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Things That Are Lost 

Abigail Hines 

 

 

You love the way fireflies float, attached to the fabric of the sky 

with spider silk and glue. You are seven, and their bellies are honey 

pots that scream joy and yes and if you try hard enough you can hold 

me forever. Summer fills the clouds. You stand in the grass, arms 

outstretched towards a sinking sun. 

A hand rests on your head; it’s attached to a tattooed arm, 

attached to a big-bellied body, attached to a semi-bearded face--all 

pieces that make up a man, this man. His hand smells like burnt 

popcorn or the fading scent of a cigarette. This man smells like Father; 

he is your father. 

You ask where the fireflies came from, how long before they 



Anatomy                                                                                                                         p. 4 

leave. He says how’m I supposed to know. What does Father know? 

He knows how to catch trout and how to crush Bud Light cans on his 

forehead.  Once, he sewed the arm back on your doll after your dog 

ripped it off, but he used the wrong thread. It was black and thick, the 

kind used to stitch human flesh, not cotton skin. You said the stitches 

are ugly. He said it was the only thread that would keep the arm in 

place, the only way to hold it together. The doll sits at your feet, rosy 

dress hanging off her shoulder, exposing a wound that will never heal.  

 Some evenings Mother, your mother, sits outside with you in her 

lap. Cross legged and laughing in the grass with the cicadas, blonde 

hair moving with the breeze, blowing lilacs and vanilla past your face. 

She holds you close, whispers secrets in your ear.  Her forearms are 

marked with scars--burns from an iron or a hot pan. They make sense. 

Maybe you aren’t a real woman until you have scars to prove it.  

 But tonight, Mother is in her room; this night is different. 

Fireflies don’t blink between the trees like they usually do--scarce, few. 

Tonight, the yard is filled with their lights. You can’t take a step 

without being surrounded. How long will they stay?  Father’s hand 
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moves from your head, and he steps backwards. He makes his way to 

the house, tripping over a hose that snakes along the ground, neck 

deep in grass and dandelions. You stay, barefoot, watching.  

 This time of day, this season, is your favorite. No matter how loud 

Father yells at Mother or how many dishes Mother throws at the 

Father -- this yard, this grass, these bugs are here to play every warm 

night. Your hands are sticky from your after-dinner popsicle, but no 

one has noticed yet, which is nice.  A quick wipe across your jean 

shorts, then it’s time. You pick up the Mason jar at your feet and take a 

few steps forward.  

 There: one lone bug perches on the rim of the jar. He opens and 

closes his wings; he blinks his glowing bottom. He’s what you’ve been 

waiting for.  

 Inside the house a plate hits the wall. You freeze; the bug 

twitches. You whisper no and please and stay. Wooden door on 

wooden frame, meeting creaking spring, expanding and shrinking--the 

screen door slamming shut. The lightning bug flies away calling to the 

others. His wings rustle in unison with his brothers. They whisper we 
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don’t belong here and float into the surrounding forest.  

 Father walks across the porch with purpose. Those hands, his 

hands, skim the surface of the banister he was supposed to repaint.  

Down one, two, three stairs; one, two, three steps across the gravel 

drive and into his vehicle, never looking back. You watch as he pulls 

away, his car leaving a T-shape in the sparkling gravel, bouncing, 

fading headlights flickering through the trees—fireflies in quick 

retreat.  

 

 

Abigail Hines is a senior at Ball State University studying 

telecommunications. She likes to write flash fiction, drink Dr. Pepper, 

and dance around like she’s being electrocuted. Have a nice day. 
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Morning with Martino 

Don Evan Scott 

 

 

 I was putting on my sweatshirt as I collided with the crash bar 

and spilled out of the employee exit and into the early morning 

sunshine.  The heavy red door slammed itself shut behind me, the 

rumbling echo from the hallway inside still reverberating as I finished 

zippering. 

 The unwelcome jolt snapped me to attention.  After a long night 

of working, I was ready for a good sleep, but that would have to wait 

anyway.  I put the hood up on my sweatshirt to fight off a cold 

persistent breeze, and walked around to the front of the building.  

There, bolted to the cement, a lovely lonely bench sat, its top pained 

yellow and its seats red.  It was warm and inviting and stood in stark 

contrast to the gray and stoic building, inside and out, literally and 
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figuratively.   

