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Welcome to Issue #42.   What grand stories this month from 10 excellent authors including 

10x10 first timers Garrett Vargas, Marcelle Rayer, Pamela Ebel and Alicia Colson. We also 

welcome back some of our favorite authors Robert Scotellaro, Huina Zheng, Phil Temples, 

David Henson and the always offbeat Ken Kapp.  Their stories will help make the end of summer 

a pleasant one and look forward to the September issue.  So, get comfortable sit back in your 

favourite chair or couch, grab a cold drink and sit back and enjoy these wonderful offerings. 
   

Zvi A. Sesling   

Editor   

   

   
   

Zvi A. Sesling, Brookline, MA Poet Laureate (2017-2020), has published numerous poems and 

flash fiction. He edits Muddy River Poetry Review and 10 By 10 Flash Fiction Stories. Sesling 

has won international and national poetry prizes He is a four-time Pushcart Prize poetry 

nominee. His story “Chili Man” was nominated for a Pushcart Prize. Sesling’s poetry books 

are King of the Jungle, Fire Tongue, The Lynching of Leo Frank, War Zones and Simple Game 

and Ghosts of Fenway, Baseball Poems. His poetry chapbooks are Across Stones of Bad 

Dreams and Love Poems From Hell. Sesling’s volume of flash fiction is Secret Behind the Gate, 

and his flash chapbook is Wheels. Sesling and Paul Beckman co-authored a book of flash fiction 

titled 40 Stories.  Sesling lives in Brookline, MA with his wife Susan J. Dechter.   

 

 

 

 

 



  
  
 

  

   
Garrett Vargas lives in the Pacific Northwest and is a former software engineering leader who 

spent decades at Microsoft and Expedia, co-founding a startup in the early childcare space along 

the way. He’s taken up creative writing since retiring in 2025 and is currently working on an 

upmarket historical fiction novel, which was named a finalist in the 2026 PNWA Writing 

Contest. He has a flash piece forthcoming in Flash Fiction Magazine. 

 

 

            Going Through The Storage Unit 

 

Judith pulls her scratched, red Saturn out of her garage. Gray clouds are 

forming like they’re ready to spill their guts. I wrap the wool shawl she made 

years ago around my shoulders before running out my front door. 

“Come on, Betty,” she calls out. “We have a lot to go through.” 

We drive to the storage center, and she lets me out before backing into a 

tight spot. Says she doesn’t need any more dents. 

We walk down rows of soulless units, each holding their own secrets. 

Judith fishes out a key. Unit 148. The door jerks open, letting out a whiff of stale 

air. 

I take in the junk we need to clear out. Judith rummages through a box of 

ties, shoving one with a dried mustard stain in my face. “These were Alfred’s. 

Never saw him wear one in ten years. Bet he wore this to dinner with Suzie.” 

She pulls a pair of scissors from her purse and starts cutting each tie, 

trimming away part of her past. 

“Why’d you keep them?” I ask. 

“Took me until now to get over him. Part of me thought he might come 

back.” 



  
  
 

  

She motions to a love seat in the corner. The brown leather shines without 

a crack or a wrinkle, furniture that’s never seen a couple. 

“Anniversary present. You want it?” 

I shake my head; I don’t deserve it. Besides, I can’t keep anyone around 

long enough to share it. 

“Help me take it to the dumpster then,” she says. “You take that end, it’ll 

be easier on your shoulder.” 

I adjust the shawl to cover the scar that refuses to heal and carry my load. 

A few drops of rain fall on my face. 

Next is a blown-glass vase. Whoever made this cared. Pretty little thing 

with a solid pink wrap curving around a red transparent base. 

Judith picks it up and turns it in her hands like she’s interrogating it. “This 

was from Allison. Alfred played dumb. Thought he could hide his women from 

me. Look, she even signed it on the bottom.” 

I flinch when the vase smashes to the ground, breaking into a thousand 

pieces. 

Takes us all afternoon, but I don’t mind helping get rid of her scars. The 

last thing left is a mattress, leaning against the wall. We lay it on the floor. Still 

has the bedsheet on, a familiar pattern of green and yellow squares. I break into a 

sweat. 

