to read it. They have a compressed 
power to evoke. 

Contributors to this issue are creators of beautiful images whose work speaks at both an 
emotional and intellectual level. The varied voices contained in this blogzine have issues 
to explore and promote which will encourage the reader to take a beat, breathe and 
emote.

For this reason, this editions contributors are not constrained or categorised, so that 
beautiful images and words can exist alongside each other, rather than compete. 
Evocative images and photographs are blended to make this blogzine a work of creative 
beauty.

This edition is dedicated to the theme of restlessness where words question our mortality, 
our time allotted to us, provoking us to live our dreams and aspirations, and to explore the 
miracles of the world around us.

Annie  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Doll
 by Larry Schug

Eyes wide but lifeless,
unfocused,
she stares out the plastic window
of her sealed box house
like someone depressed,
glassy eyes watching  a tv
that may or may not be turned on.

In her back is a key hole,
a mechanism to animate her
in some pseudo-human way
to speak simple words of need,   
shed tears of frustration and sadness
that she must depend on another
for what little life she has—
a toy taken out, then put away
at the whim of someone
who only wants to play, or worse,
merely place her on display.
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Innocence by Kate Murray 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My Daughter at Play 

by  Adreyo Sen

A child at play
is often a woman
hard at work.

She traces in the gaping silences of her dolls
the hopes of those she loves.

Her play is most hectic when she is arranging
the cloth and plastic prisoners
of her thoughts.  In trying to create a house
where those who do not know
how constantly they are in their thoughts
are safest, she comes to know
she has no home she can call her own.

Home is where the blessed live
who are brought together
by the patience soft in her eyes.
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Sudden Shower
By John Grey

Rain just stopped.
The puddles are still raw.
I was shelled by the worst of it.

Down by the river,
1 didn't suspect the clouds.
The stream itself was water enough for me.

But then again,
I'm a sucker for whatever can happen.
I go out purely for my enjoyment
and it ends in outrage.
My clothes are so soggy
surely some of it must be the body's tears.

I was just getting into the rhythm of the current
and the gentle lapping of the stream.
I had liquid on side
and therefore just about everything else in life as well.

I'm old enough to know
that to be calm is to be rich and loved,
housed and fed.
And then comes the splatter
and I have to run for it. -
out of my comfort,
out of my satisfaction,
out of my mind even.

And now it's over.
Gray clouds move on.
Some even whiten.
My hair clumps to my head.
My nose drips.
My shoes are the color of mud.
Something was flushed.
I am the result.
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Waterfall by Bec Vella - Miller
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The Stubborn Girl
by Katherine Givens

Her breaths are short. 
Her thoughts are long. 
She lives through the ups and downs, 
And yet she’ll never escape
The trap she is in. 
She cries at the rejection, 
And yet she pushes herself
Back into its wake. 
She seeks peace from it all,
But then the doubt
Weaves itself through her mind. 
God Almighty, she’s stuck in this rut.
And yet, and yet,
She digs her heels in
And keeps on dreaming.
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The Great Sleep
By Lana Bella

If I had only known you would forever be an open memoir that would forever haunt my 

bed…

While the outside world hovers just beyond the gated white fence to which the swallows 

stretch their orchid wings, vines of scarlet Bougainvillea hug terra-cotta walls in vivid 

clusters of papery bracts, and the rustling bells of beaded wind chimes toss about echoing 

of sweet lullabies. Yet here I am again, lost roaming this lonely house and kept vigil with 

the whims of yesterdays within these cold concrete bars. The familiar essence of you once 

more alights and courses through the wisp veil of air puts to flight misting my mental plate 

glass; its crawling tides clutch at the frayed strands of my senses and over and over again, 

threaten to pull me into its deep. The afternoon sun winds its way between the tears of the 

half-drawn shutters, casting jagged rays of copper and gold upon the strewn paperbacks 

and aged magazines on the tabletop, and the lamp that lit my corner bed is turned low. 

While the quiet earth recedes from me, I force myself to hold back the remembrance of 

your ashen face from seeping itself into my mind, and of the rawboned body of a suffering 

man and those sad green eyes. Like the time before and the time before that, I would 

heave myself from our strange empty bed, follow you out into the narrow corridor, down 

the long dark spiralling stairway, to where your body lies upon the tiles of cold pale stones 

beside the dying hearth. You half-turn then, eyes fractionally masked, possessively taking 

hold of the fluttering wisps of my hair, and breathing me in. 
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Even now, as I'm four days, six months and two years already gone after your death, the 

pale scent of your cologne lingers on our champagne satiny sheets; the gossamer ribbon 

of your presence caresses still the fine bones of my cheeks, hums that intimate merry 

breath on my paly lips, raking its lithe fangs over the hollow curve of my neck, sloping 

upon the gentle rise of my breasts, as it dipping lower forming a sandy fist around the 

marked blue veins of my upturned wrist; and there at the edge of my once fine-spun 

fingertips, twirling while beads of sweat take their solitary hunt from the top of my unfurled 

midnight curls then down earthward to the delicate fan of these honey-shaded toes. 

Everything stirs where the ache of nostalgia dissolves into a rousing 

requiem, where the farewell lays its everlasting pulse on the seawall of my shell, and 

where my mournful fingertips shift through the fine grains of sand.

Some says that we forget too soon the things we thought we could never forget, and any 

word of grace and comfort will eventually leave our heart indifferent and all emotion 

unstirred. Then why am I ill-fated to cling to this state of despair, endlessly hoping, waiting, 

longing to catch the husky timbre of your voice, and to feel again the lean muscles shifted 

beneath your flawlessly tailored cloth. But instead, it's always the same relics that be ever 

present with me, the grim outline of encroaching overgrowth a dark still mass which 

threatened to swallow the churchyard whole. That high-wrought iron gate of the burial 

ground thinly veiled in mist, nameless figures tread on dampen ground in solemn black 

shawls and rain-overcoats. And before long the heavy echo of your coffin as it's being 

lowered into the soft-dug mound, blooms after blooms a never-ending flash of brilliant 

white spiraled down, down with hypnotic speed through the damp June air. Then just as 

suddenly a soft breeze goes sailing past, startling me out from the deep reverie; all my 

brooding thoughts, secrets kept and sealed silence climb out with me from the grave, 
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frantically tearing through the clawing spaces between rotting dirt and sweltering air, and in 

paralyzing haste, rushing back into the airless chamber, where they weigh me down upon 

your beloved writing chair in the drawing room that still permeates of death's sickly balm 

and cloying incense. My bare skin rises in an alloy of the day's gold ashes and your 

scented silver scotch; I bathe in rings of smoky yellow and gray afternoon while hope falls 

softly from my hands and rust of time clings to the haggard bones. Shakily I touch a raw 

finger to the trail of wet tears, giving leave to the lurking musical notes of some unearthly 

vignette to ease me into a half-sleep, while patiently listening, hovering, waiting. Always 

waiting for the sound of your footsteps, to step out from the depth of stirring shadows 

behind the quartered shades.

Misty Mountains by Bec Vella - Miller 
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After Clearing Woods Along the 
Fenceline

by Keith Moul

High winds of winter passed through with usual consequences:
maples more scarred than expected; maples dignified by scars,
but more isolated in place; large maples of fifty stout branches
escaping assured demise; maples in drying, yet nurturing light.

I assume an easier generalship after tossing debris further off, my
frail fence relieved of weighty encumbrance, doe and fawn nomads
re-populating ancestral trails long ago marked through this place.

A younger man may kneel to his god for a chance to clear his land.
I trekked to clean a forest space, finishing without a ready reserve.
As I rest, more deer approach, alert yet absorbed in mystery, come
to sniff changes, poised with one foot in air as above a mine field.

I need not sleep, nor dream, nor read the leaves for auguries.  My
own hand has written on a breeze my future, sweet as blackberries. 
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Delicacy 
By Kim Farleigh

The café's glass ceiling places a darker version of the floor above you, the polished floor 

reflecting the ceiling, like a hall of mirrors. The ceiling's lights are porcelain roses, lemon 

bulbs in yellow petals. The flowers' green stems look twice as long as they are due to 

object and reflection touching upon glass.

The red-velvet ceiling above the café's inner terrace faces red-velvet chairs and sofas. 

The yellow lamp shades on the café's mahogany pillars are edged with frilly, red cords. 

Gilded-metal lights with gold-medal-like bases highlight the Modigliani portraits that 

adorn the pillars. 

The lights' reflections reduce the darkness, giving the café a charge of life.

Menus upon grainy tables display paintings of 1920's women whose wide-brimmed hats 

represent the past, their open jackets the future, a time when the past was vanishing into 

change.

The grainy tabletops beside the café's back wall match the walls’ grains, grains like dark-

matter galaxies in brown universes.

A New York couple occupies one of the grainy-topped tables. The husband's intolerant 
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eyes dominate his face's mean squint.

Damn it; I could be at Yankee Stadium right now, he thought, insteada bein' in dis joint 

surrounded by queens. 