 There I sat.  I stared through the sparse bushes that decorated 

the perimeter, watching the building traffic beyond.  I lost myself in 

the hypnotic effect of the passing vehicles, until the door slammed 

again.  Turning toward the building, I saw Martino emerge from 

around the corner.  When he saw me, he smiled and walked over to 

the table. 

 Martino was a tall, dark, and strong man with a clear and 

youthful face – almost boyish in spite of making a career of hard work.  

He turned the heads of every woman – and some men – that he ever 

worked with, worked near, or passed by on the street.  He was born in 

an exotic island nation but spoke English very well – it was near 

perfect in fact, with only the slightest hint of an accent.  It was a 

charming accent too, naturally.  You'd think working in a nearly 

vacant building with someone for years would force at least a reluctant 

camaraderie between two men.  Such was not the case for Martino and 

I. 

 “Hey Andrew.” 
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 “Good morning Martino.  Didn't see you all night.” 

 “Please, call me Mac.  Yea, I was in the boiler room all night.  

Going to need some heat soon.” 

 “Yep – almost freezing out here.” 

 Martino smiled.  I knew he was a descent guy, with no indication 

to the contrary, but I really just wanted him to go away – that or for 

my ride to swoop in and rescue me.  I lived the life of a loner, and that 

suited me just fine. 

 “I don't know how you can stand it out here with no coat.  Why 

are you out here anyway?” 

 “Oh.  I'm waiting for my ride to get here.  My car is in the shop.” 

 “Mmm.  What's wrong with it?” 

 “Cracked head gasket.” 

 “Oh!  I could have fixed that,” he cried out with exaggerated 

gesturing. 

 “Well, uh...” I chuckled awkwardly, “maybe next time.”  My cell 

phone vibrated in my pocket, and relieved by the interruption, I pulled 

it out to read the message. 
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 “Wife coming to get you?” Martino asked. 

 I laughed.  “No, Sean is taking me home.”  The text was from 

Sean – he was running late.  I sighed discreetly and accepted that I 

was stuck there for a while. 

 Martino nodded as he picked up the morning newspaper from 

the table and scanned the front page's headlines.  

 “Skins and Cowboys this weekend, huh?” 

 “Yep.” 

 “You a football fan?” 

 “No, not really.  I mean, well, yea a little bit I guess.  Can't live 

around here and not be a Redskins fan.” 

 “I love football.  American football, I mean.  Where I come from, 

everyone lives and breathes soccer, as you call it.  I was never 

interested.”  

 “Well, that makes two of us,” I laughed.  “So – Mac.  When did 

you come to America?”   

 “It was 1984 I think.  I was about 8 years old.” 

 “Why?” 
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 “It was my father's dream to come to America.  He wanted to 

open a restaurant.  Cooking was everything he knew, and he loved it, 

and he wanted to share it here.  He saved up every penny he was able 

to for several years.  Finally we packed up everything we had and he, 

my mother, my sisters, my brothers, and I – we all moved here.”  He 

paused for a moment.  “That's why it makes me angry to hear about all 

this illegal immigration shit.”  He smacked the newspaper with the 

back of his hand. 

 I wasn't sure what to say, so I was silent for a moment as I tried 

to discern which side of the issue he was angry about. 

 “You think they should stay?” I asked slowly and cautiously. 

 “NO!  That is ridiculous!” he declared with enthusiasm.  “My 

father worked very hard to save up the money to come here.  When we 

got here, we lived for two years in a one-bedroom basement apartment 

until my parents found work good enough to pay for our own place.  

My father struggled for years to master English and to save money to 

realize his dream!  But these people...” he said with disdain, slapping 

the pages of the newspaper again, “are just walking over here 
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expecting everything handed to them!  Shit!” 

 His opinion threw me off balance - “I don't know Mac, this IS the 

land of opportunity.  Are you going to deny someone their freedom 

because they didn't fill out the proper paperwork?” 

 Martino looked at me with sad eyes as if I had just broken his 

heart.  “Immigrants made this country.”  He emphasized 'made'. 

 “I know.  That's why I wouldn't want to just kick them all out.” 

 “No.  Immigrants made this country.”  This time he emphasized 

'immigrants'.  “Not these … criminals.  The United States became great 

because of millions of people who came here and busted their asses for 

a chance to make it – just a chance!  These people just drop in and do 

whatever they want.”  He paused.  “But whatever.  Here’s more people 

thinking they can do whatever the fuck they want!” 

