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® INK SPOTS  

The Newsletter of the Fremont Area Writers, A part of the California 

Writer’s Club 

Myrla Raymundo, MBA, Writer/Editor   
E-mail raymundomyrla@gmail.com 

Visit us at http://cwc-fremontareawriters.org 

VOL 47, October 2015 
MISSION STATEMENT:  Fremont Area Writers educates writers and the public by providing: a. Forums 

for educating members in the craft of writing and marketing their works and, b. Public meetings, 

workshops, and seminars open to all writers and the general public to facilitate educating writers of all 

levels of expertise. 

 FAW’S COMMUNITY INVOLVEMENT 

 

Liz Breshears, Community Outreach Coordinator, is Chair of the Fremont Area Writers’ 

Community Involvement.  Community Involvement is a great way to help out our fellow 

citizens and improve the community.  This is also a good way to let the community know 

about our club.  Liz is working with the FAW Board to sponsor a writing contest in the 

local schools. 

  
AUTHORS’ TABLE  

 

Members bringing their books to the Authors’ Table are provided 30 seconds to talk 

about their book. 

http://cwc-fremontareawriters.org/
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FAW’S REGULAR SEPTEMBER 26, 2015 MEETING 

 

Aleta George talked about  

“How Research Road Trips Can Enrich Your Life: The Rewards of Research.” Aleta 

George is the author of: “Ina Coolbrith: The Bittersweet Song of California’s First Poet 

Laureate.” 

  

 

 
 

President Shirley Ferrante                        Bob Garfinkle introduced the Speaker 

 

The Attendees 
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South Bay Writers Present 

WRITERS WORKSHOP 

Write Short Fiction For 
Fun & Profit With Michael 

Bracken 

SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 14 
8:30 AM – 4 PM 
Includes Breakfast, Lunch, Afternoon Refreshments 
Harry’s Hofbrau, 390 Saratoga Ave., San Jose 

 Generate story ideas & turn them into workable 

plots 

 Create compelling opening scenes 

 Understand proper chronology of sentences, 

paragraphs, scenes 

 Master scene construction, dialog, description 

 Comprehend Chekov’s shotgun and the rule of 

three 

 Use and properly place dialog tags 

 Employ writing tips and tricks you never learned in 

creative writing class 

 Violate the “rules” other workshop leaders taught 

you 

 Wrap up everything into finished, submittable 

manuscripts 

 Establish and maintain productivity 

Michael Bracken is a fulltime writer and editor who 

regularly leads writing workshops. He is the author of 11 

books and the two-time Derringer Award-winning author 

of more than 1,100 short stories appearing in anthologies 

and literary, small press, and commercial publications 

worldwide. He is also the editor of five crime fiction 

anthologies, including the three-volume Fedora series. 

 

 
 
 

AGENDA 
Saturday, November 14 

 

8:30 am Registration 

 & Continental 

 Breakfast 

9:00 am Workshop 

10:45 am Break (10 min) 

Noon Working Lunch 

1:00 pm Workshop 

2:15 pm Break & 

 Refreshments 

 (10 min) 

3:30 pm Meet the Author 

 & Book Signing 

4:00 pm Close 

PRICE 

EARLY BIRD (By 11.13) 

CWC Member $60 

Non-member $75 

Students with ID $30 

DAY OF WORKSHOP (11.14) 

CWC Member $65 

Non-member $80 

PAYMENT 

PAY ONLINE WITH PAYPAL 

AT: 

www.SouthBayWriters.com 

MAIL CHECK AS 

FOLLOWS: 

Payable to South Bay Writers 

SOUTH BAY WRITERS 

PO BOX 3254 

SANTA CLARA, CA 95055 

 

http://www.southbaywriters.com/
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WWee’’rree  pplleeaasseedd  ttoo  ffeeaattuurree  EEvveellyynn  LLaaTToorrrree  tthhiiss  mmoonntthh!!  

  EEvveellyynn’’ss  ppaassssiioonnss  aarree  ttrraavveelliinngg  aanndd  wwrriittiinngg  aabboouutt  hheerr  ttrraavveellss..  SShhee  eexxppeeccttss  ttoo  

ccoommpplleettee  hheerr  mmeemmooiirr,,  IImmppuullssiivvee  AAddvveennttuurreerr,,  tthhiiss  yyeeaarr..  EEaarrllyy  lliiffee  iinn  rruurraall  MMoonnttaannaa,,  aa  

mmoovvee  ttoo  CCaalliiffoorrnniiaa  aatt  ssiixxtteeeenn,,  aanndd  ttwwoo  yyeeaarrss  iinn  tthhee  PPeeaaccee  CCoorrppss  iinn  PPeerruu  pprroovviiddee  aa  ccoolloorrffuull  

bbaacckkggrroouunndd  ffoorr  aa  ffaasscciinnaattiinngg  ffiirrsstt  bbooookk..  EEvveellyynn’’ss  wwrriittiinngg  hhaass  aappppeeaarreedd  iinn  tthhee  DDeellttaa  KKaappppaa  