His wife looked everywhere, except at him. 

Conversation tepidly bubbled with a man at a table beside them.

"What do you think of Woody Allen?" the man asked.

"I don't like him," the husband replied. "He's tu coouit."

That cooled the tepid bubbling. 

The café's manager, beside a cash register beside a door that led into the kitchen, 

exuded, like the husband, disillusioned disdain; the manager's disdain had a shocked 

delicacy due to what the café's fame had dragged in. He wanted to reproduce the café's 

1920's heyday when the clientele had had le estime that tourism has crushed, the 

unsophisticated now polluting the elite's hives, proliferating like bacteria where once only 

the tasteful had been.

The husband hissed: "What the friggin' fork is that joik doin' now?"

At last he had spoken to his wife. 
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The manager was facing a mirror beside the cash register. Feigning adjusting his tie's 

blue, silk knot, that sapphire upon a bed of snow-white cotton, he stuck his tongue out to 

its full length to examine his mouth's interior.

"He's lookin' for gold in there," the husband quipped. "Gotta be a kike."

Ignoring this reference to God's favoured species, the wife feigned fascination for the 

decor.

The manager's visible, purple-white tongue was stuck-out extended for minutes, fingers 

feigning knot adjustment, the manager's eyes gripped by gums, dentures and pink flesh.

The man at the table beside the New York couple was delighted by the manager, glad to 

see such fauna in Paris.

The manager turned to observe his domaine. Black-jacketed waiters flashed around 

him. He removed a perfume bottle from one of his trouser pockets. The liquid within the 

amphorae-shaped glass in his fingertips was burgundy-coloured, perfectly matched with 

the surrounds. He unscrewed the bottle's top and sniffed its contents, nasals orifices 

quivering like oysters touched by lemon, aesthetic balance restored after fate had forced 

him to endure the wife's loud sucking up of the remnants of her jus d'orange through a 

straw.

His head had spun after detecting that charmless sucking, the darts of repulsed 
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disbelief, shooting out of his eyes, leaving behind sharpened white beside amazed 

brown. 

It's amazing, he thought, how I have to tolerate such horrid noises. 

That noise had besieged Rachmaninov's second symphony that was still humming in his 

mind after the previous night's concert in the Madeleine. His stomach recoiled.

The husband stopped a waiter and belched: "Whoodda hell does this joik think he is?"

The waiter, bending forward, politely dumbfounded, replied: "Zse manager."

His English was limited.

The manager dashed to greet three prominent clients, a couple and their poodle, taking 

them to their preferred table, a table for three. 

The manager fled to the kitchen to pass on the clients' orders to the chefs. He would 

oversee the food's preparation, like movie producers who examine the day's cuts, 

suggesting changes, offering advice. Able to detect flavours undetectable by ordinary 

buds, his tongue was the finest instrument for measuring culinary brilliance in all of 

France; it had been insured for thousands. No chef could fool that tongue.

"Now they let dorgs in 'ere," the husband griped. "What is dis joint? A zoo?"
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The wife's moist, azure eyes, glittering with repressed sorrow, observed everything 

without taking anything in. The lights shining in her eyes were now shining more brightly 

due to moisture. 

The manager, emerging from the kitchen, sniffed his perfume bottle. Refined creatures 

require constant perfection.

"That asshole's sniffing dat bottel again," the husband said. "Imagine doin' dat in Yankee 

Stadium."

The husband's head was too large for his thin, rakish shoulders, like an eagle with flinty 

eyes. His chin hung over his clenched fists as if he was ready to leap at anything that 

got too near.

The waiter had gone to get the couple's bill. The husband's voice had been raised 

intentionally so that the manager could hear the husband's shriek of disenchantment. 

The manager spun, glaring at the husband, managerial irises filed to sharp flints by what 

had dragged itself out of the primeval swamp to pollute his café.

"Whadda 'bout some respect?" the husband sniped. "It's us who's damn payin' da bill 

'ere."

"Harry!" the wife snapped.

Respect was what Harry hadn't shown anyone in Paris.
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The man at the table beside them feigned reading a book; he hadn't read a sentence. 

He gripped his jaw with his right hand so his mouth wouldn't become a gaping hole of 

delight.

The waiter deposited the bill on the couple's table.

"Merci monsieur," he said.

Harry chastised his wife for forcing him "to be widda pack of fairies in goddam Parees."

He stood up, eyeballing the manager who recoiled, not in fear, but in distaste. The 

manager's shoulders went backwards, like one of those big, black Australian spiders, 

(funnel-webs), that rear up on their hind legs when appalled by primates. The manager's 

chin shot up as if an upper cutter of insidious realisation had whacked his jaw, that beast 

striding towards him, yelping: "Eh, asshole, whadda 'bout a littel respect?"

"Harry!" the wife hissed.

She thrust her right arm under Harry's left arm and directed him towards the door, Harry 

glaring like a rabid eagle at the manager who sniffed perfume, thereby achieving 

alleviating composure. Some people did yoga. He sniffed perfume.

"They now let," he said, pirouetting to address his esteemed clients, "imbeciles run free 

in the name of human rights. That would make sense if these hominids were actually 
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human."

Everyone giggled except the dog. The dog couldn't: it was champing on hors d'oeuve 

that a waiter had handed it only moments before.

The reader's interest in literature evaporated as he witnessed the couple taking turns 

handing the dog food that a waiter had just brought to the table, the dog turning its snout 

to face thinly carved, slices of beef that fell off its owners' knives like waves, the poodle's 

turning head moving above its still body.

I wonder, the reader thought, what its favourite restaurant is? Maybe restaurant critics 

revere the dog's opinion? 

He paid his bill, tipping graciously, overjoyed with the entertainment the café had 

provided. 

Outside, the sky's sapphire matching the manager's tie, he asked a waiter if he spoke 

English.

"Non monsieur. Un moment."

The waiter returned with a woman who had been serving non-French speaking clients 

on the terrace. The simple, striking colour combinations of the coloured serviettes on the 

terrace's tables, red, yellow and blue upon burgundy tablecloths, was an extra delight for 

the reader.
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A blonde woman in a black dress strolled by talking into a pink 1950's handset that was 

connected by a curling, pink cord to a mobile phone. Wonderful, the reader thought.

The foreign-language speaking waitress stood before the reader and smiled.

"How can I help you?" she asked.

Her brown hair shone with filaments of light, her smile without superficiality. Her 

charming openness, flamed by curiosity, gave the reader the confidence to say what he 

wanted to say.

Her accent's beauty, the reader thought, must be the result of centuries of refinement. 

No voice sounds that good without a past rich with verbal cultivation, voice boxes 

matching succulent surrounds.

"Please thank the manager," he said, "for providing such wonderful entertainment. I was 

hoping to have an experience like this in a Parisian café. It was an honour receiving your 

boss's sublime disdain."

The smiling woman translated. She and the other waiter laughed. 

"He'll consider that to be a compliment," the waitress said. 

"So he should," the reader replied.
�24



Cats with Thumbs - Literary Scratching Post                         Edition 3                 May 2015

"Gawd dam et, Marlene," Harry said, "I told yar I didn't want to go dis dam joint." 

They were going over the Pont Neuf, the distant Eiffel Tower beside the elegantly curling 

river, Notre Dame passing by, the husband's tight, tense routine having been 

unexpectedly disrupted by his wife's need for a romantic change.

Eiffel at Night by A Mitchell
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Peepshow
By Brian Robert Flynn

He’s taking his time just as we all do 
when the time comes, the perfect weather 
coaxing us through the tranquil afterlight—
we’re only looking up because it feels 
like the right thing to do, as if every bird 
in every quiet nest, every field mouse 
and cricket and firefly, the teenage lovers 
strolling hand in hand, the neighborhood cats 
funambulating fences are all eagerly ogling, 
heads up, and heeding their stare are 
a myriad eyes, some fresh and some blinking, 
some perhaps having fallen asleep long ago 
twinkling over the same thing he’s puzzling over 
     right now. 
Or, with a sanguine pulse to his wavering glow, 
assured by a truth he’s not yet fit to know.
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Blood Diamond
By Warren Paul Glover

He came to the farm after dark. 

I had spent another long day working the land, ceasing my toil only when the sun 

set, bathing the veldt in glorious orange.

 Seventeen days had passed since my husband left me alone with the cattle, my 

thoughts and God to join the Boer forces laying siege to Kimberley, that giant ant hill of 

depravity.

 I begged him not to go but he was determined to be with our brothers from the 

Transvaal and the Orange Free State in attacking the British in their enclave.

“Eliza,” he said, caressing my cheek with his large calloused hand, “we have to 

defend our way of life. Our fathers didn’t make the Great Trek, surviving the Zulus, for 

nothing. This is war. We fight for our freedom and our future.”

“I’m sick of war,” I said as my heart sank into my boots and I tried not to cry. “Why 

can’t we be at peace?”