 He had been scanning the page of the newspaper while he talked 

and at that point, his finger was pressed against a small article at the 

bottom of page one.  I slid down the bench to take a look at it. 

 “It's awful how some people just have so little respect for each 

other.  Does anyone know kindness anymore, Andrew?” 
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 “That's just 1st amendment rights right there, man.  They can 

protest if they want to – wherever they want to.  I'm sure they did it 

legally.” 

 “At the funeral of a war hero?  Really?” 

 “I didn't say it was in good taste.  I wouldn't do it.  That doesn't 

mean they can't, though.” 

 “And I'm not saying they can't do that – however disgusting and 

ridiculous it is to protest a dead person's life.  But why can't they do it 

somewhere else?  Why do they need to torment the family?  What did 

they do?  Presumably they are not protesting the entire family?” 

 “Well, if it's a public place, then the protesters have just as much 

right to be there as anyone else.  No one can say that if you're there for 

a funeral, its OK, but if you're there for a protest, you have to leave.” 

 “Are you kidding?  I know my American history – there's plenty 

of examples of rights being limited.  You can't yell FIRE in a theater.  

You can't protest abortion in front of an abortion clinic.  What is the 

difference here?” 

 I opened my mouth and tried to force something to come out of 
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it, but it was useless, and I closed it.  He smiled. 

 A stiff cold breeze blew and I put my hands in my pockets.  We 

sat in silence.  Martino continued to flip through the newspaper.  I 

stared at the traffic again, my lips pressed firmly together.  Finally, 

Sean pulled up to the building.  I stood up and looked back at Martino.  

“See you tonight then, Mac.  Good talking to you.” 

 “Same.  Yea, have a good day.  Oh, and uh … Andrew?” 

 “Yea?” 

 “You think just like my dad.  You have the same soft spot in your 

heart.” 

 I nodded, and got into Sean's car.  “What was that?” he asked as I 

closed the door. 

 I looked out the window at Martino getting into his car.  “That 

sonofabitch.” 

 “What happened?” 

 “He's good looking, he wears nice clothes, he's even smart as it 

turns out.  And look, he drives a fucking Mercedes.  Must be nice.  

Sonofabitch has everything!” 
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 “I know.  When I saw him in that new car, I went up to him and 

joked, 'Hey, when did you hit the lottery?'” 

 I laughed.  “What did he say?” 

 “He said, 'When my father died.  I'd give back everything I have 

to spend one more day with him.'” 

 I swallowed and cleared my throat.  Sean looked at me and 

nodded somberly.  The car became very silent.  I turned the radio on 

and stared out the windshield. 

 

 

Don Evan Scott was born in Massachusetts in 1976. Since obtaining 

his Bachelor's Degree he has spent more than 10 years as a 

technician in various laboratories. He is married and has several 

children and lives in a quiet rural town in western Maryland. He 

owns a small fuel-efficient car, but gets to work instead using the jet 

pack hidden on the roof.  
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Glass Jaw 

Tarah Dunn 

 

 

There are three punches.  

You meet your future ex-husband at a dinner party. You end up 

screwing and sparring, not in that order. The night you meet, he 

doesn’t look at you. You know he has a girlfriend, and you interpret his 

not checking you out as the ultimate act of faithfulness. But he hadn’t 

noticed you, just as he won’t notice the pills you take, the heaps of 

dishes in the sink and the overdrafts in your joint checking account. 

You want to meet him, so you sit on the arm of his chair, interrupting 

a conversation about motherboards. Out on the fire escape, you 

smoke, and talk about boxing.  

When you punch him, you scratch his cheek with the Victorian 

ring on your right hand – an heirloom of garnet, diamond and seed 
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pearl that will fall out of his pocket on a ski lift in Colorado a year 

later. Most days, you will regret the loss of that ring into a sea of snow 

more than the loss of the man.  

You hit him.  It’s flirting. 

“Hit me!  Come on, hit me!”  You ask for it. After four glasses of 

wine, it seems like a good idea. He breaks your nose. Not on purpose. 

Nothing is ever on purpose, not even his fucking his new girlfriend in 

your bedroom eight years later. You want to kill her — but you settle 

for giving him a black eye. 