GGaammmmaa  BBuulllleettiinn,,  WWoorrlldd  VViieeww  aanndd  tthhee  TTrrii  CCiittyy  VVooiiccee..  EEvveellyynn  iiss  aa  ffoouunnddiinngg  mmeemmbbeerr  ooff  

tthhee  FFrreemmoonntt  AArreeaa  WWrriitteerrss,,  aa  bbrraanncchh  ooff  tthhee  CCaalliiffoorrnniiaa  WWrriitteerrss  CClluubb  aanndd  aa  lliiffeettiimmee  mmeemmbbeerr  

ooff  tthhee  NNaattiioonnaall  AAssssoocciiaattiioonn  ooff  MMeemmooiirr  WWrriitteerrss..  HHeerr  ccuurrrreenntt  wweebbssiittee  ccaann  bbee  ffoouunndd  aatt  

EEvveellyynnsseeddiittss..wwoorrddpprreessss..ccoomm..  

    HHeerr  BBooookk  

  TThhee  mmeemmooiirr,,  IImmppuullssiivvee  AAddvveennttuurreerr::  MMoonnttaannaa  ttoo  MMaacchhuu  PPiicccchhuu,,  aa  11996600’’ss  PPeeaaccee  

CCoorrppss  JJoouurrnneeyy  ttaakkeess  ppllaaccee  iinn  ttwwoo  ssttaatteess,,  tthhrreeee  ccoouunnttrriieess  aanndd  oonn  ttwwoo  ccoonnttiinneennttss..  TThhee  bbooookk  

rreeccoouunnttss  tthhee  eexxpplloorraattiioonnss  aanndd  ddiilleemmmmaass  ooff  EEvveellyynn,,  aa  ccoouunnttrryy  ggiirrll  ffrroomm  aa  pprrootteeccttiivvee  

CCaatthhoolliicc  ffaammiillyy  aass  sshhee  mmoovveess  aatt  aaggee  ssiixxtteeeenn  ffrroomm  rruurraall  SSoouutthheeaasstteerrnn  MMoonnttaannaa  ttoo  

CCaalliiffoorrnniiaa  aanndd  bbeeyyoonndd..  HHeerr  oovveerraaccttiivvee  iimmaaggiinnaattiioonn  aanndd  iinnssuullaarr  ffaammiillyy  lliiffee  ccoonnttrriibbuuttee  ttoo  

mmiissuunnddeerrssttaannddiinnggss  aabboouutt  ssiinn  aanndd  sseexx  aanndd  mmoottiivvaattee  EEvveellyynn  ttoo  bbeeccoommee  aa  nnuunn..  

  WWhheenn  aatttteennddiinngg  ccoolllleeggee  iinn  CCaalliiffoorrnniiaa,,  EEvveellyynn  vvoolluunntteeeerrss  ttoo  hheellpp  CCaaeessaarr  CChhaavveezz  

ttaakkee  aa  cceennssuuss  aammoonngg  mmiiggrraanntt  wwoorrkkeerrss  iinn  tthhee  FFrreessnnoo  VVaalllleeyy..  TThheerree  sshhee  ggrroowwss  ttoo  ccaarree  aabboouutt  

ppeeooppllee  ddiiffffeerreenntt  ffrroomm  tthhee  ffaarrmmeerrss  aanndd  rraanncchheerrss  wwhheerree  sshhee  wwaass  rraaiisseedd..  SShhee  rreeaalliizzeess  tthhaatt  tthhee  

mmuussiicc,,  ffoooodd,,  aanndd  ccaarriinngg  nnaattuurree  ooff  tthhee  LLaattiinnoo  ccuullttuurree  ccoommpplleettee  hheerr..  EEvveellyynn  iiss  ttoouucchheedd  bbyy  

tthhee  ggeenneerroossiittyy  ooff  tthhee  SSppaanniisshh--ssppeeaakkiinngg  llaabboorreerrss,,  wwhhoo,,  tthhoouugghh  ppoooorr  iinn  mmaatteerriiaall  wweeaalltthh,,  aarree  

rriicchh  iinn  ssppiirriitt..  TThheeyy  sshhooww  hheerr  mmoorree  aaffffeeccttiioonn  tthhaann  hheerr  ffaammiillyy..  