Johannes lifted my chin so he could search my face.

“They are not like us,” he chided. “I must go. But I’ll return. Just you see.”

I watched him as he climbed onto his horse. He looked handsome and noble in his 

broad brimmed hat, jacket and scarf, an ammunition belt strung across his chest. As I 

wiped away a tear I thought how proud our pioneering forefathers, the Voortrekkers, would 

be of Johannes and the other men. I waved him goodbye with a smile.
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As I lay on the bed nursing my aching back that eighteenth night, wondering 

whether I’d ever see my husband again, I heard the dogs start up into a frenzy of barking 

and growling. I got to my feet and reached for the rifle. 

“What is it, boys?” I asked as I cocked the gun.  

The dogs had heard or smelled something, their tails were up. I grabbed a lamp and 

wrenched open the door. The dogs flew out barking and I followed. 

The sound of snarling led me around the house towards the chicken coops. When I 

got closer I could see that the dogs had a black man trapped in the corner, cowering in the 

dirt. 

I set the lamp down on the fence and with trembling hands aimed the gun at him. 

 “We shoot poachers on this farm,” I shouted, trying my hardest to sound resolute.

The black man raised his arms in surrender. My eyes, having adjusted to the light, 

could see his fear and fatigue. He looked half dead. His clothing was tattered and as I 

stepped closer I could see that he had already been shot. I lowered my gun and corralled 

the dogs into a pen.

“Shush, boys. It’s alright,” I said in my soothing voice as I tried to quieten them.

When I turned back towards the man his dark eyes were watching me closely. I 

spread out my arms and tried my soothing voice on him.

“Ok, my poacher friend. I won’t harm you. Let me take a look at your wounds.”

He recoiled as I tried to examine him but his eyes were wild with pain and we both 

knew that he was in no position to argue.

“Easy,” I said. “There’s nobody here but me. I have some food inside, and I can 

treat your wounds there. Or I can shoot you here. Which will it be?”
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He nodded and allowed me to put my arm around his neck. It was a struggle to lift 

him to his feet but together we did it and shuffled inside. The dogs were still barking in their 

corral and I shushed them as we passed.

I laid the man down on the rug before the fire and left him groaning gently as I went 

to fetch some water and cloths. When I returned he was drifting in and out of 

consciousness and I could examine him without protest.

He was a young man, thin but muscular. His whole body was filthy and his hands, 

knees and arms were calloused and covered in cuts and scratches. I took a deep breath 

as I dipped a cloth in the water and prepared to wash his wound, a gunshot to the 

shoulder. 

“Now what’s your story?” I said as I dabbed at the caked blood. 

The bullet was still inside him and I decided to take it out there and then. I had once 

extracted a bullet from Johannes after one of the skirmishes and I knew what to do. 

The black man came to and gasped in pain as I pulled it out. He surprised me by 

the strength of his grip as he grabbed my wrist, forcing me to look him in the eyes. We saw 

into each other souls then, native and foreigner. I felt hollow, like I had intruded on his 

judgement with God. He knew that I had seen his death.

I began to wash the rest of the blood and dust and grime from him. When I got to 

his legs I saw he had a bloodied bandage wrapped around another wound. As gently as I 

could I unwound the dressing. This time it was a gash, not a gunshot, as if he’d been 

slashed by a knife. But there was a large lump under the skin and as I probed at the 

wound my mouth fell open in shock.

My mind flew to Johannes. 
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The man groaned and started to shiver. I stared at the jewel nestled in the ruby 

pouch of his blood and muscle. I reached in and plucked it out.

I dressed his wound, wrapped him in blankets and kept vigil through the night. But 

the day’s toil had taken its toll and I fell asleep. When I awoke, he was dead.

As I buried him I hoped to God that Johannes would come home safely from 

Kimberley. He would know what to do with the huge diamond that my poacher friend had 

somehow smuggled out of the mines.
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Blurred Amethyst
By Lana Bella

From music, contempo voices your final nuisances;
And you will yawn what the world is serenading
through hollow beats of tedium, numbing away
your fingers in a nostalgic pluck of cello strings'
lullaby,

From governance, apathy and lies your final despairs;
And you will pacify what the world is unperceiving
through vain promises of leaders, bleeding away
your serene light in a scathing shreds of lone
empire,

From work, failures and dispassion your final slavery;
And you will endure what the world is compromised
through robotic grinds of depletion, thieving away
your idyllic mind in a muck of gadgets and steel
devices,

From self, sickness and misfortunes your final dregs;
And you will devour what the world is regurgitated
through pocket remains of clemency, ebbing away 
your stifling gasps in a fasthold of mist-stained
sapphire,

From love, feigned kisses and tears your final thirsts;
And you will grieve what the world is languishing
through cunning tongues of guile, purging away
your able sides in a tangle of flesh and skin
desires.
                                                                                     
From society, excesses and greed your final shames; 
And you will leave behind what the world is fraught
through painted valances of lies, gnawing away
your blurred amethyst in a coat of strapped
divine.
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Lusciousness By A Mitchell 
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Fairy Bugs and Sunshine
By Claudette Young

Scummy water held her callused hands prisoner. Her life revolved around her day at work, 

which ended with her hands immersed in a sink of scummy, greasy water. Would she 

never be free of it?

Margaret wished that something other had taken her prisoner all these years. Perhaps she 

could have used the harmony in her voice for something other than calling children in to 

wash up for supper. She could have made something more of her art if she‘d tried. 

“Mom,” called her youngest from the back door. “Do you have a jar for lightning bugs?” 

When she didn’t answer, he called out again. “With a lid, I mean.”

Extra strength escaped her as she pulled her now wrinkled hands from the water, dried 

them on a thin dishtowel, and reached under the sink for the bug jar, complete with holes 

in the lid.

 “You have only a half hour to catch them, and don’t forget to put leaves in with them.” 

She witnessed his smile of pure joy as he claimed the old salad dressing jar from her 
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hand. 

“You’re the best, Mom.” 

He whirled and flew down the steps toward the edge of the back yard, where twinkling 

lights punctuated the threatening darkness.Though she was too tired to feel laughter 

bubble inside her in response to her son’s, Margaret could at least find a smile’s worth of 

happiness.

She returned to the sink, pulled the plug and watched the grime of supper disappear down 

pipes that would carry it across the yard and over the hill in back. Five minutes later, with 

kitchen clean and ready to begin again tomorrow, Margaret took a final glass of iced tea 

and went outside to watch Wendell catch fairy bugs.

Fairy bugs! That’s what her oldest called them when she was barely five. Patience 

believed they were fairies that only took the appearance of bugs when people were 

around. Another smile broadened Margaret’s mouth. That girl always saw magic in the 

world. Everything held magic, she said. When they’d talked about it many years later, 

Patience told her that it was true. 

“Think about it, Mom,” Patience said. “Without magic, nothing would ever have come to be. 

There would be no flowers, no animals, no people, nothing--not even the universe. God is 

the most fabulous magician of all.”

Margaret supposed her daughter’s philosophy was as true as any other when you looked 
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at it from the right angle. What was magic, anyway? Not that thing an illusionist did, but 

real, honest magic.

The question wedged itself in her brain the way stick-tights did to Wendell’s socks when he 

ran along the edges of the fields. How did a person really define magic? What God did 

was as far above anything defined as magic as the Moon was above Earth. Were miracles 

really examples of magic in action? Margaret felt around inside her mind for the possibility 

of it. How else could a person know that it existed without some kind of demonstration? 

She flipped through her memories, looking for all the examples of such demonstrations. 

She’d found happiness throughout childhood. Love trapped her before she could finish 

school, but it had led to a wonderful marriage and family. Her two children, so far apart in 

age, had graced her life with laughter and wonder. 

Losing Lloyd just after Wendell was born had nearly driven her mad with loneliness, fear, 

and anger. Not that she’d had time to explore any of those emotions for long. She had tiny 

Wendell to raise and Patience to finish raising. Poor little Patience somehow understood 

her father’s death much better than her mother and come to terms with it faster.

Margaret sipped her tea and watched as her son flashed across the yard in pursuit of a 

lightning bug doing dive-bomb maneuvers. He delighted in such simple things, even now 

at eleven years old. Not that he’d really get much older, at least in his mind. 

For the umpteenth time, she wondered why her son would never be as other boys. He 

wasn’t slow of learning. He could learn anything that caught his interest, regardless of 

complexity. His attitude and outlook on the world, however, trapped him in the mind of an 
�35



Cats with Thumbs - Literary Scratching Post                         Edition 3                 May 2015

innocent that would never let him become a mature being.

Wendell’s laughter pealed across the darkened yard. It grew louder as he wrestled with the 

jar lid. He hopped in circles to keep his prey in constant sight. Margaret relaxed into 

momentary joy. The one thing she could count on was her son’s laughter to shore up her 

own sense of play. She could always watch him and listen to his view of the world and feel 

her heart lighten and her spirit ease.