The black eye costs you $4,160. Four thousand for the lawyer, 

$150 as a donation to the battered women’s shelter, 10 bucks for the 

cab back to your house after your day in jail. You have never been 

arrested before, so when two cops show up on your doorstep, after he 

has fled with the whore, you tell the truth. You apologize and admit 

that you are guilty. This actually is on the police report – “perpetrator 

states that she ‘is guilty.’ ” You’ve watched so much Law and Order, to 

very little effect. You are handcuffed, shoeless and in your pajamas. 

The dog barks. The neighbors watch hungrily. 
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In jail, the other women ask what you’re in for.  “DUI?”  

“Domestic.”   

You learned the answer by listening to the other women. While 

you are all sitting in the hearing room, waiting to be called before the 

judge, who appears only on a television elevated above a podium, you 

have to raise your hand for permission to go to the bathroom, so that 

you can shit in the jail cell toilet without being observed by ten other 

women. 

Later everyone will sympathize with you, and call him a bastard, 

and say they’d like to give it to him, boy, they’d like to show him what 

a punch is really like. Your male relatives and friends say, in my day 

we’d take it like a man, and your female friends say they can’t believe 

it was in your house, in your bed, they shake their heads, in your bed. 

But you just smile, because you know that the underpinnings of your 

life have loosened, and you are floating up into the ether of possibility. 

 

 

Tarah Dunn lives in Lowell, Massachusetts, in a converted mill. She 



Anatomy                                                                                                                         p. 19 

received her M.F.A in Creative Writing from the University of Florida 

in 2008. She has previously been published in Quarterly West, and is 

currently working on her first novel. 
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Dear Michelle 

Carl Fuerst 

 

 

 They were the same four customers as always; old men as 

motionless as the four dusty glasses of water on their table. They wore 

overalls and mud-crusted buckskin boots. A million trips to the dryer 

had turned their T-shirts soft as butterfly wings. 

 Randy sat behind the bar reading from a newspaper. “Says here 

that the third graders were by the parking lot when he took off his 

clothes and started doing jumping jacks. Can you believe it? Jumping 

jacks!”  

 In all the years Randy had worked there, those old men 

accounted for four of the only five customers he’d served. They were 

there when he started his shifts, and they remained when he left. He’d 

never heard them speak. 
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“Says here they had to physically force him from the scene!”  

 Randy folded the newspaper and set it on the bar. He cleaned 

glasses that had never been used. He dusted the plastic Slim Jim jar. 

He’d been told that something special would happen that day, but he 

had no idea what it would be until, a few hours later, Henry took two 

steps through the door and stopped, waiting for his eyes to adjust to 

the dark. 

Randy had never seen Henry before in his life.  

“What’ll it be?” 

 “There’s a dead dog outside.” 

 Randy tried to look surprised. “Sorry about that. What’ll it be?” 

 Henry picked out a stool. “You’ve got to move that dog.” 

 “Wish I could.” 

 “Got a shovel? Got gloves? I’ll move it myself.” 

 “Don’t keep anything like that here. What’ll it be.” 

 Henry would not be redirected; he explained how he’d woken up 

in his car and spotted the bar across the onramp. He waded through 

milkweed and monkey-bush for a drink, only to be confronted by the 
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corpse of that dog. 

 “Imagine if you were a kid, and if you found your dog like that.” 

 “We regard the comfort of our patrons with, you know? And a 

carcass raises concerns about, you know what I mean?” It had been 

too long since Randy talked to someone new. He had trouble 

sequencing his words. “It’s terrible,” he concluded. 

 “So you’ll move it?” 

 “I’d bet my paycheck that the dog has been dealt with. Its owner? 

Identified. Its hole? Dug. If we start fussing around, we’d only bother 

the people whose job it is to take care of it.” 

 In fact, Randy had already dug that hole a dozen times, on a 

dozen different occasions. But how do you explain that to someone 

who just walked into your bar? Well, if you’re a good bartender, you 

don’t. That’s how. You just don’t. 

  “I had a dog like that when I was a kid. It died under similar 

circumstances,” said Henry. “Seeing it just now struck a nerve.” 

 “What was his name?” 

 “Cheddars. Or Cheesy. It’s hard to remember.” 
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 “I understand.” 

 Henry reached into wallet and produced a ball of dollar bills.  

 “What’ll it be?” 

 “Mountain Dew?” 

 “Don’t got that.” 

 “Just a Coke, then.” 

 Randy said that they didn’t serve soft drinks of any kind. 