  TThhee  ssuummmmeerr  ooff  hheerr  jjuunniioorr  yyeeaarr  aatt  tthhee  aallll  wwoommeenn’’ss  CCaatthhoolliicc  CCoolllleeggee  sshhee  aatttteennddss,,  

EEvveellyynn  lliivveess  iinn  aa  ssmmaallll  MMeexxiiccaann  vviillllaaggee..  SShhee  ggeettss  lloosstt  iinn  TTiijjuuaannaa  bbuutt  ffiinnddss  hheerr  wwaayy  ttoo  

AAppaasseeoo  eell  GGrraannddee  wwhheerree  sshhee  hheellppss  ssttaarrtt  aa  sscchhooooll  aanndd  oorrggaanniizzeess  aa  lliibbrraarryy..  IInn  hheerr  sseenniioorr  

http://evelynsedits.wordpress.com/
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yyeeaarr,,  sshhee  ddeecciiddeess  ttoo  jjooiinn  tthhee  PPeeaaccee  CCoorrppss  iinnsstteeaadd  ooff  eenntteerr  tthhee  ccoonnvveenntt..  TThhaatt  ddeecciissiioonn  

ffoorreevveerr  cchhaannggeess  hheerr  lliiffee..  TThhee  PPeeaaccee  CCoorrppss  ttrraaiinnss  EEvveellyynn  iinn  RRuurraall  CCoommmmuunniittyy  

DDeevveellooppmmeenntt  aanndd  sseennddss  hheerr  ttoo  lliivvee  iinn  tthhee  mmoouunnttaaiinnss  ooff  PPeerruu..  

  EEvveellyynn  ffeeeellss  oouutt  ooff  ppllaaccee  iinn  tthhee  llaanndd  ooff  tthhee  IInnccaass  wwhheenn  sshhee  ffiinnddss  hheerrsseellff  wwiitthhoouutt  aa  

ttoowwnn  ttoo  lliivvee  iinn..  SShhee  aanndd  aa  PPeeaaccee  CCoorrppss  ccoolllleeaagguuee,,  MMaarriiee,,  vveennttuurree  iinnttoo  tthhee  uunnkknnoowwnn  ttoo  

ffiinndd  aa  SShhaanngg--rrii--llaa..  FFoorr  aa  yyeeaarr  aanndd  aa  hhaallff  tthhee  ttwwoo  ffrriieennddss  aarree  ppaarrtt  ooff  tthhee  AAnnddeeaann  

ccoommmmuunniittyy  ooff  AAbbaannccaayy..  TThheeyy  eemmbbrraaccee  tthhee  cchhaalllleennggeess  ooff  lliivviinngg  wwiitthhoouutt  ddrriinnkkaabbllee  wwaatteerr  

aanndd  ddeeppeennddaabbllee  eelleeccttrriicciittyy  wwhhiillee  tthheeyy  pprreeppaarree  ttoo  pprroovviiddee  hheeaalltthh  aanndd  eedduuccaattiioonn  ttoo  aa  

ddeevveellooppiinngg  QQuueecchhuuaa--ssppeeaakkiinngg  ttoowwnn..  AAtt  tthhee  llooccaall  hhoossppiittaall,,  tthheeyy  lleeaarrnn  hhooww  ttoo  ddeelliivveerr  

bbaabbiieess..  TThheeyy  tteeaacchh  EEnngglliisshh,,  aanndd  oorrggaanniizzee  44--HH  ttyyppee  ggiirrllss’’  cclluubbss..  AAnndd  tthheeyy  ffaallll  iinn  lloovvee  wwiitthh  

llooccaall  mmeenn..  

  EEvveellyynn  lleeaarrnnss  wwhhaatt  rreeaall  lloovvee  aanndd  hheeaarrttbbrreeaakk  aarree..  AAtt  tthhee  eenndd  ooff  hheerr  ttoouurr,,  wwiitthh  aaiirrlliinnee  

ttiicckkeettss  iinn  hhaanndd,,  sshhee  hhaass  aann  iimmppoorrttaanntt  ddeecciissiioonn  ttoo  mmaakkee..  TThhee  ffiinnaall  sscceenneess  ttaakkee  ppllaaccee  wwiitthh  

EEvveellyynn’’ss  ffaammiillyy  bbaacckk  iinn  tthhee  SSttaatteess..  TThhee  bbooookk  bbeeggiinnss,,  ““FFrroomm  rriivvuulleettss  ttoo  aa  ssttrreeaamm  ttoo  aa  

ttoorrrreenntt..  FFoorrcceess  ooff  nnaattuurree  sshhaappeedd  mmyy  lliiffee,,  ffrroomm  iinnnnoocceennccee  ttoo  sseexxuuaall  aawwaakkeenniinngg  ttoo  ppaassssiioonn..  