“Time to come in,” She stood and moved to the door. 

“I gotta get this one last big one.”

Back in the kitchen, she rinsed her glass and put it in the drainer with the rest of the 

dishes. One more day before the freedom of the weekend. She so looked forward to the 

bliss of not having to return to that desk and a cranky supervisor.

From the kitchen window, Margaret saw Wendell leap up, jar lid in hand, scoop up the 

lightening bug with it, and put lid on jar all before coming back to earth. Shaking her head, 

she granted that her youngest would always be her ray of sunshine. He would be her poet 

forever, always bringing her verses to read. 

His was a mind that saw the minute, the essence of things. Her bedside table acted as file 

drawer for all of his writings. Today’s poem had gone on top of the stack. Soon she’d have 

enough of them to put into a book; a book published under his name, to catalogue his 

uniqueness in the world. 
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She’d found a small press to publish the book. Her son’s life would mean something to 

more people than her and Patience. And when the time came for Wendell to discover the 

magic beyond this world, he would have left behind much of the world to smile about. 

“I got enough, Mom. I’ll take them to my room and then read you a bedtime story. Okay?” 

Four feet of boy stood, shifting weight from foot to foot, impatient to be about his business. 

The winking bug jar, complete with requisite leaves, was held in both hands against his 

chest. His thin chest heaved slightly with each breath, even as he beamed with his whole 

body. His sparking, blue eyes never left Margaret’s face.

She stepped toward him, involuntarily, her last thoughts still echoing in her mind. At the 

last second, she paused. Reaching out one lean hand, she pushed back Wendell’s thick 

forelock.

“That’s fine, sweetheart, but take a quick shower first. Then you can read to me from ‘The 

Little Prince.’”

“Woohoo! That’s my favorite one. Fifteen minutes, I promise.”

Staggering slightly, Wendell left the kitchen and went to his bedroom. She didn’t hear the 

hesitation at the door or see him glance back at her. All her mind saw was a day in the 

near future when her sunshine would move to higher planes and leave her to catch fairy 

bugs by herself. 
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Another night hovered, ready to close in around her. She could listen to him read his 

favorite book, hear him do all the voices and explain what each thing meant. How many 

tapes did she already have of him reading “The Little Prince“? It didn’t matter; not really. 

One more would get her through another night in the future.

Margaret left the kitchen, flipping off the light switch on her way out. Things to do before 

Wendell was ready to read. Quick call to Patience. Quick prayer for guidance. Everything 

quick now. 

Slow would come later.
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Blood Sunset  by A Mitchell 
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Red Beech Tree 
by Lana Bella

Dawn set in--
the forest stirred,
snow peppered ground.

Red beech tree--
a bird flew off,
all is silence.

Smooth sleek bark--
centuries old,
light blue skin. 

Jagged edges--
oval shaped leaves,
slight red border

Beechnuts hung--
papery brown 
triangular.

Its roots coiled--
into the earth,
rich moist dirt. 
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Reverse Slot Machine  
By Gwen Hart

I. 

Wayne spotted her as soon as she came up the escalator from the Fashion Show 

Mall. She was sixty-plus, a little too plump in her brand new patterned jacket with the 

sleeves carefully rolled up over a purple crinkled cotton shirt and capris pants, the kind 

advertised as ‘perfect for travel’ in the back of AARP magazine. Her short haircut didn’t 

flatter her face, but it was artfully frosted and coiffed. She sported a pair of those 

expensive glasses that change tint depending on the light.

Wayne fiddled with the machine. He only had a few moments to set it up properly 

once he saw a mark. Some people thought the key to being successful was the 

pompadour. Others relied on glitzy outfits. There was, of course, the singing to be 

considered, although those who couldn’t carry a tune simply lip-synced. The hips were an 

issue as well—could they swivel, could they shake? Wayne knew he had it all, the whole 

package, but he felt none of those things were the most important, the most crucial factor. 

The secret was something that couldn’t be taught or bought—the musical instinct—which 

song to play for which woman. What would touch her heart and make her forget about all 

her cares, including her purse, her wallet, and her jewellery? 

Wayne was a master of matching the song to the lady. He instinctively knew which 

tune to cue up on his portable karaoke machine— “All Shook Up,” “Burning Love,” “Don’t 

Be Cruel,” or the slower “Release Me,” “Love Me Tender,” or “Are You Lonesome Tonight.” 

This woman in the purple outfit was definitely “Teddy Bear”—sweet and non-

threatening. His fingers nimbly flipped the CD, punched the buttons, and adjusted his 

microphone headset.
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He jumped up and stretched out his arms as she approached, swinging his hips to 

the fast beat from the machine. Just as he’d suspected, she stepped quickly into his open 

arms, ready and willing to be serenaded, twirled and dipped. 

Reverse slot machine. That was what Wayne called it. While they danced, he’d 

reach into her pockets and relieve her of the cash she’d have fed into those rigged 

gadgets in Caesar’s Palace or the Bellagio. He was doing her a favor, really. She’d never 

get as much out of those inanimate objects as she’d get out of a dance with the King 

himself. 

The song was magic while it lasted, Wayne sneering and growling through the 

whole two minutes, dancing so hard his forehead broke out in a sweat. When the final 

chords sounded, he spun her back into the crowd, blowing her a kiss. This was why he 

stayed here year after year, he mused, feeling the weight of the loot in the secret back 

pocket of his gold-thread-embellished jacket as he watched her float down the escalator 

and out onto the busy sidewalk. He believed in Vegas, in making people’s dreams come 

true. 

II.

Louise spotted him right away, saw him sizing her up from behind his corny white 

plastic sunglasses at the end of the walkway outside the Fashion Show Mall. He was 

sitting on a folding director’s chair behind a cardboard sign that read, “Will sing and dance 

for a kiss!” He had greasy black hair and a potbelly that threatened to break the golden 

threads cinching his costume shirt together. She had a Starbucks loyalty card and a few 

singles in her pockets. Her wrists and fingers clattered with plastic dime store jewellery 

moulded to look like turquoise. She’d left her purse locked in the cute little safe in the hotel 

room that you could set with your own combination. She’d gone to the mall food court for a 
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cheap dinner and some window shopping, and she hadn’t wanted the temptation of her 

credit cards burning a hole in her pocket while she was in there. She’d already blown 

enough of her savings on the flight from Omaha, hotel room, new eyeglasses, and three 

outfits for the trip.

Louise had won a laser-printed certificate for the over-sixty dance competition at the 

community center back in Bad Luck Lake, Iowa. She followed the out-of-shape Elvis’ lead, 

even when it didn’t make much sense, carefully side-stepping the director’s chair and 

being mindful not to hit the metal-and-glass barriers at the edge of the walkway when he 

spun her in a crazy circle.

He had picked the corniest song of all—“Teddy Bear.” She tried to make it look as if 

she were laughing with him and not at him as he twirled her around and around, a hand on 

her hip, at her shoulder, circling her wrist, reaching into her pocket. She even lifted her 

arms up, waving her hands above her head to the beat to make it easier for him. 

A few people stopped to gape. They must have been new to town, not yet dazzled 

by the sinking pirate ship or exploding volcano. It was probably their first fake Elvis, their 

first glimpse of a girl gone Vegas wild. Two young women with smartphones were 

recording the scene. She threw her head back and laughed out loud as the jowly singer 

growled and snapped at her neck. She could see he was really enjoying himself, trying so 

hard to be cool that he was breaking into a sweat. In his mind, it was 1957 and he really 

was the King, making some sixteen-year-old teeny-bopper swoon. 

She left him with a jaunty angle to his chin, four crisp dollar bills and few pieces of 

costume jewellery in his pockets. She was glad she could offer him this short respite from 

sitting on the uncomfortable chair watching people’s sweaty, blistered feet tramp by in 

gladiator sandals. This was exactly why she kept coming back here year after year, she 

mused. She believed in Vegas, in making people’s dreams come true. 
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A Walk Amongst the Trees
by J.R. Wirth

I took a walk amongst the trees today
Open were my eyes, an adventure of what may

I and my thoughts, a needed break from the grind
To gain a perspective, I let loose of my mind

A breeze in my hair, not one tree it did sway
And between the tips, the birds they did play

I took a walk amongst the trees today
Some large, some small, I slowly stumbled astray

Of red and yellow, flowers lined the long path
Hundreds upon hundreds, uncertain is the math

Tall and robust, I encountered an oak
I survived the war, with Patton it spoke

I took a walk amongst the trees today
A creek and a stump, soon stood in my way

Carved with love, and hands that did pray
In a moment of silence, with peace I did stay

From pain and anguish, my soul it did flee
A new day it seemed, alien are these feelings of glee

I took a walk amongst the trees today
Just I and my thoughts, pleasantly escaping the gray

Then the smallest of trees, took aim at my eye
Intense in my glare, with wonder I did spy

Baby Jane the name, sadly carved in the stone
Found in a dumpster, her cowardly parents unknown
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I took a walk amongst the trees today
Where of marble and stone, death’s memoirs do lay

Testaments to the dead, endless statutes do adorn
The gay of the day, is now darkened by mourn

Of the day’s peace, tears of night drown away
Oh why did I walk amongst the trees today?
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Countryside Walk  By Kate Murray 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The Land of Dreams 
a fairy-rhyme 

By Ruchira Mandal

Do dreams come true? Fairies would know.
They rule the lands where dreams do grow.
And tend them with their charmed care,
Their secret spells of sea and air,
Of April leaves and winter snow-
With such magic, they dream seeds sow.