 “What’s cheap?” 

 “Le Chien. It’s Italian and fifty cents a bottle.” 

 “I’ll take one of those.” 

 Randy handed Henry a bottle of Le Chien, the only kind of 

beverage they served at that bar. 

 “Not too bad.” 

 Randy spread the newspaper in front of Henry. “In case you’re 

interested in the world.” 

 Laura showed up two hours later. She wore the same jeans as 

always, tinged green from a week’s of wear. She wore that same too-

small T-shirt with the flecking image of Elmo all tangled up in 
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Christmas lights. Rings of black makeup turned her eyes into scuffed 

pearls in dishes of mud. She wore carpal tunnel bracelets on her 

wrists. She was four hundred pounds and seven feet tall. 

 She picked the stool next to Henry’s. She flicked a glance at the 

old men as she sat down. 

 Randy handed Laura a bottle of Le Chien. She took a pen from 

her pocket and started scribbling on napkins. 

 “What’s your name?” Henry asked. 

 Laura didn’t respond. 

 “Can I see what you’re writing?”  

Laura didn’t respond. 

“You shouldn’t be so serious,” Henry said. “There’s worse ways to 

spend an afternoon than sipping Italian beer.” 

 “What are you doing here?” Laura asked. 

 “I’m killing time. Why are you here?” 

“Writing fan fiction.” 

 “What’s fan fiction?” 

 It took her twenty minutes to explain it. The old men craned their 
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necks towards the conversation with the imperceptible motion of 

houseplants reaching for light. 

 She tapped her empty bottle on the bar, and Randy replaced it 

with a new beer. “I work exclusively with the TGIF lineup from the 

early 90’s.” 

 “Those are my favorite shows,” said Henry. 

 “They’re everyone’s. But most people aren’t honest enough with 

themselves to admit it. You, Henry, you’re different. You know 

yourself. That’s an important quality in a man.” 

The space between their barstools shrunk. They’d grown so 

friendly so fast, in fact, that Randy began to suspect that Laura had 

received instructions of her own for that day. 

 Laura said she mostly wrote about Full House. 

 “How do you write about Full House?” 

 She patted the pile of napkins that had been accumulating on the 

bar since she’d arrived. “Right now, I’m working on a story about DJ. 

She gets pregnant. Her boyfriend Steve, who is not the father, takes 

her to church to hear a pro-life sermon that’s so repulsive, DJ 
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demands to be driven straight to the abortion clinic, where, while she’s 

passing the protesters, she makes accidental eye contact with the most 

vocal one of all, who happens to be Danny Tanner.” 

 “Her dad?” 

 “Yup. In the sub-plot, Danny dates a religious chick who drags 

him to those protests. He gets carried away. At the story’s climax, he 

leaps in front of DJ with an armful of plastic fetuses. He throws them 

in her face.” 

 “Does she get the abortion?” 

 “Yup. And, at the end, Danny comes into her bedroom. The 

religious chick dumped him and he feels miserable about what he 

did.” 

 “What does DJ say?” 

 “That’s the last line of the story. DJ says, ‘I forgive you Dad. And, 

you know what? Your grandchild forgives you, too.’” 

 “Wow,” said Henry. “I mean fucking wow.” 

 “T.S. Eliot said all stories are love stories. But he was wrong. It’s 

even more basic than that. All stories are about need.” 
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 “I think you’re right. I think about the stuff I need way more than 

I think about the stuff I love.” 

 “Everybody does. And right now I need to kiss you more than dirt 

needs worms.” 

“Fucking wow!” 

 They embraced in a slobbering kiss.  

Randy cleared his throat. The four old men cleared their throats, 

as well. 

Henry and Laura kissed for a long time. Randy feigned intense 

interest in the newspaper; the old men slouched in their chairs. 

Abby kicked the door open. She was five feet tall. She wore a red 

jumper and clear high heels. 

 “Did you think I wouldn’t find you here?” she asked. 

 Henry’s tongue was groping the air when Laura broke the kiss 

and started stuffing his pockets with scribbled-on napkins. A 

glistening cord of spit connected his lower lip to her ear. 

Abby grabbed Laura by the hair.  

 The four old men exploded from their chairs and attacked each 
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other like tigers. 

 Abby pulled Laura towards the door. “What did I tell you!” 

 Henry thought about asking Abby to let her go. 