“Want to take this to the dumpster?” I ask. 

She gives me a cold stare. “No, you keep it. This is the mattress you two 

slept on that week I was in Phoenix.” 

I rub my shoulder, the one I gashed in their house when she was away. The 

scar shows through the open weave. 

Judith marches through the downpour to the office and returns the key she 

no longer needs. She speeds away, leaving me and the mattress behind in the 

empty unit. 

 

 

 



  
  
 

  

 
Robert Scotellaro is the author of 11 flash and micro collections, and 5 books of poetry. He 

has, with James Thomas, co-edited New Micro: Exceptionally Short Fiction (W.W. Norton). His 

work has appeared widely and is included in Norton’s Flash Fiction International and Flash 

Fiction America. His work has been published in 7 Best Small Fictions and 3 Best Microfiction 

award anthologies. He is the winner of Zone 3’s Rainmaker Prize in Poetry and the Blue Light 

Book Award. Visit him at: www.robertscotellaro.com 

 

Kamikaze 
 

We were sitting in the park smoking an almost cartoonishly large joint of marijuana.  We were 

friends with benefits, and she told me something I never knew: that she was the great-

granddaughter of a kamikaze pilot.  And said she wondered if a thing like that could linger in 

the genes, transferable, and if so, how that might play out some day.  Across from us someone 

was feeding chatty pigeons as one of them in pursuit, was cooing a love/lust song.  And I noted 

the sunlight between the bench slats was a love song Nature’s mime might sing.  But my mind 

knew many weathers, so I asked if she was planning on dive-bombing a heavy aeronautic vehicle 

from great heights into anything, and she laughed.  And for a moment, despite myself, I imagined 

a plane with her in the cockpit, her brain squeaking like a trapped mouse.  I pictured that 

fatal/fateful drop, that final flourish, that wheelless plane devoid of planned soft landings: a 

woman in a cage dropped from a cloud.  A heart in a cage berserk with drumbeats, a plane 

reaching out with grave velocity, a grave of fiery disassembling.  And the sunlight disappeared, 

and the cooing stopped, and the cooing returned with a tap on the shoulder from my friend 

offering the joint as she told me she was wearing those frilly blue panties I liked.  And terra 

firma gratefully greeted me again as we rose from the bench and headed for her place. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.robertscotellaro.com/


  
  
 

  

 
Huina Zheng holds an M.A. with Distinction in English Studies and works as a college essay coach. Her 

creative work has been published in Baltimore Review, Variant Literature, Midway Journal, and other 

literary journals. She has received multiple honors, including nominations for the Pushcart Prize, Best of 

the Net, Best Small Fictions, and Best Microfiction. She lives in Guangzhou, China, with her family. 

 

 
The Cut 

Yao pulled the grass carp out of the bucket and put it on the chopping block. He held the 

fish down with one hand and lifted the cleaver with the other. The blunt side of the blade came 

down on the fish’s head. Thud. Thud. Thud. The gills moved slower and slower, but the tail 

was still twitching. 

He turned the blade over. Its edge pressed against the anus at the bottom of the belly. He 

knew that opening well. The swollen, throbbing opening he had once touched between his 

wife’s legs. The upward cut was quick, and the gallbladder didn’t break. His fingers slid in. 

The fish’s warm innards came out in a wet rush and dropped into the plastic bag he had ready. 

The fish’s mouth opened and closed, opened and closed, like it was wailing, groaning, only no 

sound came out. 

He stopped. Something was watching him. 

He raised his head. In the window glass there should have been his own reflection. 

Outside it was pitch black, and the kitchen light was on. But something moved behind the 

glass, and he saw: his wife, legs open, a pink lump of flesh sliding out. The baby’s mouth was 

wide open. It must have been crying. Something rose up from that mouth, surely a cry, but he 

could only see the picture. When he cut the cord his hand shook a little, and the scissors 

jumped in his grip. He wet a towel with warm water and wiped the baby clean. For years he 

had gone back to that picture, wanting to know where it went wrong. Was that when he got 

water on the baby’s navel by accident? Was that where his son’s infection began? 