Where are their lands? The seas can tell-
The endless waves that set hopes sail,
And dancing boughs in forests deep,
The gates of fairy-dreamland keep,
Where fairies chanting mystic runes
Give our dreams their rainbow tunes.
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Daddy’s Secrets
By Warren Paul Glover

My father travelled a lot when we were kids. He was a radio journalist and was 

always on the road, interviewing some celebrity or another, leaving mother to look after 

myself and my brother and sister. To the three of us kids, Dad was a superstar and could 

do no wrong. When he came home from being away, we would rush up to him excitedly, 

yelling “Daddy, Daddy! Do you have any secrets for us?” 

 

‘Secrets’ was Dad’s term for the little treats he would bring back for us, hidden in his 

pockets. He would pretend to be surprised at our request, would pat his clothes as if he 

was looking for a misplaced set of keys, and say “Secrets? Let me see. No, I don’t think I 

have any of those.” And then he would announce, “Ah! Yes,” and out of his pocket he 

would produce sweets, or small toys or trinkets that he’d picked up on his travels. 

We always loved Dad’s secrets as he would tell a tale to go with them, making up 

some yarn about how the actor who he’d just interviewed always chewed on one of the 

sweets he had given us for luck, just before he went on stage. Or how the duchess of so-

and-so always wore jewels as blue as the sapphire coloured dolls’ uniforms my sister and I 

would get, or the marbles that my brother received. 

One day Dad came home and I remember being aware straight away that 

something was wrong. My brother, sister and I had rushed to greet him as normal, yelling 
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our usual refrain when Dad shouted at us to go away. We were so shocked. Daddy had 

never spoken to us like that before. Martin, the youngest, burst into tears and Emma 

actually struck Dad on the leg, quite petulantly. Being the eldest – I’ve always had this 

responsible streak, I get it from Mum – I grabbed both their hands and led them into the 

kitchen. I remember hearing Dad stomping up the stairs. Mum, seeing our faces contorted 

with tears (I was not immune to the tears either, although I was trying to be brave), decided 

to save the day by dipping into Dad’s pockets to give us our treats. He had taken off his 

coat and hung it over the banister and as Mum delved into the pockets she unearthed, in 

addition to the traditional gifts for us kids, a piece of paper. I remember her reading it, 

dropping our gifts from Dad, and sobbing. At that moment Dad appeared on the stairs, 

white as a sheet. He brushed past Mum and went out of the front door. He didn’t turn to 

look back. We never saw Daddy again until now.

In all the years that have passed since Dad walked out, and I’m thirty five now with 

children of my own, we have spoken about him maybe three or four times. I’m sure he has 

tried to get in touch with Mum (I’ve seen unopened Christmas cards thrown straight in the 

bin at Mum’s house, although I haven’t been brave enough to ask about them or fish them 

out to open them myself). 

When we received a telephone call from a man saying that Dad was dying, and that 

he wanted to see us we were knocked sideways. Aside from how we kids felt, our first 

thoughts were for Mum. Mum has never remarried, has never shown the slightest interest 

in finding another man, even just as a companion. It upsets me, seeing the way Mum has 

grown old. I’m sure she must be so lonely. She used to love dancing but she gave that up 

right after Dad walked away. She doesn’t do anything now apart from knit.
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When we told Mum over a lunch about the call we received about Dad, she visibly 

stiffened at the mention of his name, but she agreed that we should all go to see him. It 

was a journey made in stony silence and trepidation. No doubt we all felt the same sense 

of dread and unease as we dwelt on our own private memories, however brief they were 

for us kids. We parked outside and sat in silence for a while, listening to the rain patter on 

the windows. It was Mum who finally broke the spell cast over ourselves by our fear and 

uncertainty. 

“Let’s say goodbye to your father.”

It was me who knocked on the door while Martin and Emma helped Mum up the 

steps. It was opened by a kindly-looking and strangely familiar man who I couldn’t quite 

place, yet I was sure I’d seen him somewhere before. He ushered us in and offered us tea. 

We all declined. He introduced himself to us as Michael. The name didn’t ring any bells. 

He told us that Dad was really quite ill, and that it was good that we had come, because 

Dad didn’t have long left.

“Is he really that bad?” I asked. 

Michael nodded. When he escorted us into Dad’s room and we saw the frail figure 

lying on the bed we all started to cry. The kids, I mean, not Mum. Mum just stood there, 

looking hard as nails. 

I felt awful for crying, like I was letting Mum down, betraying her.

“Thank you for coming,” Dad said, with a thin smile.

It felt strange to hear his voice after all these years. I don’t know what I was 
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expecting but it was his voice that I will always remember. It sounded as if it held the 

sorrows of all the years that had passed and all the years that are yet to come.

“Never doubt that I have always loved you kids. I’ve thought about you every single 

day.”

I offered a weak smile. Dad just wanted to say goodbye, and that he was sorry. I 

was prepared to let him have that. 

“I did a bad thing when you were young,” he then said. “I had an affair.” 

We all looked at each other, confused. Why should he confess this to us, now of all 

times?  

“Tell them who with,” challenged Mum, her face like stone.

“I was weak.”

We all stared at Mum for an explanation.

“Your father ran off with my sister.” 

“I’m sorry,” Dad said.

He then made an effort to move, pointing to Michael who stood back in the 

shadows.

“I want you to meet your brother.”

It was only then that I realised who the man was who had let us in, who looked 

familiar. It was almost too much to take in, and as we looked back at Dad it had been too 

much for him. 
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Dad was dead.

“I used to love your Dad’s secrets,” Mum said, breaking the silence, “but I could 

never love this one, and I can never forgive him.”
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Goodnight
by John Grey

First there's the light under the door,
the glare of separation anxiety,
then the outrage,
pounding the pillow
like it's a tom-tom
and the thought
of setting yourself on fire
to get attention
followed by a "why bother"
as you'll likely be dead
before she arrives.
As a last resort,
you work yourself into indifference
as if a mother's hug
is no better than a viper's.
You think,
she brought me into this life
so it's her duty
to escort you through
the darker passages of the journey.
What's that?
Footsteps on the stair?
So maybe you'll compromise.
A smile as opposed to a whine.
And certainly not a shudder.
It's all ritual anyhow.
Soon the blue blanket superheroes
will face off against
evil villains of the
curtain and the closets.
That’s your battle.
Not hers. 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The Appraisal

By Dr. Wilson F. Engel, III

Dr. Benjamin “Benny” Peabody had spent a long day parsing fakes from genuine 

antiques and paintings of the Willard S. Hastings Estate for the last three days in Palm 

Desert, California.  Waiting for the maitre d’ at the reception area at his hotel restaurant, he 

felt exhausted and was suffering from severe eye strain, yet he did not want to miss the 

chance to have an outstanding meal with wines including a coffee with aperitif because he 

liked to eat well and the meal was among the few perquisites that came with the job of 

freelance appraiser to the middling rich decedents, by which he meant estates worth tens 

to hundreds of millions of dollars.  Benny, a former college professor, always chose to dine 

alone at a special table on a dais off to the side and in the back area of this restaurant 

because there he had a view of the whole dining area.  

Benny liked to observe his fellow diners from a superior, separate vantage as if he 

were viewing rare fish in an aquarium.  He did not care one way or another that he was 

seen by anyone in particular.  Because he was of middle age and dined alone, people 

tended to ignore his presence and accepted his role as quiet watcher without feeling 

threatened.   Benny had seen one particular specimen swim by on each of the prior two 

evenings he had dined here during this trip, but Benny was having a hard time classifying 

him as anything but a successful confidence man hustling from table to table to shake 

hands and grin and proffer his business card.  Until this evening, the man had studiously 

avoided pitching Benny although the art appraiser had seen the con man sizing him up on 

two occasions as if trying to form a judgment on him or to design the right approach.  

�54



Cats with Thumbs - Literary Scratching Post                         Edition 3                 May 2015

It was therefore not surprising to Benny that Mr. Robert Joyner, IV, Esq., bumped 

into him lightly, but with profuse apologies for his clumsiness and a suggestion that, in 

compensation for his boorish indiscretion, Benny should be his guest for dinner at Benny’s 

usual table on the dais with Robert paying their tab.  He presented his business card, and 

Benny reciprocated by presenting his card.  The lawyer and the former academician 

examined the other’s cards studiously and asked no questions since they were apparently 

of equivalent stations in life.  Out of curiosity and the need for breaking the ennui that had 

settled upon him during his assignment, Benny accepted the lawyer’s invitation, warning 

him in advance that his tastes were refined and a trifle retardataire, but on the expensive 

side.  

