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This book is dedicated to the memory of my Mother
and my Father, without whom I would not have
been.
Secondly, and not in any particular order of
impor tance, to Mrs. Barbara Hennessy of
Kennebunkport, who sat behind me on that bench
for all those years, watching me paint, I will always
remember you and our time together .
It is also dedicated to President George H.W. Bush
and especially to Mrs. Barbara Bush, who’s letters
of encouragement are not only some of my fondest
treasures but are included where relevant.
This book is also dedicated to their daughter, Mrs.
Doro B. Koch, who I sincerely hope will forgive me
for the “liberties” I took in the pages of this work of
fiction, with regards to our unexpected friendship.
And lastly, To Sasha, and even though she never
learned to read was and will forever be, the love of
my life.
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My very last painting of Walker’s Point
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I could not make this up,

even if I
was as great a writer as say, William Shakespeare,
Tom Clancy, or William Faulkner, which I am
certainly not going to remotely consider.
In a letter, I wrote:
“Dear Tiny,
It’s been a long time since the three of us had
a reunion. I’ve been taken in by Maine and spend a
lot of time painting at Walker’s Point in
Kennebunkport. I only go there on Sunday as a
“pressure relief valve” from the rigors of my other
commissions.
I have to share this with you. On the 24th of
May, a man stopped by while I was at the Point and
asked me if I could paint a portrait from a photo...
and then hands me his iPhone. With the sun
shining there is no way I can see the image well. I
tell him to email me jpegs of the photos to the
address on my business card. He does so and
eventually during the next week, we sign my
contract. In essence, I was commissioned to paint a
portrait of a loving couple and their dog.
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I spent all week getting the man and womanPuerto Rican model type - young, honey brown,
deep fascinating brownish black eyes, very
highlighted brunette hair which flowed down to
her bust line... a perfect 10. I spent the week
sketching and transferring their expressions down
perfectly, highlighted their eyes and hair, and only
had the dog to do.
Now Tiny, I knew from 6 successive Sundays,
that a very nice younger woman, actually, what
every male in the world would call a blonde
bombshell, walked an 8 year old Bloodhound,
(which was the same breed as in the reference
photo), and passed by me at about noon. In fact, I
was very attracted to her. And, she wore no
wedding rings, which led my imagination to the
thought she might be single or divorced, because in
my opinion, no male in their right mind wouldn’t
be interested in waking up next to her every
morning of their life.
I decided to bring the unfinished portrait
with me that very next Sunday with some dog
cookies, and if by chance they walked by, I’d try to
persuade the dog to sit so I could get the salient
features down on canvas... which they did, the dog
happily agreed, and 45 minutes of oil pastels later,
I turn the painting to show this woman the fruits
of my labor.
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Her comments, ... ‘Oh, that's my dog all right,
wonderfully done, I have to say, and, wait, oh, …
oh… my, that's my husband, done perfectly I might
add..., but, but, but…. who the fuck is that woman?
Speechless, I showed her the reference photo.
It was a simple tableau in an outdoor restaurant,
the dog in the middle. Did you know that
locksmiths are available on Sundays? The ‘wife’
explains to me the she works and lives in the
house they own in Boston, they have a condo in
Kennebunkport and she comes up every weekend
to relax from her business life, and to walk the dog.
He lives and works in Florida. Apparently, they
own a house there too. Then she takes out her
iPhone and connects to information and is given
the numbers of locksmiths in Boston and in West
Palm Beach. In minutes, she was successful in
arranging the transition and returned her
attention to the dog and to me…
We talked while I petted the dog, and then
suddenly she said she wanted to send me a
photograph with the same pose with her at that
same restaurant, of her husband and the dog as a
puppy, and to send it to him so when he unveiled it
in front of the brunette... he’d have some
‘esplainnin to do’, Luuuucccccyyyy.
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Truth be known, even though she offered me
three times what I was paid... I declined, and
although I consider adultery to be a mortal sin,
this man was not worth my further effort or
criticism, and besides, red flags were going off in
my head.
She asks me if she could have a printout of
the photo I was working from, and I thought, sure,
I’m done with the painting, what’s the harm in
this? So I gave her the one I had used.
She left soon thereafter, and I continued to
work on a seascape, and left around 4:30. When I
got home, I decided to call my lawyer, and left a
message for him to call me ASAP. I sent, the
husband, who shall remain nameless, an email
telling him nothing other than the painting would
be ready to be shipped to the address in Florida at
his request in the contract, soon. I also expected to
hear from her attorney sometime later Sunday or
on Monday...