He lowered his head and looked at the fish on the block. Its mouth was still opening and 

closing. He pried open the gill cover with the knife and cut the translucent spinal nerve. The 

fish finally stopped moving. Blood wound along the grain of the wood, like the soaked 

bedsheet under the birthing bed. Bright red. The smell of blood. Yao and his wife had hidden 

deep in the mountains to get away from the family planning policy. This was his first son. 



  
  
 

  

They had always thought that once they had a son, they could go back to the village and stop 

living hard in the mountains. Life was too bitter; they couldn’t afford a midwife. He delivered 

the baby himself. He had delivered calves, so he thought he could do it. But the boy cried and 

wouldn’t stop after he was born. Yao thought he should have taken him to a doctor sooner. A 

few days later, the crying stopped. 

Tap water ran through the fish’s empty cavity. The pale flesh trembled faintly, as if it were 

still breathing. He jerked his hand back. The fish slipped from his hands and fell to the floor 

with a dull thump. For an instant, he saw the wrinkled newborn again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  
  
 

  

 
Phil Temples is originally from the Midwest but has lived in the Boston area for nearly fifty 

years. He has had six novels, a novella, and eight story collections published, in addition to over 

320 online short stories and photographs. You can learn more about Phil Temples by visiting his 

website at https://temples.com. 

 

Rest in Peace, Mister Quigley 

 The trustees of our condo board have waged a long and contentious battle with Mrs. 
Peterson since shortly after her purchase of a trained miniature horse, Mister Quigley. In life, 
Mister Quigley stood just three feet tall. He was adept at providing Peterson, an elderly 
senior, with the support and mobility assistance she needed.  

 As a board member, I tried unsuccessfully to convince the other association members 
that they were fighting a losing battle. After all, Mister Quigley was not an ordinary emotional 
support horse; he was a trained service animal. Under the Americans with Disabilities Act, 
Mrs. Peterson was entitled to have Mister Quigley. Unless the animal became a nuisance, 
there was nothing anyone could do about it. 

 But my fellow trustees were a pigheaded lot. They continued to send Mrs. Peterson 
threatening letters and fines, but she ignored them. She was within her rights, according to 
her attorney. The octogenerian was a very wealthy widow, a fact unknownst to us. After 
nearly two years of litigation and mushrooming legal fees, she had the board over a barrel. 
 Everyone agreed it was time to throw in the towel. All except for Syl Russo. Syl was a 
mean bastard who presided over the board with an iron fist.  

“Just you wait! That horse is done for. You mark my words.” Russo would not elaborate on his 
threat. The following week, the wee horse lay dead in the condo lobby. Mrs. Peterson was 
beside herself.  

 “Someone will pay for this!” she exclaimed. The widow would spare no expense 
exposing the party responsible for the dastardly deed. An autopsy revealed Mister Quigly died 
by ingesting weed poison. Peterson hired a private detective to poke around the building 
looking for the poisonous substance. The sleuth found a bottle hidden in a locked cabinet, 
accessible only by the building super and the trustees. Once again, Peterson hauled the condo 

https://temples.com/


  
  
 

  

association into court, charging animal cruelty and violation of her civil rights under the ADA. 
She had a strong case against the association.  

 But Mrs. Peterson did not want to bankrupt the association and bring financial harm 
to her neighbors. She agreed to an out-of-court settlement—provided the trustees would 
honor Mister Quigley’s memory in a dignified manner.   

 A dozen residents, along with the association trustees, stood a bitterly cold April 
afternoon at the burial plot in the condo backyard green space alongside Mrs. Peterson. A 
priest dressed in ceremonial garb is performing “The Blessing of the Animals.” 

 “For Pete’s sake!” growled Russo. “Can we just get this over with!” 

 He’s shushed soundly by several residents—including me. 

 “Remember our agreement?” I muttered. 

 Following the blessing, resident Johnny Ford, a Viet Nam era veteran, played taps. 
Then, per our settlement agreement, each trustee stepped forward, picked up a handful of 
soil and tossed it onto Mister Quigley’s casket.  