TThhee  eemmoottiioonnaall  eeddddiieess  tthhaatt  fflloowweedd  tthhrroouugghh  tthhee  hhiillllss  aanndd  gguulllliieess  ooff  mmyy  MMoonnttaannaa  cchhiillddhhoooodd  

bbeeggaann  aass  ssiilleenntt  ssttrreeaammss  ooff  rreelliiggiioouuss  rreevveerreennccee  aanndd  ffaammiillyy  pprrootteeccttiioonn..  TThheeyy  ccrreepptt  aalloonngg  aatt  aa  

ccrreeeekk’’ss  ppaaccee  wwhheenn  II  wwaass  aa  tteeeenn  iinn  CCaalliiffoorrnniiaa  aanndd  eerruupptteedd  lliikkee  aa  ssttoorrmm--ssttiirrrreedd  oocceeaann  aass  II  

eenntteerreedd  mmyy  ttwweennttiieess  aanndd  lliivveedd  iinn  PPuueerrttoo  RRiiccoo  aanndd  MMeexxiiccoo..  AA  ttssuunnaammii  ooff  ppaassssiioonn  sswweepptt  

mmee  aawwaayy  wwhheenn  II  wwaass  ttwweennttyy--ttwwoo  aanndd  aa  PPeeaaccee  CCoorrppss  vvoolluunntteeeerr  iinn  PPeerruu..””  

******************************************************************** 

 
 
 

FROM David George, CWC Central Board President 

 
If it hasn’t already arrived in your mailbox, you’ll soon receive the latest 

edition of the Literary Review.  Now in its fourth year, it’s on its way to 
establishing itself as a CWC institution.   

 
 Sadly costs are rising.  In order to maintain a quality publication while 

balancing our budget, we have instituted a submission fee beginning with the 
next issue.  Going forward, $10 per submitter must accompany each submission 
of up two pieces submitted at the same time, payable by Pay Pal or by check.   

 
Find submission guidelines and payment details on the CWC website, 

www.calwrites.org.  The deadline is November 30, 2015, and we look forward to 
reviewing your fine writing. 
 
******************************************************************************************** 
 
 

http://www.calwrites.org/
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From Bob Isill, HDCWD Programs/Publicity 
 
Dave LaRoche, Editor of the Literary Review, says that the Literary Review will 
be published and distributed about mid-September.  High Desert is publishing the 
photo of the great cover for this upcoming issue of the Inkslinger, along with a 
notice to our membership that their correct address is listed. 
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Presidents Message 

 Shirley Ferrante 
 

Fall is upon us. The leaves are turning glorious colors of red and gold. The wind is 

carrying them here, there and everywhere. Summer may have ended, but your FAW has 

begun new adventures.   

Liz Breshears, Community Outreach Coordinator, has organized a timeline for the 

writing contest for Fremont high schoolers sponsored by your FAW. 

10/23/15 Deadline for information distributed to high schools 
11/14/15 Deadline for Essays (postmark date)  
12/11/15 Judging of essays (feel free to volunteer to be a judge) 
1/23/16   Awards ceremony at our January'16 meeting 
                 First Place $100, 2nd place $50, 3rd place $25 
                 Runners up will receive honorable mention certificates 
 
Robert and Kathy Garfinkle will host the FAW Holiday Pot Luck Saturday, December 5th. 
Keep an eye out for the pot luck sign-up sheet, event time and venue address. 
 
We have a preferred date in March 2016 for the FAW sponsored workshop. Your Vice 
President, Erika Anderson-Bolden, is looking into possible speakers. If you recall, the 

speaker Erika lined up for the 2015 workshop, Martha Engber, was very well received. 

 
I am pleased to announce Andrew Halligan has volunteered to take the position of FAW 
Membership Chairman.  Give a cheer for Andrew. 
 
We had a very entertaining speaker for our September meeting and she even brought 
us chocolate. Aleta George spoke on her topic: “How Research Road Trips Can Enrich 

Your Life.”  
 
Our October General Meeting Speaker will be Joshua Mohr. He is the author of five 

novels, including “Damascus,” which The New York Times called “Beat-poet cool.”  

He’s also written “Fight Song” and “Some Things that Meant the World to Me,” one of O 

Magazine’s Top 10 reads of 2009 and a San Francisco Chronicle best-seller, as well as 

“Termite Parade,” an Editors’ Choice on The New York Times Best Seller List.  His 

novel “All This Life” was recently published by Counterpoint/Soft Skull. 