Robert nodded curtly and with a flourish of his hand indicated that the cost of their 

meal would be no object.  Then the lawyer snapped his fingers and raised his 

distinguished looking head with its Trotskyesque wire-rimmed glasses, and the maitre d’ 

appeared out of nowhere to seat the two gentlemen across from each other on the dais.

Benny’s strategy for the meal was simple.  This was his opportunity to feast on the 

meal of his wildest dreams.  He had held himself to discreet limits on his previous 

adventures out of a natural propensity for thrift.  In contrast, this time he understood that 

Robert’s devious objectives rendered the amount he would pay for the meal to be minor 

when compared with the profits he would make from fleecing Benny of every cent he 

owned.  When he was situated across from Robert, he reached inside his coat and drew 

out a small case from which he extracted a small pair of scissors.  While Robert examined 

the house wine list, Benny meticulously searched his shirt cuffs to find a stray fiber and he 

clipped it.  Then he put his scissors back where he found them and restored the case to 

his inside coat pocket.  
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Benny raised his head and asked Robert whether instead of perusing the ordinary 

wine list of the establishment, which was designed for hoi polloi sans couture, they 

shouldn’t summon the sommelier to bring them wines worthy of them and their meal.  

Robert’s eyes shone with appreciation, and he snapped his fingers so that the maitre d’ 

miraculously appeared and fetched the sommelier post haste.

Benny conducted a quarter-hour-long, intensive interrogation of the sommelier, 

whose unctuous admiration for his two distinguished guests was palpable.   The 

sommelier’s head bobbled, his tongue ran along his upper lip just under his moustache 

and his brow beaded under his greased hair with cold sweat because he knew that a 

connoisseur like Benny did not come along every season, and his usual tip was ten 

percent of the sum of the wine bill.   He was particularly impressed that Benny never asked 

for the price of any bottle of wine that they discussed even though the Chateau Mouton 

Rothschild 1945 Benny was seriously considering placed a single bottle in the mid five 

figures.  

After their discussions, Benny excused himself from the table for a moment, and he 

and the sommelier together left the dais and descended into the locked wine cellar below 

the restaurant floor.  They returned five minutes later with not one bottle of 1945 Mouton 

Rothschild but two of them and, in addition, one bottle of 1998 Veuve Clicquot La Grande 

Dame and one bottle of Chateau Yquem.  Benny asked the sommelier to uncork both of 

the reds so that they might breathe.  The sauterne he asked the sparkling wine and the 

sauterne to be chilled for service with the fish dish and the dessert—and the sauterne 

should be handled with care because Benny knew of only one other such example of the 

vintage, and that was on display in a fine dining establishment he had visited in Indonesia.  

So while the gentlemen perused their menus for their dinner selections, the Bordeaux wine 

breathed and the sommelier calculated the tab and figured his minimum gratuity.
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Benny knew the menu by heart, but he had a few ideas of his own, so he asked that 

the head chef be summoned for discussions.  Benny and the head chef discussed a series 

of courses, starting with a crisp, spring salad, followed by a piping hot turtle soup with 

sherry, then sea bass poached in butter and chives, and finally a crown roast of lamb 

served with cherry sauce.  He told the chef a dessert of sliced fruit and cheeses should 

follow the lamb, and the dinner would be topped off by hot coffee with cream and 

chocolates and a neat single-malt scotch, preferably Oban.  Benny signaled that the 

sparkling white should be served, and the feast with discussions began in earnest.

Robert indulged Benny throughout the set-up for the feast, and he toasted Benny’s 

health and happiness when the sparkling wine was poured.  This commenced a series of 

toasts to the night, the feast, a budding friendship, the wines that were to come and to 

these glorious times when almost anything could happen to make a man rich and famous.  

Over salad, Benny confessed that he would like to be rich, but not famous.  In fact, he 

said, he was poor as a church mouse, thankful for every crumb that his paltry wage as an 

art appraiser could gain him.  In response, Robert told Benny in confidence that he had 

made his money the old fashioned way—he had inherited it, but he had swelled his minor 

inheritance into a major fortune through a plan of investment that had proved to be fool-

proof.

During the soup course Benny opined that Robert must have taken great risks to 

achieve great rewards in turning his inheritance into a fortune, and he lamented that he 

was not a great risk taker.  With the little that he had amassed, he said he liked 

conservative investments like bonds, preferred stocks of the best blue chip companies, 

and top-rated annuities of the old-school type with guaranteed minimum gains and no 

variables.   Robert said that he took few risks himself, and he liked calculated risks with 
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virtually guaranteed returns, but those could only be gained through innovative techniques 

like shorting stocks, playing conservative options and using margin to leverage his money. 

The fish course finished the bottle of 1998 Veuve Clicquot La Grande Dame, which 

Benny pronounced superb.  During this course Robert waxed eloquent about what a 

person with a mere $500,000 account could do in three years with the right advice.  Benny 

produced a mournful expression and said that he could never hope to amass even a fifth 

of that amount and that he was counting on working until he died and collecting Social 

Security as his main source of income after age 70.  Robert told him that he needn’t put up 

his $500,000 because others could do that, and margin could be applied to the aggregate 

sum.  Robert thus thought that a major objection had been overcome, but Benny said that 

he never borrowed money.  Even on his credit cards, he paid off the balances every 

month.  He rented rather than owned a home.  He paid alimony and child support.  Pretty 

much, he said, he lived hand to mouth.  He also said that the sea bass was excellent and 

the white sparkling wine went very well with it.  He asked Robert whether he agreed, and 

the lawyer said that he definitely agreed though he was looking forward to the meat 

course.

As if on cue the sommelier presented one of the bottles of Mouton Rothschild with 

its cork to Benny and poured a taste into a fresh wine glass.  Benny held the ruby liquid up 

to the light, swirled the glass, sniffed its heady aroma and took a taste, breathing out his 

nose and allowing the wine to saturate his taste buds.  He asked that the sommelier now 

pour for both him and his friend, and another round of toasts ensued while the sommelier 

withdrew to witness the Bordeaux’ consumption and the waiter served the lamb crown.  

Robert asked Benny whether he would like to learn how he had grown his fortune without 

undue risk, and Benny, who was tucking into the lamb and applying the cherry sauce 
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liberally to the rare morsels, nodded his head in approbation.  So Robert’s pitch began in 

earnest.

He said the numbers were incidental because they might have been any numbers 

at the start.  He borrowed money because, really, he did not have much of an inheritance

—minor may have been an exaggeration, and other peoples’ money is the best way to 

invest.  He even used his credit card limits to augment his investment pool.  He may have 

had $50,000 to start with, he couldn’t recall the precise figure, and only $5,000 was really 

his.  By religiously following his plan of shorting stocks that were known to be suffering, he 

immediately banked the proceeds of his sales, and when the stocks descended in value, 

he bought back the shares he had sold before the companies declared bankruptcy.  This 

latter was very important, he said, because no one wanted to deal with the vagaries of 

owning stock of a company entering bankruptcy.  By selling high and buying low, he said 

he had made a fortune.  So he asked what Benny thought of his program.

Benny drank the remainder of his glass of red wine and refilled both his glass and 

Robert’s.  He asked whether Robert’s early winnings had gone to paying off the loans he 

had undertaken to fund his venture.  Now Robert became animated and said that the loans 

had not been repaid all at once because what he needed to do was to pyramid his 

investment.  So he borrowed more on the credit that his early winnings had earned him, 

and he maximized the margin in his brokerage accounts.  He applied for a range of new 

credit cards and borrowed to the maximum on those.  He said he suddenly had $250,000 

to play with, and he redoubled his game of shorting stocks.  As he ate his lamb and drank 

his red wine, he waxed eloquent about the magic of the markets in both New York and 

Chicago.  He said that he was lucky to have made hay while the sun shined.  As the 

market advanced, his entire fortune swelled though he was playing against the market 

movements with stocks that were bound to fail.  He laughed and said that he was playing 
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the downside while everyone else played the upside, and if something should go wrong 

and the market crashed, he would still be playing the right side of the market.  

To this, Benny toasted Robert and asked him to continue his fascinating story.  

Having been stroked by Benny, Robert now got a glitter in his eye as he described the 

power of greed in the marketplace.  He said he began to do complex options trades like 

selling naked calls, and he won as long as the stocks he picked went down.  Some stocks 

he sold short and simultaneously sold naked calls, and so he doubled his winnings.  He 

also bought puts on those stocks, and that was a triple play.   Lost in the magic of his 

trades, Robert said he had crossed the $500,000 line at last, and by letting others like 

Benny play in his game, he swelled his pot to well over one million dollars.