 “It’s fine,” whimpered Laura, as if she could read his thoughts. 

Abby dragged her away, Laura threw a cloud of napkins in Henry’s 

direction. 

 Randy peeled the old men apart. “Boys, boys, boys.” Their fists 

were bruised and their teeth were exposed in snarls of unlimited hate, 

but their energy was spent, and they obeyed Randy like tortured circus 

elephants. 

 Abby and Laura were gone. Henry leaned against the bar, 

napkins bulging from his pockets, a smirk on his face. Randy worked 

wrinkled bodies back to their seats.  

 “Want some help?” Henry asked. 

 “You just stay where you are.” 

 Randy watched Henry climb back onto his stool. He moved like a 

puppet controlled by a distracted puppeteer. It pleased Randy to see it. 

It helped him realize that Henry was just like him. And as he settled 
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the last old man back into his chair, he watched Henry finish another 

Le Chien, and even in a movement as meaningless as that, Randy 

could practically see the strings that controlled him while he did it. 

 “You sticking around?” Randy asked. 

 “Got nowhere else.” 

 “Good. I’ll be right back.” 

 Randy gave Henry another beer. Then he went downstairs to 

fetch the shovel and gloves. 

 

 

Carl Fuerst is a writing teacher who lives in Madison, Wisconsin. His 

fiction has appeared in Annalemma Magazine, The Ante Review, 

Jersey Devil Press, and more.  
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Applesmoke, Friendship 

Tom Sheehan 

 

 “One day,” Ed LeBlanc said, up to his crotch in the swiftly flowing 

Pine River near Ossipee, New Hampshire, rod tip high, a bright 

Macintosh apple half eaten in his left hand, his words more oath than 

wisdom, “we’re going fly fishing in Curt Gowdy country.” He said little 

else that morning, intent on the merest sensations electric at 

fingertips, on early May temperature of water laying heavy tongue on 

our boots, on the Mac’s sweet taste, on delicious silence falling on our 

heads as if the world was a mushroom and we under that still cap. 

 His words were mutually acceptable, promise rooted in them. 

When it came to pass did not matter, for time did not count. We had a 

ton of it in front of us. Young and viable we were, with so much energy 

between us anything was possible. And we were staunch friends, at the 

outset of a lasting friendship. The world was our apple, and we were in 
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our Kingdom of the Northeast, the pine forest a soft carpet all around 

us, gifted silence finding expression in water’s flow, in wind’s breath 

through treetops. 

 He stooped under a low alder branch, giving his rod clear 

passage, but did not have too stoop too much. At five foot, six (even on 

tiptoes, I had often quipped) Ed did not have to duck often. He was a 

blocky 185 pounds, had brown hair and blue eyes, and wore a smile 

lighting all outdoors. On grayest days he’d be welcomed anywhere, 

companion of the first order, warm, stable, his word forged deeply in 

his soul, a fisherman who never gave advice not asked for. In worn, 

roughly-abused, used-up camouflage of Army fatigues, the bright Mac 

remnant in his hand was a period at the end of a sentence. One look 

told a lot: thick fingers graceful and sensitive on the cork of the rod 

continually testing the waters, shoulders and forearms one would 

know had wielded the most awful of journeyman’s tools, neck of the 

formidable athlete. The elegance of true labor he spelled, a doer, a 

taskmaster, a man who knew the bottom of the pile. 

 Here we were, on one of our two yearly trips, preferably in mid-
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May and then again in June when most of the black flies were gone to 

Maine, at the Pine River winding its way through the green darkness 

of alders and pines hanging their shrouds over mystical waters. The 

dense canopy produced darkness, but it was neither darkness nor 

privacy under those broad limbs that we loved for themselves. Here in 

the softest of tunnels we were not hiding from that world out there. If 

we had voiced it openly, each would have said it was the endless 

journey down into selves that brought us here, the awareness at the 

back of the mind, the hand of nature caressing us, touching us with 

root stalk, hitting the genes at the same invasive angle. 