 “Good bye, you scruffy little thing,” I whispered, bending towards the deceased. “Give 
my regards to Trigger and Buttermilk.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  
  
 

  

 
Marcelle Rayner was born in the Big Easy, now resides in Houston, TX, where the winters are 

pleasant and the summers are scorching. A few other writings may be found here: 

https://spillwords.com/author/marcellerayner/ 

 

Woman - 1990 

“It’s finally over.” 

 My husband of many years and I were sitting on my parents’ patio after a full day. My parents 

had given me a small party after graduation. My husband was a little worse for wear after many 

ministrations of Sir Malcolm scotch. 

 “Yes,” I said. 

 “You looked foolish amongst all those young kids. Forty years old, in a cap and gown and just 

graduating college. But you HAD to walk on stage and get that piece of paper.” 

 “Yes, and I bought myself a class ring, also.” 

 I looked down at the gold ring with its blue stone. 

 “If I had known you were going to want to finish your degree, I would’ve insisted you do it 

before we got married. Then your father could have paid for it instead of me having to pay for it all 

these years.” 

 “Us.” 

 “What?” 

 “Us paying for it. Don’t forget, I’ve been working all these years along with going to classes.” 

 What I didn’t say was that I had not planned to have to work outside the home when we got 

married. I was to be the wife and mother; he was to be the support. That was the deal we had made. It 

wasn’t entirely his fault that it hadn’t worked out that way. Life happens, and plans change. And, then I 

changed. I became ambitious! 

 Ignoring my comment, he said, “It’s done now, thank heaven!” 

 Suddenly, the devil inspired me to say, “I was thinking of going after my master’s degree, 

getting my CPA.” 

https://spillwords.com/author/marcellerayner/


  
  
 

  

 The love of my life turned slowly and looked at me through bleary eyes, trying to determine if I 

was putting him on. 

 “I’m going to bed. I hope you are content now it’s done.” 

 He got up slowly and walked into the house. 

 I stretched my legs out, settled more deeply into the comfortable chair, sipped at the 

chardonnay and smiled. 

 “Yes, yes I am.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  
  
 

  

 
Pamela Ebel’s short stories, appear, in Yellow Mama Ezine, Shot Gun Honey, Kings River Life 

Magazine, and various Anthologies. Her poetry is in the Delta Poetry Review and The Five – 

Two Poetry Crime weekly. Her Novella, Four Pieces of Evidence, is a Judges’ Top Pick in the 

Supernatural Category at the 2025 Killer Nashville Conference.  Pam teaches courses on how to 

write and market short fiction. She lives in New Orleans with her husband and their two cats, 

Jake and Elwood, The Blues Brothers. 

 

Ashes to Ashes! 

 Headlights appeared in a China Town alley in San Francisco.  SFPD Detectives Chris 

Liu and Dave Zhang stood hidden in a darkened doorway as the car passed.  

 “I can’t believe we’re finally going to see the girl. Your idea to run a TV update on the 

mother and daughter missing for eight years and asking for all tips to call you was brilliant.” 

 “Don’t get to excited Dave. The anonymous tip might be another false lead. Let’s hope 

the information about this girl’s age and the photo ID from our facial recognition program are 

right.”  

 Still Liu was excited as he watched the passenger door open and got his first look at the 

girl.  

  “What do you think Chris?”  

  “Hard to tell eight years later. The shorter female could be Cynthia Yang. Don’t 

recognize the other woman. Let’s move before we lose them.” 

 “Stop! Police! Put your hands in the air.” 

 Liu approached the two women while Zhang appeared at the driver’s door and ordered 

the man to exit. 

 “Cynthia Yang? I’m Detective Chris Liu and we’ve been looking for you for eight years.  

Are you all right? Where’s your mother? And who are these people?” 

 Cynthia Yang turned in surprise and fear. 

 “This is my aunt and uncle. I haven’t seen my mother in eight years.” 

  An hour later in his office, Liu and Zhang listened, as a court reporter recorded Cynthia’s 

story.  



  
  
 

  

 “I came home from school one day and mama said we needed to disappear because some 

men wanted to kidnap us. She said we would have to return to China before someone killed us.  

 We went to a motel, and she told me to hide in the room and not tell anyone where I was. 

She left to make plans to leave and never came back. I was afraid and called Aunt Joy.” 