I have got to get the sound track of the
Twilight Zone out of my head. “do do do do… do do
do do….”
Now, Tiny, unbeknownst to me, this affair is
about to get much more what's the word... bizarre?
On Monday, the husband emails me, and says he
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will be in Florida to pick up the painting on such
and such a date... but at this point, I know for a
fact... from a phone call from her... that he has no
keys to get into the West Palm Beach house, which
means to me that he won't be able to accept
delivery of the painting for obvious reasons. I’m
not about to send a painting, only to have it
returned. Right?
While contemplating my reply, up pops an
email from her attorney, politely asking for copies
of every thing I have on my computer and in my
files involving this portrait. Tiny, I stopped on a
dime and left two cents change, so to speak and
then reversed gear and pondered my situation.
Before all of this, I had hoped for a simple
conversation with a delightful, sensitive,
incredibly attractive woman, one whom I was
about to ask to dinner, while her Bloodhound was
the model for an oil pastel portrait. Watch out what
you wish for…
So, I decided to prepare a draft of an email for
her attorney, complete with each and every detail
containing everything- electronic files of the check,
contract, preliminary and sent reference photos,
copies of correspondences, etcetera, but a call from
my lawyer, who is also my former son-in-law,
Harold, interrupted my sending it - which, had I
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done that, I'd be in serious breach of contract, with
him, and would be in deep legal do-do, but “Gracie
do Deus”, (which is ‘Kirulu’ for ‘Thank God’), I
answered Harold’s call. Now, I await the official
subpoena to hit the send button.
The husband’s, or should I say soon to be exhusband's, later email asked me the progress and I
fibbed and told him the varnish wouldn't cure
enough to get the glare diminished enough to
photo it well...probably until Thursday... and he
seemed totally fine with that... clueless still.
I also spoke with a Maine attorney to reaffirm
Harold’s counsel, and get a second opinion, and as
it turns out Harold, who lives in Kentucky, and this
local guy agree, I’m ‘inconsequential’ and I have
nothing to lose sleep over at all... but this is one
painting... soon to be chimney smoke.
I kept asking myself all in all, how stupid is
this man? He must know his wife walks the dog
past me on Sunday. He gives me a blurry picture of
the exact dog (although I DIDN'T KNOW THIS AT
ALL) and doesn't think that any reasonable artist
might want to use anybody's Bloodhound as a
model... when he does connect the dots?... will the
fur fly? Legally, as mentioned, I'm what the legal
profession calls "inconsequential" to their whole
legal proceedings... had I asked the blonde to
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dinner... nah, I don’t even want to contemplate the
ripples that action would have caused.
So all in all, St. Joe watched over me two
times... didn't ask the blonde to dinner, and then I
didn't send the email... but I guess he was also
looking over her shoulder as well... but what a
strange way of informing a woman that her
husband is unfaithful.
Much later in the week, Thursday, to be
exact, I sent the painting via ground to a different
part of Florida.
Four days later, when it was
delivered and was signed for, my legal, moral,
business, and ethical commitments to this very
stupid man and his gorgeous girlfriend were over.
Then came the moral decision that both lawyers
had mentioned and that I had not resolved.
My indecision towards this particular client,
caused me to lose sleep for two nights in a row. Her
attorney emailed me again and asked politely for
the files. I had been strongly urged prior to this by
both counsels, to consider the investor first, fallout
second. I agreed philosophically concerning the
business entanglements this simple portrait of
three subjects could involve. My clients are
supposed to receive the same confidentiality as do
any other business, until of course, I, or they, do
something illegal.
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Tiny, what can I say? I had the hormones
kicked in every time I saw that blonde walk by.
She’s that pretty. Voice, like an angel. So here’s
what I did. I opened my web site, and created a
page called ‘a portrait in progress’ and explained
in detail the process of painting a portrait. And
since these were the most recent examples, yep,
you guessed it. I emailed her attorney and told him
about it being up for a couple of hours, and he
could always print the images he needed off the
internet. I further gave him an approximate time
before I deleted that specific set of images. The text
would remain the same, however, refreshed with a
different set of images.
I sleep well now.
So, what’s new with you?
LM”
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Mea Culpa …
Everything is possible. Anything is probable.