 Then it was 1962 and we had first come to the hidden Deer Lodge 

in 1958 when Ed had mentioned a place shown to him as a youngster 

by a friend’s father. The lodge was just a remnant fieldstone 

foundation in the deep pine forest, a fallen piece of history chucked 

down at the end of a long-forgotten logging road. Often we would have 

to rebuild the road in small chunks to get vehicles through, propping 

rocks in place, hauling pine boughs for small bridgework. For the next 

twenty-one years, though, as if in response to our labors, we saw only 
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five or six passers-by on all our weekends. Over that time we had 

nineteen or twenty friends come along with us at different times, 

never hiding but extolling the wonders of a small treasure. Only Ed 

and I made every trip. In 1979, a milestone if there ever was, he 

relocated to Florida when circumstances at work forced him to make 

the move: five boys produce the most inordinate demands. In all the 

time since, I have not been back to the Pine River. I don’t think I am 

going back very soon. 

 Changes, though, have come into our lives, as Time grinds away 

like the sands on all lives, abrasive and wearing. We have both retired, 

two years ago for him, 1991 for me, and the vow sworn in the soft 

darkness of the Pine River still carries its ominous weight, for he never 

did break his word on anything. That’s one of the reasons at least five 

men I know, and perhaps more, call Ed LeBlanc their best friend. I am 

one of them. We’ve each had our problems. We keep kicking the can 

over. It’s communal, and demanding. 

 Almost every weekend for eighteen years we talked on the phone, 

taking turns at making calls. Oh, we’ve missed a few at vacation time, 
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or a hot weekend when some of the kids’ games or activities inundated 

us, but not too many. We threw in a few at special occasions, such as 

weddings or births or, indeed, times of pain, such as a son leaving this 

earth before you do. The calls were not ritual, they were gestures of 

affection. Both of us believe that feeling love or speaking of love does 

not stand worthily by themselves, are not that truly expressive. It is 

gospel with us that you must do things for those you love. You must 

give or sacrifice, must extend a good piece of yourself. We have never 

spoken of this, Ed and I, but we know it. Like a rock in the chest we 

know it. We understand it. It twists between us as if a special stratum 

connects some elemental ground. Then we talked every night on the 

Internet chat room, with long-time friend and Saber pilot Ray Excel in 

Berwick, Maine. 

 Ed’s been here to visit four or five times, early one morning 

nearly knocking down the front door with October’s moon rising over 

his shoulder, his laughter loose in the night, his breath  

opping its steam in the air. I’ve been to Orlando three times. It could 

be more frequent, but we each understand the other’s situation 
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 We first met in a carpool going to work in Andover from Saugus, 

a small town of 25,000 barely twelve miles north of Boston. It was a 

scenic ride most days around the lake in nearby Wakefield and 

through Reading, but those to and fro rides put us together on the 

road for more than an hour each day, time enough for depth 

perception to be made, for steadfastness to be found. Shaking his hand 

the first time, his grip was sure and steady, his eyes brotherly and with 

message. Quickly I was aware of a virtual warmth and trust. As he 

talked, excitement in his voice about any number of interests as dear 

to me as to him, he revealed much of the gravel and hardpan on which 

he had been raised. Our terra firma was blue stone and granite and if 

it shook itself once in a while we could ride it out. This was classroom 

stuff, the old argument about love and how mirrors show us our 

selves. Daily his values and beliefs came popping out of his sub-soil, 

New England granites at their finest, leaping out of him in a protective 

argument or debate, but rock just the same. 

 Friendship, if nothing else, is testimonial, what makes up a man. 

Faith was integral to Ed, and was not show. It moved him, not a sleeve 
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indicator, not worn to be accepted, but primal in its force. Never did 

he knock anybody, no matter the circumstance. Everyone, no matter 

status or position, should at one time or another get a leg up from 

somebody in a position to help, who himself had been helped. It is 

only fair. All that hardpan and blue granite under him were sure 

ground for character.  

 We met at Mass, and then at CCD, and then at Boy Scout 

meetings. Eleven years he was scoutmaster, possessing the knowledge 

and lore of true woodsmen and explorer in his kit: Downstream is the 

best compass point of all. He would select the perfect place for a 

campfire and the perfect time for lighting it so that the gleam of it and 

the wafting smoke and the unknown just out of reach in the darkness 

would linger a long time in a boy’s mind. And he’d say to me in a soft 

whisper, “Someday, a long time in coming, when they remember this, 

it’ll bring them to their knees.” You could tell he was remembering 

another camp fire, another light. 