 “We were afraid that my sister’s gambling and her ties to the Chinese Triads gang put 

my niece in danger. We didn’t trust her to know where Cynthia was so, we moved here and told 

everyone she was our daughter.” 

 “Mama left me in that motel for five days. I’m safe, happy and in college. Are you going 

to tell everyone where I am?” 

 Liu studied the girl and her relatives and finally sighed. 

 “I’ll report the tip was false. I’ll still look for your mother. When I find her we’ll tie this 

up.” 

  Back at their home Cynthia’s uncle lit the fireplace and opened an urn. 

 “I could tell them the truth that mama wanted to sell me for money.” 

 “The proof is gone. But we Chinese have a saying for this situation.”  

 He smiled as he poured her mother’s ashes into the flames.  

  “Some say, ‘Don’t pour oil on the fire.’ “I say, “just pour more ash.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  
  
 

  

 

Nina Rubinstein Alonso’s work has appeared in The New Yorker, Ploughshares, Broadkill 

Review, Bluepepper, Bagel Bards Anthology, Peacock Journal, Nixes Mate, etc. Her publications 

include both poetry and fiction: This Body (Godine Press), Riot Wake (Cervena Barva), Travels 

With Fernando (Wilderness House Press), Distractions En Route (Ibbetson Street), The Ones I 

Could Tell Anything (Ibbetson Street). Her next publication None Of Them Are You is in the 

works. 

 

Painted Faces: Wabi Sabi 

 
 Martine’s in the market considering strawberries when a petite woman approaches 

wearing tangerine lipstick outlined in purple, her brown eyes ringed in charcoal, eyelids silver, 

eyelashes blackened. Martine skips the strawberries, needs to get away from that painted face.  

  During high school she sometimes wore pink lipstick but stopped after George, 

her senior prom date, bumped her nose trying to kiss her while squeezing her breasts. She 

shoved him away, said she’d get out of the car and walk if he tried to touch her again. 

Mumbling clumsy apologies he drove her home in his rattling Buick.  

  In the bathroom mirror she sees her smeared lipstick, messy hair, feels filthy, scrubs in 

the shower then stuffs her puffy blue prom gown into the back of her closet and never wears it 

again. George calls saying ‘sorry,’ but she refuses to see him. Her mom, who sometimes wears 

lipstick when going to a restaurant with dad, notices her daughter looks pale but decides it's 

best not to comment.  

 Martine tells her friend Renee about the painted woman in the market then says “I’m 

done with makeup, just moisturizer and sunscreen.” Renee, an artist who’s also anti-paint, 

agrees. “It’s senseless, distorted, artificial and awkward,” emphasizing her dislike of “phony 

faces.”  Makeup is minimal at their college whether the girl’s pretty or plain, though a few dye 

their hair various colors. “No need for paint,” Renee says, then adds “My approach is ‘Wabi 

sabi,’ be natural, accept yourself, whatever asymmetry and imperfection.”  

 Martine has to look up wabi sabi, a Japanese concept, but appreciates its subtlety, the 

clay pot with a gold-mended crack, the scatter of freckles, the scar from a childhood fall, the 

wildly curly hair, whatever imperfection may be part of someone’s physical reality. The person 

may not be beautiful, but it’s better to accept what’s natural rather than attempt to mask it.  

 “The heart needs to be be our guide,” Renee says, “not whatever external image is 

generated by fashion magazines selling paint.”    

 A few days later Martine notices orange lotion on Renee’s chin and asks “But what’s 

that?”  

 Renee smiles, “Wabi-sabi zit medicine!” 



  
  
 

  

 
David Henson and his wife reside in Illinois. His work has been selected for Wigleaf’s Top 50 

Very Short Fictions 2025, nominated for Pushcart Prizes, Best Small Fictions, Best of the Net, 

and has appeared in various publications including 10 by 10, Best Microfictions 2025, Ghost 

Parachute, Moonpark Review, Maudlin House, and Gone Lawn. His website is 

http://writings217.wordpress.com. His X handle is @annalou8. 

 

 

Family Curse 

 
  Figuring I might as well get it over with, I tell Susan that Pam kicked me out when she 

overheard me talking to my girlfriend on the phone.  