Remember, should you have a friend who wants support to write, extend an invitation to 

him/her to be our guest at the next FAW General meeting, Saturday, October 24. 
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FREMONT AREA WRITERS OFFICERS 

 
President– Shirley Ferrante 

 
Vice President – Erika Anderson-Bolden 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Secretary – Joyce Cortez 

 

 

 
Treasurer – Cherilyn Jose 

 

 
Robert (Bob) Garfinkle – 

Past President, California Writers Club 

 

 FREMONT AREA WRITERS 

CHAIRPERSONS 

 

Tony Pino – Open MIC 

Jay Swartz – Nor-Cal Representative 

Andrew Halligan - Membership Chair 

Art Carey – Public Relations 

Nancy Curteman – Hospitality  

Carol Hall – Facebook Coordinator  

       Bruce Haase – Book Exchange 

Pat Van den Heuvel – Telephone Outreach 

Coordinator 

Liz Breshears – Community Outreach 

Coordinator 

Jan Small – Book Signing Coordinator 
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Tony Pino, the Open Mic Chairperson, 

leads the group. Open Mic is held 

monthly at Suju’s Coffee Meeting 

Room, 3602 Thornton Ave., Fremont.  

 
 Jay Swartz 

NorCal  Representative 

 

 
Andrew Halligan 

Membership Chairperson 

 
Art Carey – Public Relations 

 

 

 
Nancy Curteman–Hospitality  

 

          
Carol Hall – FAW Facebook Coordinator 

 

Bruce Haase –  

Book Exchange & Authors Book Table 

  
Bruce Haase urges everyone to bring books to 

our regular meetings.  The Authors Book Table 

is a free service of the Fremont Area Writers.  

Two long tables are set up at each regular 

meeting, enough space for eight separate titles. 

  
Pat Van den Heuvel 

Telephone Outreach Coordinator          
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Liz Breshears 

Community Outreach Coordinator 

  
Jan Small, Book Signing Chairperson   

 

 

 

JACK LONDON AWARDEES FREMONT 

AREA WRITERS 

 

2009 Robert Garfinkle 

2011 Myrla Raymundo 

2013 Carol Hall 

2015    Art Carey 

     

CALENDAR 
BOARD MEETING – Fourth Saturday of the month 1:00 

pm - 2:00 pm – DeVry University, Fremont. 

 

OPEN MIC – Fourth Monday of the month  

7:00 pm – 9:00 pm. 

 

FREMONT AREA WRITERS REGULAR 

MEMBERSHIP MEETING – Fourth Saturday of the 

month, 2:00 pm -4:00 pm, DeVry University, Fremont 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     
Myrla Raymundo, MBA-Writer/Editor 

 

Ink Spots Newsletter 

 

 
 This Editor welcomes you to our  

October 2015 issue of the Ink Spots. It contains 

the latest FAW news and tidbits, poems, prose, 

essays and articles written by our members.  

 

Ink Spots is issued monthly and is 

distributed to FAW members at the club 

general meeting every month.  It is also emailed 

to those with email addresses.  

 

Ink Spots welcomes you to write articles 

and submit them to this Editor at 

raymundomyrla@gmail.com. 

       

 

******************** 

 

 

 

 

 

mailto:raymundomyrla@gmail.com
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FAWS WRITERS CORNER 
****************************** 

 

 

 

Liz Breshears 
 

REMEMBER THE CALIFORNIA WRITERS CLUB PICNIC last July?  My entry did win 2nd place 

in the "Literary Themed Desserts" contest.  
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Life in Late August 
 

      
By--Michael O’Donnell 

 

 

Notice how the days in late August result in such low turnout. 

Perhaps we become bored with long, hot afternoons  

With clear blue skies and 

Perfect days and evenings, 

Similar to how we loose interest in a baseball team 

Twenty games out and going through the motions 

Of a lost season, 

And would prefer to stay indoors 

With CSI reruns 

Or move inside one of the big box stores to shop for ‘back to school’ specials 

Which now take up the seasonal sections. 

Or maybe some are at home nursing a persistent fascia inflammation, 

Even as the setting sun moves inevitably southward each evening.  

In any event the path around the lake, the beaches, the playgrounds are near empty, 

Giving me pause to reflect on how 

 

Late summer imitates life. 

We reach a point where each day— 

Even the best ones— 

Is taken for granted. So we are lulled 

Into complacency, as if this is forever, 

And we don’t take the time  

To ‘live each special moment’ 

Until 

 

That sudden late August chill in the air that reminds of coming winter, 

Or that funny tightening in our chest, 

Or the news of a younger brother’s death, 

Or an ambulance ride to Spooner. 