 Hockey and football linked us further, telling me of his days at 

Mt. St. Charles in Rhode Island, perennial state champs, tying his 
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skates for a practice on any available pond, and then at St. John’s Prep 

in Danvers, MA, another high school bastion. Even then we spoke of 

“the old days,” single wing stuff and early Don Faurot “T” formations, 

and wild pond hockey away from any restraints. He spoke reverently 

of Brother Victor, The Mount’s hockey coach who could cure a puck 

hogger easily: Stopping a game in the middle of the old Providence 

Arena, asking the perpetrator to identify a puck, and then announcing, 

“This one is yours, put it in your pants. The other one is for the team.” 

I told him about Father Joe at Marianapolis in Thompson, CT and 

how he would sit at the head table in the refectory and read the lips of 

our conversations and know everything about us, lost loves, late 

conquests. Ed roared at that, shaking his old Buick over a series of 

bumps and potholes and complaining about the tricky dribbles GMC 

had built into it. 

 He’s a story teller, is Ed LeBlanc, a legend at Pine River campfires 

for all those years, talking about his days as The Mount or as an Army 

x-ray technician in Germany, or running heavy power equipment on 

construction sites, like the time in East Boston when with one fell 
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swoop of his steam shovel bucket he dug up the overseas telephone 

cable and the Boston City Fire Alarm. He works on car engines and 

televisions and air conditioners. Cabinet making and finish carpentry 

are other persuasions of his. By occupation for his last eighteen years 

of work he’s been a space age engineer. By avocation he is an absolute 

master of tinkering and repairing. His sash of merit badges is full to 

the gathering. 

 When the energy crunch came in the early 70s, we pacted to do 

something about it. At work I was very involved in energy 

conservation: Watts Masters and placebo thermostats in general work 

areas and oil conversions and, in the end, total energy management 

systems. It was a time for getting down and dirty, as Ed often said, so 

we bought chain saws and air-tight cast iron stoves and set about 

cutting and hauling firewood out of a nearby forest, doing our bit to 

aid the cause. For eight years we spent many of our Saturday 

mornings in the forest, cutting and hauling wood, filling his truck, 

filling my van, on the way home fishing for trout in Pye Brook or the 

Ipswich River on the good days, lazing at times on a sun-drenched 
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bank, dreaming, soaking up the rays. We’d have a beer or two, a cold 

sandwich, lots of good talk. We grew closer, the fist of us tightening, as 

that first handshake. 

 And yet, so much went unsaid; that was the marvelous and 

mysterious part of it, those golden days sharing a task, sweating, 

heaving, rushing to the rescue when one’s saw hung up in a forked 

trunk or a tree threatened to fall the wrong way, saying so little, 

understanding so much. They were glory days for companions, warm 

even in winter with snow swirling at our feet as the wood warmed us 

for the first time, special when the rain pelted us as we were loading 

but had not the edge to split us from our task. 

 Our saws buzzed the quiet forest, our loading chatter riding over 

low hills to be lost in the brush of small dales. But not lost forever it 

seems: I’ve been there since he moved south, heard his voice booming 

out of one dale or another, heard his timber move leaves about me, felt 

a presence. As always, he’s close enough to be counted on. It’s a 

remarkable feeling. I’ve told my sons to count themselves lucky to 

know one Ed in their days. They’ve come to believe it. The evidence is 
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insurmountable. 

 We built two rooms on his house. Added two rooms to friend 

Jim’s camp. Down and dirty is just about the best way we know. From 

these vantages we have never argued, never given advice, respecting 

each other’s beliefs, priorities, the way we handle things passing 

through this life. When he headed south that last morning I went 

home, stoked the fire, felt apple wood warming me for the second 

time. Applesmoke and all that goes with it hung in the air; friendship, 

loss, the imponderables beating down on my mind, the sight of his red 

taillight like an old caboose fading down some forgotten track, 

knowing times inexorably had changed. 

 There was a time his chain saw was mounted above his fireplace, 

making for a conversation piece, and high explanation. 

 Of course, we haven’t got to Curt Gowdy country yet, where one 

idyllic stream courses over blue Montana gravel and rock bed, mouth 

of the phantom trout eager for our flies, and the campfire still warm 

behind us. I always thought one of those days one of us would be at 

the other’s door saying, "Just pack a small bag. Curt’s in Montana 
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waiting for us.” 

 And I always thought it would probably be Ed LeBlanc, though 

he’s made that “other trip elsewhere,” he and Curt Gowdy gone off to 

the real fishing camp. 

 But Ed might find a way yet. That’d be just like him. 
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