My sister sits on the edge of the recliner.  

  “There’s more to the story—” 

  “I’m sorry about the sofa, but I’m trying to break Penny from sleeping with me when 

Bob’s out of town, and the guest room is a mess, and…” Susan looks around. I don’t know if 

she’s avoiding looking at me or me at her.    

  I fluff the pillow and straighten the blanket, static electricity crackling and lifting the 

hair on my arms. “I’ll be out tomorrow. Didn’t feel like a motel tonight.” 

Finally, eye contact. Here come the accusations. 

  “You know,” Susan says, “that—” 

  “Mom!” 

  My sister goes to her daughter’s bedroom.  A couple minutes later Susan returns to her 

perch on the edge of the recliner. She’s a hawk, and I’m a field mouse.  

  “I was going to say, Mark, that …I … was unfaithful, too.” 

  “I never liked Bill. Not—” 

  “Mom!” 

  Susan again goes to her daughter. A moment later my sister’s back. “She’s not sleeping 

with me tonight, I swear.” 

  “Anyway, I was going to say Bill probably cheated on you first. Like I said, there’s 

always more to the story.” When my sister doesn't take the bait, I tell her anyway. “Pam 

cheated long before I did.” 

 



  
  
 

  

  Susan’s shoulders slump. “Is everybody unfaithful? I’m seeing a shrink. She thinks 

that…” She looks up as if the right words are written on the ceiling then strides to the couch 

and leans down. I feel her breath. “She thinks I’m subconsciously hot for my sexy brother.” 

  I scoot sideways. Susan’s lips quiver, and she seems about to burst into tears. Then she 

laughs and punches my arm. “You are so full of yourself!” 

  Phew. “I knew you were kidding.” 

  “She says the first thing I have to do is forgive myself. Easier said than done.” 

  I tell my sister I’ll forgive her if she forgives me. 

  “I promise I’ll always forgive you, Mark.” 

  Susan kisses my cheek. I touch the spot with my fingertip. Just then, the grandfather 

clock Susan inherited from our mother begins to chime. We count aloud in unison as we did 

when we were kids. 

  “Getting late,” my sister says. “Hope the sofa isn’t lumpy.” 

  “No more than I am, I’m sure.” 

  Susan goes to Penny’s room. A moment later, she emerges carrying her daughter, arms 

draped over her mother’s neck. 

  I switch off the lamp, but not my mind. I think about how I’ve made a mess of things, 

about forgiveness. I hear Penny giggling in Susan’s room. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  
  
 

  

 

Alicia Colson is freelance writer, ethnohistorian and an archaeologist. I'm interested in how 

people organise their mental worlds, worldviews and relationships with the places they inhabit. 

My work brings together archival research, fieldwork and digital tools to explore how ideas 

about “the Other” – human and non-human – are created and reinforced. 

Lost Orchids: where were they? 

 We looked at each other, in horror. Stunned. Where were the orchid? Both orchids were 

classified as “Lady’s Slippers”. They grew in the wild in wet, sunny areas such as bogs and 

ditches in the Boreal Forest,  in local parlance the 'bush'. We had been told, by botanists, that 

these flowering plants could live up to one hundred years and could take fifteen years to bloom. 

These plants are popular in people’s gardens but in 'the bush' they grow alone and are ignored. 

The humus of the forest floor provides nutrition and the rain provides water. So, they grew buds, 

bloomed, and developed seeds in their own time. 

 We had decided to find several of these plants on our ‘day off’ from fieldwork, as 

archaeologists. We had left our truck, about half a mile back and followed the advice from one 

of the botanists, who had written meticulous written instructions to get where she’d seen these 

orchids. The flower with white petals with a pink “slipper” pouch, was the Lady’s Slipper and 

the state of a rare flower of Minnesota, Cypripedium reginae adopted in 1902. The yellow flower 

was the “Yellow Lady’s Slipper and had, our colleague told us, burgundy sepals. She had seen 

both, the previous year and had drawn in pencil some 'x's on our maps of the Lake of the Woods, 

on the Canadian side. We wanted to 'check them out' in the wild.  