Now the first bottle of red had been consumed, and they began on the second while 

they continued working on the lamb, whose ribs lay scattered here and there on their 

plates.  Robert’s momentum was a phenomenon to behold, and Benny was amazed by his 

energy and delight.  The man truly loved the games that he played.  His first million 

propelled him quickly to a second, and one morning he awakened to a market opening that 

brought his accounts to the five million dollar mark.  He said he had been both energized 

and a little frightened.  He was tempted to close all his positioned and rest because he 

frankly didn’t know what he owned and what he owed.  The market moved so fast that he 

continued to do what had always worked before, and he could not help himself but to 

continue his success.

“All this sounds very good, Robert,” Benny said.  “You started with a little—well, a lot 

to me—and you leveraged it and grew it to millions.  Why if you decided to write a book 

about this, you’d sell a million copies!”
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“It didn’t stop there, my friend.  Pour us more wine, and I’ll tell you while we finish 

this fine lamb dinner you ordered.  By the bye, this wine is simply stupendous—great 

choice!  I’ll have to make a note of it for future reference.”

So Robert was off telling his tale.  He said he did think of writing a book—in fact, he 

had lined up a ghost writer and even had a prospective publisher interested in the work.  

He had all his records in order so he could document everything he had done to achieve 

his success.  Then, as things happen, unfortunately the market shifted, and he received 

his first margin call.  He had to sell some things and cover some positions, and he had just 

done what was needed when another margin call came in.  Now it was all he could do to 

shut down his trades as fast as possible as the market worked relentlessly against him.  

He said he was working every minute each day to hold together his fortune and every 

night he strategized for the next day but things always went from bad to worse to worst.  

No one was safe in the market crash and panic.  All the people who had given him their 

money now wanted their funds back overnight.  His credit cards were maxed, and 

payments were due on them, and as fast as new credit cards came in the mail, he maxed 

them out to help shore up his empire.  In a week of heavy trading, his account values went 

from tens of millions to just over a million, and the downward trend continued while the 

companies he had bet against remained relatively strong because they had already 

suffered their downfall and now looked like a better bet than the companies that looked 

strong before.

When the lamb had been devoured and the red wine had been drunk, the two men 

were sobered by the idea of the wheel of fortune that brought men to what appeared to be 

prosperity and then, with a simple turn, brought them low again.  Benny contemplated the 

removal of the remains of their feast, and he watched as dessert was set and served and 

new wine glasses were provided so that the Yquem could be poured in all its golden glory.  
�61



Cats with Thumbs - Literary Scratching Post                         Edition 3                 May 2015

The cut fruit and soft, creamy cheeses were in a new key, and the men began to think of 

how Robert could possibly have survived the onslaught he had suffered.

Robert said that the market recovered as suddenly as it had crashed.  He was not 

entirely wiped out, but his funds had been decimated.  His contributors had all received 

what they had been owed.  His borrowings had not been paid off entirety, but they were 

now in balance with what he knew he owned.  So, he said, he had a million dollars in 

accounts and a million dollars owing.  If he decided to liquidate everything and cover all his 

positions, he would be left with zero, a loss of $5,000 from his original stake.  He smiled to 

think that he had come full circle and was a net loser.  Yet he had his million still, so he 

decided to press on as he had before because his strategy had been good—and it would 

be good again.  He ate his camembert and Gouda and raspberries and apple slices and 

he washed them down with the heavenly Yquem.  Benny did the same.  

“Did the market react again as it did for you in the beginning?” Benny asked this 

knowing what Robert’s answer must be.

“No, it didn’t.  The overall market recovered, but the magic formula that had taken 

me to the heights no longer worked; at least it didn’t work for me.  Fortunately, I saw the 

light early on, and I did what I should’ve done when the market bottomed: I closed 

everything out, paid off all my debt and took a look at where I was before I plunged in 

again.  By then my wife had left and had taken the children with her.  She took all the 

furniture and all the appliances.  She filed for divorce and alimony and child support.  I was 

left wiser but poorer, and I had no new formula to build another empire.  Besides, I was 

tired and afraid.  I’d never had so much or lost so much before in my life.  I contemplated 

suicide.  Yes, really, I did.  It was a very dark time for me.  Yet it is always darkest before 

the dawn.  Please pour us some more of that Yquem.  Delicious!”
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“So, you see, Benny, you and I aren’t so very different.  We both have dreams and 

fears, and our families are gone.  We have precious little to build on.  You have your art 

appraisal business.  I have my knowledge of how the markets move.  And here we sit in 

Palm Desert after a chance meeting wondering what our next moves are.”

Since the Yquem had been consumed, it was now time for coffee and chocolates—

white chocolate chunks and truffles—and Oban, served neat with two fingers in the 

glasses.  The men clinked glasses and drank as they contemplated what they had been 

through during this delightful meal.

“Benny, I think I know you, now that we have shared our stories—well, my story.  I 

don’t want to rush you into doing something precipitous, but I’ll leave you with an idea.  If 

you were to scrape together from your retirement funds, say, $250,000, I believe we could 

parlay that into a million dollars within one year.  I am willing to put that idea into a contract 

between us that will specify what you put in and what I’ll do with your input.  Doesn’t your 

having a million dollars in your retirement account instead of a quarter of a million sound 

good to you? I thought it would.  Oh, and now I have to go to the restroom.  While I am 

there relieving myself, you think over what we have discussed.  When I return, I’ll give you 

a draft of the papers I’d like you to sign.  In the mean time, sit tight.  I’ll be right back.”

Robert had no trouble making his way to the alcove where the restrooms were 

situated out by the front entrance near the coat repository.  Benny shook his head and 

sipped his Oban wondering at the audacity of Robert’s approach.  What a consummate 

actor the man was! He had assessed his target pretty well.  Benny had just over $250,000 

in his retirement account.  Robert had matched his story to Benny’s circumstances—the 

same wife and children, the same lack of petty cash, the same dreams of riches.  Of 

course, Benny did not have the risk tolerance that Robert said he had.  Benny fixed on that 
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idea for a long time.  His reverie was interrupted when the maitre d’ appeared at his table 

with the bill on a silver salver.

“Mr. Joyner has had to depart on urgent private business.  He asked me to relay his 

gratitude for treating him to a pleasant evening.  He said he hoped he would meet you 

again to discuss further what you broached this evening.  He relayed your instructions to 

include a gratuity of 25%.  So here, sir, is your bill. Please check the details to see that 

we’ve accounted for everything properly.  We’ll take payment when you are ready, but 

we’re about to close for the night.  Just sit and continue with your drink, and if you require 

anything further, please just let me know.”
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Countryside by Bec Vella - Miller 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Mirrors 
by Hans Mutchek

Mirrors
And the broken reflections,
But the eyes don’t change.
Blink, blink, blink-the mortal brain
Until all decays into oblivion.
The softest light of the sun, 
is just before daylight (because sleep is the only solace we can know before we’re once 
again called to act out our sacred duties in this purported play of extravagant indulgence).
And the frailest rays of our dependency to our Eternal Provider,
is right before the onset of night (after a whole day of toil and struggle when all we want to 
do is stop and forget about it all).
At least for a moment because then we wouldn’t feel so bad we were wrong
Or so confused about what seems unending
The unchanging also being quite difficult to deal with
when sad eyes reflect on the misfortunes of ourselves and others
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The Unwritten Song 
                                                     by James Piatt

The eternal thunderous tide carries white crested 
waves on its surging back tossing them with 
sweet abandon onto the heated sand, lining the 
shore with tiny ocean creatures for the pleasure 
of capricious children, and elderly dreamers. 

The ocean’s Immensity covers the shoreline with 
songs of moisture as its waves arrive on the feet 
of a roaring mist, enveloping the shore. Sirens far 
out in the deep sing to those with naïve souls, 
using whispers to gently uncover their memories. 

The fading sun leaves an orange hue on the salty 
steps of a summer afternoon: Tedious would be 
the world without the undulating tide that brings 
songs of roaring harmony into our souls as we 
stroll upon the hot motionless sand: The inward 
bound rippling tide covers our footsteps like an 
unwritten song that was never sung but still exists 
in a songster’s dreaming mind. 
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Contributors 

Lana Bella has a diverse work of poetry and flash fiction 
anthologized, published and forthcoming with more than 
seventy journals, including Aurorean Poetry, Cats with Thumbs, 
Chiron Review, Contrary Magazine, Eunoia Review, New Plains 
Review, The Criterion Journal, The Ignatian Review, The 
Offbeat Literary and Featured Artist with Quail Bell Magazine, 
among others. She resides in the coastal town of Nha Trang, 
Vietnam with her novelist husband and two frolicsome imps.
https://www.facebook.com/niaallanpoe

Dr. Wilson F. Engel, III, 
writing as E. W. Farnsworth, 
lives and writes in Arizona.  
Forty of E. W. Farnsworth’s 
short stories will be published 
in 2015.  His collected 
western stories, spy stories 
and a romance will appear in 
2015.  Bitcoin Fandango, his 
mystery/thriller appeared in 
March, 2015.  
See .www.ewfarnsworth.com.
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 Annie Evett is a contributing editor in a 
number of publications and manages a 
small Indie publishing house committed to 
promoting the short story form. Trained as 
an actor and teacher, Annie does voice 
overs and readings for radio and leads 
workshops on the creative process, as 
well as on social issues and lifestyle. She 
has a string of short stories published and 
has been guest editor and judge for a 
variety of international anthologies and 
short story competitions. 