 

Then, with new urgency, we are back outside 
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Joyfully observing that the setting of the sun is  

Still well above the equinox, 

Enjoying the beauty of the last of our summer 

The last of our days 

The last of our vows to never take for granted 

These clear skies and warm breezes,  

Until 

 

We hear ‘it’s only indigestion’, 

Or ‘what do you expect, the way he took care of himself?’ 

And we are exonerated, 

Free from the burden of the effort of cherishing, 

Free to stay indoors or go shopping. 

And relish in the idea that 

We have time, besides a new football season is beginning.  

     
 

************************************************************************* 

 

The Beast 

By Teresa Connelly 

 The woman’s right arm thrust forward, her finger pointing at the huddled mass on the kitchen 

floor. “What’s that thing doing in here?” 

 “I got me a dog,” the man said as a self-deprecating smile crossed his face. He walked to the 

refrigerator, got out a can of beer, popped the top and took a huge sip. “Norm and me are going rabbit 

hunting tomorrow.” He gulped down the rest of the can, scrunched it up and set it on the counter. 

 The woman leaned against the sink, reached for her lit cigarette, brought it to her lips and 

inhaled in one fluid motion. “It ain’t gonna live in this house.” 

 The man shrugged. “I knew you’d say that.” He got another beer, threw back his head and 

swallowed. “So I’m gonna build her a house out back.” 

 The woman took another puff. “Then you’d better get busy ‘cause time’s running out.” 

 “C’mon, girl,” the man said as he led the dog outside. 

 The woman laid her cigarette in the ashtray and then walked into the front room, her nylons 

swishing with every step. She turned on the television, switched channels until she was satisfied, sat on 

the couch and then lit a new cigarette. 
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 She twisted a chunk of her hair into a tight curl, bobby-pinned it tight against her scalp, then 

picked up another swatch of hair and did it again. Again and again until her head glowed from the 

sheen of the pins. She stopped only long enough to smoke, each time the end of the cigarette glowing 

like a star. When finished, the woman wrapped toilet paper around and around her head until she 

looked like a recent surgery patient. 

 All the while, from outside came sounds of sawing, swearing and pounding, accompanied by 

the occasional whine of the dog. 

 “Come outside,” the man said just as the sky was turning gray. 

 The woman followed him to the end of the yard, where now stood a finished doghouse with a 

rectangular doorway and a sharply pitched roof. The dog sported a chain attached to its collar, the other 

end looped onto a large stake.  

 The man smiled. “The dog will live out here.” He stood tall, with shoulders squared, proud of 

his work. 

 The woman turned and went into the house, sat on the couch and puffed on her cigarette. 

 He followed, stopping long enough to chug down a beer. “I’m gonna take a shower and go to 

bed.” 

 No sooner had the man disappeared down the hall when the noise began. At first it was a high-

pitched whine, but quickly escalated into an ear-piercing howl that spoke of loneliness and despair. 

 The woman opened the back door, stuck out her head and yelled, “Shut up.” 

 The dog quieted down immediately. 

 The woman went into the bedroom, put on her nightgown and got into bed. As soon as her head 

hit the pillow, the howling began again, this time louder and longer in intensity. “Go shut that dog up,” 

the woman said when her husband came out of the bathroom. 

 He went outside and cussed at the dog. It whined and whined and so the man cussed some 

more. When the dog was finally quiet, the man got in bed. Pulled the covers up to his shoulders. Closed 

his eyes. The racket began again just as the man was getting comfortable. 

 The woman punched the man on the arm and said, “You’d better keep that dog quiet or the 

neighbors will complain.” 

 The man got up and slipped on his shoes and a shirt. Cussing all the while, he walked down the 

hall and outside. When the door slammed shut, the woman felt its vibration all the way down the hall. 

 In the morning the woman unwrapped her head and took out the bobby pins. She carefully 

fluffed her hair so that the curls kept their shape. She dressed and went to the kitchen where she found 

an old cigarette in the ashtray. She lit it and inhaled, closing her eyes as the wave of nicotine hit her. 

 She looked out back and saw that the dog was gone. So was the car. “By God, he did go 

hunting.” 

  

 In the late afternoon, the man returned. He staked the dog to its chain outback and came in for a 

beer. “That dog is worthless. She wouldn’t follow the pack and jumped every time someone fired a 

gun.” 

 The woman smirked. 

 “I’ll take her back tomorrow. I’m gonna go take a shower.” The man headed down the hall. 

 The howling started up as soon as the water began to pour, so the woman stepped outside and 

yelled, “Be quiet.” 

 The dog obeyed. The woman slowly walked toward it. “What kind of beast are you?” She bent 

over to take a look. “You’re a pretty thing, aren’t you.” 

 The dog turned its sad brown eyes at the woman, laid down its head and rested its chin on its 

front paws. 