 It was a cool day. We wore our 'Bush Gear' – trousers, long-sleeved shirts, hats, and 

boots. We carried day packs with bottles of water with cameras, notebooks, compasses and 

pencils. We'd walked, from the dirt track, into and through the 'bush' in search of some small bits 

of freshwater bog were indicated on the map, as the 'xs' were on the edge of this area.   

 We knew how to get through the bush, how to identify the tress through their differences. 

We knew that every tree can look the same, and we walked past clumps of tall majestic white 

pines, thin spindly birch trees with peeling white and brown bark, and jackpines. The brown 

brush of deadwood, pine needles and small plants at our feet was thick. We didn't speak but we 

realised that our movements through the trees frightened a few deer as we saw them running 

ahead of us. The air was cool and there was a little wind. It was quiet. We barely spoke. We were 

on a mission. 

 We had to push the branches away from our faces, finding safe footings on the roots that 

we saw on the forest floor, not the swamp. We'd arrived at the 'spot', that cross on the map. We 

looked down at our feet. We double checked the co-ordinates of the 'x' using a compass. Nothing 

matched. We weren't lost! 

 The orchids had gone. They were missing, replaced by another plant in the same place. 

This was cannabis, a weed plantation.  



  
  
 

  

 
Kenneth M. Kapp was a professor of Mathematics, a ceramicist, a welder, an IBMer and yoga 

teacher. He lives with his wife in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, writing late at night in his mancave. 

He enjoys chamber music and mysteries. His stories have appeared in more than one hundred 

publications worldwide. Please visit www.kmkbooks.com 

 

Giddy-yup 

 Leon was still riding high from the newspaper article two weeks earlier about his 

decorated Easter lions. He skipped when he was near the sandstone lions. They’re my lions and 

they were so happy when I dressed them up for Easter. 

 Now he was on the lookout for more “home improvement” projects. He considered 

painting the lighthouse rainbow colors, but he was afraid of heights. As for planting flowers in 

bare spots, he didn’t have a green thumb. Then one day, the sun bouncing off the equestrian 

statue, brought him to a halt. He circled the horse and rider twice, stopping to read the 

inscription on the bronze plaque: 

Brig. Gen. Erastus B. Wolcott 

Surgeon General of Wisconsin in the Civil War and for 

thirteen years afterward. He lived a blameless life. 

Eminent in his profession. A lover of humanity. Who 

delighted to serve his fellowmen, his city state and 

nation. 

 Leon came to attention and snapped salute, deciding that this was his General and 

horse. He had a lot to think about. 

 He chastised himself for giving his lions more attention than the General and Cavalier, 

having learned that was the name of the valiant mount. Horses deserve to be rewarded too! 

After supper he sat down at the kitchen table with his oversized sketchbook and got to work, 

singing along with songs he hoped were from the Civil War years. When Leon wasn’t singing, 

he was humming his own version of Yankee Doodle Dandy! A week later he woke up with an 

idea and that afternoon he went to the hardware store to check out supplies. 



  
  
 

  

 Three days later when he was satisfied with his new sketches, he returned to the 

hardware store and bought supplies. He consoled himself that while they were expensive, 

Wolcott and Cavalier were worth every penny. On the way home he giggled. Who cares? 

We’re not going to have any pennies anymore! 

 Leon worked slowly, wanting everything to be perfect. He was pretty certain of his 

guestimates as to measurements. He finished on Friday; the project was perfectly timed. 

Tuesday was a new moon. Monday was overcast. At midnight he made his way to the park 

with two doubled shopping bags, one in each hand. He practiced gripping his pencil flashlight 

with his teeth. He snuck behind the pedestal where he was screened by bushes, climbed up 

between the rear feet of the horse, and hauled up the bags. He patted Cavalier on the rump, 

“Good horse.” 

 It was noon before the first walker noticed the bright red painted balls like apples at the 

foot of the horse and then spotted the brass cigar, its end a muted red, in the General’s hand. 

The end had muted red paint. The yellowish chalk on Cavalier’s teeth was more subtle. A 

reporter from the local paper showed up later in the afternoon. An article with a photo 

appeared online the next day.  

 Leon was already thinking about his next project. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