Find her on http://annieevett.com

Kim Farleigh  has worked for aid agencies in three conflicts: 
Kosovo, Iraq and Palestine. He takes risks to get the 
experience required for writing. 121 of his stories have been 
accepted by 79 different magazines.
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Originally from Denver, 
Brian Robert Flynn is 
currently breathing the 
poetry and fiction of 
Washington, DC. His work 
has appeared recently or is 
forthcoming in Banango 
Street, LETTERS Journal, 
The Learned Pig, Litro 
Magazine, The Moth, The 
Quotable, Rose Red 
Review, and tNY Press.
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Katherine Givens writes 
whenever she has a chance. 
After breakfast, between 
breaks, before she sleeps. Her 
crazed writing habits have led 
to publication in numerous print 
and online magazines, including 
WestWard Quarterly, Tipton 
Poetry Journal, The Copperfield 
Review, Nazar Look, and From 
the Depths.
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John Grey  is an Australian 
poet, US resident. Recently 
published in New Plains 
Review, Big Muddy and 
Sanskrit with work upcoming in 
South Carolina Review, 
Gargoyle, Owen Wister Review 
and Louisiana Literature.   
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Warren Paul Glover is an 
English writer, actor and director 
living in Sydney, Australia. 
Warren writes screenplays, stage 
plays, short fiction and poetry, 
and is currently attempting a 
novel. Warren’s short fiction and 
poetry is published by Ether 
Books: http://
catalog.etherbooks.com/Authors/
259. He is represented by Roxy’s 
Mob Talent Management.
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Gwen Hart  teaches writing at 
Buena Vista University in Storm 
Lake, Iowa. Her poetry and fiction 
have appeared in literary journals 
such as Prism International, 
Calliope, and Measure. Her poetry 
collection, Lost and Found, is 
available from David Robert 
Books. 
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Ruchira Mandal has 
sporadically published poetry, 
fiction and travelogues. She 
teaches English literature to 
B.A. honours students and 
procrastinates about writing 
and working on her Ph.D 
thesis on Mervyn Peake in her 
free time. She's been declared 
missing by the tooth-fairy that 
manages her blog at http://
magicnmiranda.blogspot.in
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Photographer Bec Vella-
Miller runs a family 
photographic business in 
Brisbane.  Bec has been a 
photographer for 20yrs and 
capturing the beauty of 
nature through landscapes 
has been a life long 
passion.  She can be 
emailed on 
bexvellamiller@gmail.com

A Mitchell wields a mean 6 HB 
pencil infusing her eclectic artwork 
with years of teaching, traversing the 
corporate landscape and 
motherhood. 

An emerging artist and photographer, 
she has had a number of prints, 
brush painting and sketches 
published. You can follow her on 
Facebook https://www.facebook.com/
AMitchellArtist

mailto:bexvellamiller@gmail.com
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Hans Mutchek (HSBK) started writing at the age of seventeen 
(his freshman year in college). He earned an AA degree from 
Phoenix College in 1998 and a BA degree in English Literature 
from Grand Canyon University in 2001. He's an author of fiction 
and writes screen plays as well as children stories. He's also an 
accomplished musician. His hobbies include painting, the 
illustrations of his children's stories, playing chess, cards, and 
golf as well as yoga and all outlets of social media. He practices 
the Hindu religion and his name in Hindi is Hannas Singh Beist 
Khan, hence the acronym he uses HSBK.
The poem 'Mirrors' is from a novel length anthology of poetry 
entitled, "The Things I Cannot Remember that Happened in My 
Life," available now on AMAZON...http://www.amazon.com/dp/
B00DA1I5WQ


Keith Moul is now 69 
years old and 
publishes both poems 
and photos in the U.S. 
and around the 
world.  He's retired, 
travels for photos 
quite a bit and labors 
fondly over every 
poem he writes.  His 

sixth book/chapbook, The Future as a Picnic Lunch, will be 
released by Finishing Line Press September 2015.
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Kate Murray has a 
Masters in Creative 
Writing and is currently 
working as an illustrator 
and writer.  Her artwork 
has been exhibited at the 
Museum Of Modern Art 
in Machynlleth where she 
was selected after 
entering the art 
competition and at 
Aberglasney Gardens as 
part of the Mid Wales Art 
group. Her artwork has been published by companies from 
Norway to Australia and her latest works will have illustrations in 
it. She has also had a series of line drawings published by 
Staffordshire Wildlife Trust in their biodiversity action plan. 
Contact her at enquiries@katemurray.org.uk

Dr. Piatt is the author of 2 contemplative poetry books, “The 
Silent Pond” (2012) and “Ancient Rhythms” (2014) and over 
620 poems. His poem, “I Am” was nominated for a 2014 
Pushcart award, and “The Night Frog” was nominated for best 
of web 2013. His books are available on Amazon.
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J.R. Wirth’s poem A Walk 
Amongst the Trees is his first 
published. He has several fictional 
pieces from various publishers 
including, Good Friday: Dreams 
and Nightmares (April 2015)  
which is the follow-up to, The Town 
Beneath The Christmas Tree, 
(December 2014) J.R.’s  feature 
book, In Passing, is due any day.   
Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/
J.R.-Wirth/e/B00R9SDSR8/
ref=ntt_athr_dp_pel_1 
https://www.facebook.com/
Author.JRWirth?ref=hl 
Facebook: https://
www.facebook.com/
Author.JRWirth?ref=hl    
In Flight Magazine http://
www.inflightlitmag.com/issues/
issue2/author.html?author=J.R.
%20Wirth&work1=Independence
%20Day&work2=Avenging
%20Angels

Mark Stratton is a poet and 
short story writer, lover of music 
and all things “wordish”. He 
blogs at http://radio-
nowhere.org/
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Adreyo Sen is currently pursuing an MFA at Southampton 
College, Adreyo has always lived between this world and the 
world of fairytales and believes that Myths and Nature inspire 
poems and stories.  Presently working on a fantasy novel set in 
a magical New York and on a memoir of boarding school days. 

Larry Schug is retired after a life of physical labor.  He lives 
with his wife, dog and three cats beside a tamarack bog in St. 
Wendel Twp., Minnesota and volunteers as a writing tutor and 
as a naturalist.  His latest book is At Gloaming from North Star 
Press. His website is www.larryschugpoet.com 
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Claudette J. Young has written in multiple genres since 2008 
and enjoys nothing better than a good brainstorming session 
with other writers. She continues to hone her craft, in both 
prose and poetry.  Her websites are: http://claudettejyoung.com/ 
and http://2voices1song.com/ which she has with poet, writer, 
and healer Meena Rose.
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 RAGING AARDVARK PUBLICATIONS

Raging Aardvark Publications is an Australian indie publisher which 
promotes creative artists of edgy, off-kilter work in anthologies of short 
stories, flash fiction and poetry, as well as delving into non-fiction.

They are committed to sourcing a wide range of cross-genre fiction 
which not only pushes the boundaries, but stirs the emotions of their  
readers.  

Non-fiction themes explore living an authentic life, balancing the 
challenges of the 21st Century and exploring the vast range of 
experiences within relationships.

Raging Aardvark supports International Flash Fiction Day through an 
extensive competition culminating in the anthology “Twisted Tales”.

As their literary imprint, Cats With Thumbs, they produce a blogzine 
biannually, with a collected anthology of favourite poetry, short stories, 
artwork and photography; published in July.

Titles available from Amazon include:

Choose your Adventures – written by a number of authors
History’s Keeper
Dust and Death
Zombie Now

Anthologies involving a number of authors

New Sun Rising – Stories for Japan
Twisted Tales 2012 – Flash Fiction with a Twist 
Twisted Tales 2013 – Flash Fiction with a Twist 
Twisted Tales 2014 – Flash Fiction with a Twist
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Single author anthologies

Consuming the Muse – erotic tales – AstridL 
Mercury Blogs – Sylvia Petter 
Love just is – Kate Murray 
Shadows Close – Kate Murray

Non Fiction

Reclaim – Sex after Birth – Annie Evett
It’s up to Me – Warren Hooke

Upcoming Titles

Raunchy Recipes – Erotic tales blended with a recipe – Anthology
Anthology – Sartres' Lonely Toybox – Annie Evett 
Brother Dragon and Racoon walk the Camino – Annie Evett 
Letters to Saffy – Kiki Jarrott

For more information, check their website.

http://ragingaardvark.com
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