 “Look at those eyes,” the woman said. “You’d melt butter.” She rubbed the dog’s head. “My, 

your fur is soft.” 
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 The dog inched closer until she was able to lean her head against the woman’s leg. 

 The woman patted the dog on the shoulders and back. “You’re a sweety, but I’ve got work to 

do.” The woman walked away. 

 Immediately the dog began to whine, its tail flopping from side to side and its eyes wide and 

sorrowful. The woman returned, bent over and picked up the dog. She cradled it in her arms and rocked 

it like a baby. “I bet you’re hungry, poor thing.” She unhooked the dog and carried it inside. She gave it 

a bowl of water and some of the canned food her husband had brought home. The woman smiled as the 

dog wolfed down its breakfast. 

 When finished, the dog collapsed to the floor with a sigh and promptly fell asleep. 

 The woman moved her ashtray to the kitchen table, sat on a chair, and smoked with a satisfied 

smile on her face. 

 “What have you done?” the man said when he came into the kitchen. “What’s wrong with you, 

woman? I thought you didn’t want that dog in the house?” 

 “She was lonely. And hungry. I couldn’t leave her out there, all alone, another minute.” 

 The man opened the back door. “You’ve ruined her. You’ve made a pet out of her. Now I can’t 

bring her back.” The door slammed shut behind him. 

 The woman smiled, inhaled, blew smoke in the air and said, “Now, what shall I call you?”  

 The woman’s right arm thrust forward, her finger pointing at the huddled mass on the kitchen 

floor. “What’s that thing doing in here?” 

 “I got me a dog,” the man said as a self-deprecating smile crossed his face. He walked to the 

refrigerator, got out a can of beer, popped the top and took a huge sip. “Norm and me are going rabbit 

hunting tomorrow.” He gulped down the rest of the can, scrunched it up and set it on the counter. 

 The woman leaned against the sink, reached for her lit cigarette, brought it to her lips and 

inhaled in one fluid motion. “It ain’t gonna live in this house.” 

 The man shrugged. “I knew you’d say that.” He got another beer, threw back his head and 

swallowed. “So I’m gonna build her a house out back.” 

 The woman took another puff. “Then you’d better get busy ‘cause time’s running out.” 

 “C’mon, girl,” the man said as he led the dog outside. 

 The woman laid her cigarette in the ashtray and then walked into the front room, her nylons 

swishing with every step. She turned on the television, switched channels until she was satisfied, sat on 

the couch and then lit a new cigarette. 

 She twisted a chunk of her hair into a tight curl, bobby-pinned it tight against her scalp, then 

picked up another swatch of hair and did it again. Again and again until her head glowed from the 

sheen of the pins. She stopped only long enough to smoke, each time the end of the cigarette glowing 

like a star. When finished, the woman wrapped toilet paper around and around her head until she 

looked like a recent surgery patient. 

 All the while, from outside came sounds of sawing, swearing and pounding, accompanied by 

the occasional whine of the dog. 

 “Come outside,” the man said just as the sky was turning gray. 

 The woman followed him to the end of the yard, where now stood a finished doghouse with a 

rectangular doorway and a sharply pitched roof. The dog sported a chain attached to its collar, the other 

end looped onto a large stake.  

 The man smiled. “The dog will live out here.” He stood tall, with shoulders squared, proud of 

his work. 

 The woman turned and went into the house, sat on the couch and puffed on her cigarette. 

 He followed, stopping long enough to chug down a beer. “I’m gonna take a shower and go to 

bed.” 

 No sooner had the man disappeared down the hall when the noise began. At first it was a high-

pitched whine, but quickly escalated into an ear-piercing howl that spoke of loneliness and despair. 
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 The woman opened the back door, stuck out her head and yelled, “Shut up.” 

 The dog quieted down immediately. 

 The woman went into the bedroom, put on her nightgown and got into bed. As soon as her head 

hit the pillow, the howling began again, this time louder and longer in intensity. “Go shut that dog up,” 

the woman said when her husband came out of the bathroom. 

 He went outside and cussed at the dog. It whined and whined and so the man cussed some 

more. When the dog was finally quiet, the man got in bed. Pulled the covers up to his shoulders. Closed 

his eyes. The racket began again just as the man was getting comfortable. 

 The woman punched the man on the arm and said, “You’d better keep that dog quiet or the 

neighbors will complain.” 

 The man got up and slipped on his shoes and a shirt. Cussing all the while, he walked down the 

hall and outside. When the door slammed shut, the woman felt its vibration all the way down the hall. 

 In the morning the woman unwrapped her head and took out the bobby pins. She carefully 

fluffed her hair so that the curls kept their shape. She dressed and went to the kitchen where she found 

an old cigarette in the ashtray. She lit it and inhaled, closing her eyes as the wave of nicotine hit her. 