Something, well sometimes, “something” is not
only improbable and impossible, but just plain old
bullshit, or as I say, “a sea story. The characters in
this book are based upon my imagination and from
my personal interpretations of chance meetings
with other inhabitants of this planet who were and
still are “real people”. I based some of their
characters upon fictional events and some of the
others on recollections and references, which may
have actually been altered slightly from reality,
due to the mental state of the real people during
these events, as well. Other people, mentioned
however briefly, accounts of whom are just that,
factual, and provable. Certain historic figures are
mentioned, and certain events alluded to in the
chapters are for the most part a matter of record.
In some cases, those referred to will say
“nope, never happened. It’s a nice story, but just
that. No, you can’t quote that book as containing
something I said! This guy has a great
imagination, but that’s what it is.” I have neither
obtained nor asked for permission to use quotes
and memories from these public figures. I cite the
First Amendment. Just remember please, this is a
fictional account of my experiences throughout my
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lifetime, thus far, these being intertwined with
chance happenings each Sunday, while I am
painting “plein air” during the “Summah” months,
in Kennebunkport, Maine.
I sincerely hope your enjoyment of this book
is long lasting. And believe me, I’m glad I finished
it. I am used to painting one picture that says
those proverbial 10,000 words. I believe this book
will make you laugh, make you raise your eyes in
disbelief, make you weep, but in all, my desire is to
make you smile a bit.
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Me… simple, and not so short.
I’m an Artist, the kind with the pigment and
paintbrush, canvas and paper, and lately much of
my art resides inside this reliable Apple product.
I’ll paint anything you want within reason. Most of
my investors recommend me either to their
friends or to their business associates. I’ve
illustrated numerous publications, painted really
nice images for children’s stories, including their
covers.
I first began expressing myself at about four
years of age, and doing that comparatively well,
using the surplus jars of the paint-by-number kits
left over from the family, I painted my first mural,
probably very young. Or so I’ve been told, I don’t
exactly remember the age. I can, however,
distinctly remember the reaction of my mother
and my father. That they discouraged this sort of
expression would be an accurate description
although their reaction was more demonstrative.
I have really had no formal training. No BFA,
no MFA, no PhD in art. And yet, people love my
work. I paint portraits, and seascapes obviously,
but I think that each painting I attempt should be a
realistic representation of what my eyes are seeing
at any given point in time.
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I first thought of being an artist due, in part,
to being bed-ridden with Scarlet Fever as a child.
Shortly after my parents observed my true calling,
while quite ill and forced to stay home, Mom gave
me her copy of The Agony and the Ecstasy by
Irving Stone. I was to read every word of it. I read
it twice then, and countless times since, for “moral
support” when the term “starving artist” sends me
into self-imposed hibernation, and I become one
with my studio.
It was a fascinating story. If I wanted to be an
artist, Michelangelo demanded that I’d have to
draw something each and every day. Something. It
could be small, or complex. If I wanted to be an
artist, I’d have to learn to coordinate my drawing
hand, or both hands if necessary, with the muscles
within my eye. They’d have to act as one. If I
concentrated, I could eventually see myself
drawing exactly what I was looking at, and my
hand would recreate that vision almost
photographically on paper, or much later with my
paintbrush. If Master Buonarroti could figure out
how to do that so very well, why couldn’t I?
In high school, I figured out how to add to my
income. I used to sit on Sundays in the parking lot
of a Perkins Pancake House in a seaside town in
New Jersey and sketch stuff. When I’d practiced
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my solid geometry figures enough on one
particular day, I happened to see a dog in a car
looking at me. It was a German Shepard; very
striking, what is called a black and tan. He was
sitting perfectly still. I drew his portrait. By the
time I had finished, the family returned to their
car. I mentioned that the dog didn’t move a muscle
during the whole time I sketched him. I was told
that he was a police K-9 dog, and he was probably
watching my every action. The man looked at my
sketch and offered me $5.00. That was my first
sale.
I had my first serious review by art critics by
completing a 52 mural “one man show” in
Arlington, Virginia. The smallest of these
measured eight feet by five feet.