 She looked out back and saw that the dog was gone. So was the car. “By God, he did go 

hunting.” 

  

 In the late afternoon, the man returned. He staked the dog to its chain outback and came in for a 

beer. “That dog is worthless. She wouldn’t follow the pack and jumped every time someone fired a 

gun.” 

 The woman smirked. 

 “I’ll take her back tomorrow. I’m gonna go take a shower.” The man headed down the hall. 

 The howling started up as soon as the water began to pour, so the woman stepped outside and 

yelled, “Be quiet.” 

 The dog obeyed. The woman slowly walked toward it. “What kind of beast are you?” She bent 

over to take a look. “You’re a pretty thing, aren’t you?” 

 The dog turned its sad brown eyes at the woman, laid down its head and rested its chin on its 

front paws. 

 “Look at those eyes,” the woman said. “You’d melt butter.” She rubbed the dog’s head. “My, 

your fur is soft.” 

 The dog inched closer until she was able to lean her head against the woman’s leg. 

 The woman patted the dog on the shoulders and back. “You’re a sweety, but I’ve got work to 

do.” The woman walked away. 

 Immediately the dog began to whine, its tail flopping from side to side and its eyes wide and 

sorrowful. The woman returned, bent over and picked up the dog. She cradled it in her arms and rocked 

it like a baby. “I bet you’re hungry, poor thing.” She unhooked the dog and carried it inside. She gave it 

a bowl of water and some of the canned food her husband had brought home. The woman smiled as the 

dog wolfed down its breakfast. 

 When finished, the dog collapsed to the floor with a sigh and promptly fell asleep. 

 The woman moved her ashtray to the kitchen table, sat on a chair, and smoked with a satisfied 

smile on her face. 

 “What have you done?” the man said when he came into the kitchen. “What’s wrong with you, 

woman? I thought you didn’t want that dog in the house?” 

 “She was lonely. And hungry. I couldn’t leave her out there, all alone, another minute.” 

 The man opened the back door. “You’ve ruined her. You’ve made a pet out of her. Now I can’t 

bring her back.” The door slammed shut behind him. 

 The woman smiled, inhaled, blew smoke in the air and said, “Now, what shall I call you?”  

******************************************************************************** 
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SOUNDS 

 
By Shirley Ferrante 

 

Nails slowly dragged across a black chalk dusted blackboard. Admit it. You cringed and most 

likely had a flash of a long ago school experience. Sounds are evocative. 

 

            Thwarted by the lengthy signal at the corner of Paseo Padre and Mowry, I give in. I power 

down my Prius’s windows and lose myself in the sounds of the melodious waters of the modern, silver 

sculpted fountain located at the edge of the shopping center parking lot. I close my eyes and let the 

tinkling waters take me to a courtyard fountain in Hawaii, Puerto Vallarta or Acapulco. Of course it is a 

brief journey or I risk the wrath of my fellow motorists. 

 

 How I miss the lilting sound of crickets. Sometime over the last 20 years, they went missing. 

Their nightly symphonies would evoke memories of warm summer nights in San Jose spent with 

family and friends; remembered dinners under the fig tree in my maternal grandparents’ backyard, 

dates with my high school buddies at Mel’s Drive In on the Alameda, and picking grapes at dusk in a 

long gone Los Gatos vineyard.  

 

 A gas wall heater warmed my paternal grandparents’ house on Potrero Hill in San Francisco. 

With a grunt Grandpa Ferrante would gingerly lower himself to his knees and ignite the gas with a 

wooden match.  The blue and gold colored burning gas fascinated me, but I was mesmerized by the 

hissing sound of the burning gas.   I can still imagine the hiss, hiss, hiss of the gas, and it still evokes 

comfort and memories of grandma, grandpa, good food and family gatherings. 

 

  Sounds can be annoying, disruptive or unsettling and sounds can eschew the comfort of 

familiarity. As he sets off to work every morning at 6:15, my neighbor’s growling corvette doubles as 

an alarm clock. With the echoing, clanging and banging of garbage cans every Friday, the sanitation 

engineers herald the approaching weekend. The stomach sinking sound of my cat, as he up chucks a 

hair ball reminds me what is tolerated in the name of love. 

 

 Not to forget some of my favorite sounding words, heather, labyrinth, tintinnabulation. 

Tintinnabulation takes me to Edgar Allen Poe’s “The Bells”. Poe takes us on a powerful journey 

provided by the sound of “The Bells”. And last but not least the haunting sounds of the train whistle as 

it calls through the quiet of the night.  

 

********************************************************************************* 
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