Now, due to popularity or shyness, or a
slightly odd business model - you can only find me
by word of mouth and more recently, on the
internet, and in the interest of shameless selfpromotion; you can find me on the web at http://
www.yourbasicwebpage.com/art. I also have done
quite a few medical illustrations, the latest for a
firm doing colonic cleansing. It’s a beautiful, five
section chart depicting a colon “full of shit” (FOS)
being cleansed by a power washer. It’s the
children’s books I illustrate that I find the most
pleasure, and believe me, I’ve illustrated more
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than I had ever expected. Even as retired as I am
now, I still am asked to illustrate covers and
interiors, and very recently wrote a children’s
story of my own titled “Teddy Turtle”, which is
available on Amazon as both a print edition and a
downloadable eBook.
From Monday through Saturday, I’m either
at my computer or downstairs in the studio. I rise
before the chickens, and I have been a believer in
Dupont’s favorite expression “Better Living
Through Chemistry” since I first heard their
commercial on Black and White TV, so truth be
known, often I induce myself chemically to
continue until the task has been completed.
Occasionally, this inducement is due to a friend of
mine’s home-made Grappa.
On Sundays, during the summer, I pack up
three easels, my fishing tackle box filled with oils
and oil pastels, a wooden cigar box, reinforced and
lengthened for my brushes. Another huge
container overflows with my acrylics and water
colors, various c-clamps, clips, clothespins, and
two - one gallon jugs of water for ballast, two
portfolio carriers filled with blank canvases, works
in progress, one such portfolio carrier specifically
designed for long skinny stretched canvasses. At
around 5:30 in the morning, I jump in my car, and
drive the 40 or so minutes it takes to arrive at the
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overlook parking area located at Walker’s Point in
Kennebunkport. There I paint and draw, weather
permitting, because an artist really should not be
outside, totally exposed, in a thunderstorm,
although I have tempted nature once or twice.
Usually, it just means that my art gets very wet or
if I’m doing a watercolor when it starts to sprinkle,
a painting is ruined and is unceremoniously tossed
in the trash.
There is a small outcropping of rock, just
perfect and level for an easel. I unload my
necessities off to the side, away from the pathways
leading to the “Blowing Cave” (which is also a
tourist destination and is located directly below
my vantage point), and drive down to the beach
just behind the boundaries of the Bush Compound,
pull into an area “reserved” for visitors to the
compound (with permission naturally), lock the
car, and walk back up the hill to where I’ll practice
my art. Really, just practice. I paint sections of
waves. I attempt to capture just the foam created
by the current, or capture the action of seagulls
and other marine birds and until roughly 5:00 pm,
I paint.
While painting, the hundreds of tourists who
wish to view the magnificent vista, or study the
architecture of a stately home on the end of a
peninsula, or catch a glimpse of either our Forty26

first President or his lovely wife doing whatever it
is they do… pass me by, or stop, and engage me in
conversation, share a glass of ... (well I’m really
not suppose to admit to consuming alcoholic
beverages in public, but what does one do when a
couple celebrating their marriage just happen to
stop by with a picnic basket, some champagne and
ask me to join their revelry?)
One such occasion has already caught your
attention or you wouldn’t be reading this now.
One Sunday, several years ago, on a day very
close to Labor Day, which isn’t the end of the
season for “Bush watchers” as I’ve heard them
referred to, (somewhat sarcastically)- it was very
early, perhaps around seven-thirty in the morning.
Tourists don’t begin their vigilance until around
9:00 AM. In front of me, is a majestic seascape
complete with purple clouds passing swiftly
overhead, the waves are somewhat choppy, the
ocean is a deep steel blue of a horse of that color. I
have four feet of blank canvas in front of me, and
I’m about to paint a straight line, the color of the
furthermost set of waves on the horizon. I start
from the left, exactly where I have already
penciled in the “horizon line”. I am “in the zone”
everything is blocked out, exactly like the NFL
quarterback, concentrating of forth and ten with
moments left in the game. Midway through
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painting a perfectly straight horizon line, I hear
behind me, the most god-awful, ear shattering,
loud, “blast”… like 50 fire engines blaring all at
once, and my hand jumps propelling the tip of my
brush into the painted sky, ruining both the line
and the sky. I turn and look and see no one going
down towards the Bush house and turn my
attention to the other direction. I see the taillights
of the “following” Secret Service vehicle. They are
taking the Former President and Mrs. Bush to
church a half-mile up the street.
An hour later, I hear the crunch of tires,
which to me means someone just drove into a
parking space. I turn and look. It’s one of them,
one of the Detail vehicles! And lo and behold, out
comes an agent with a broad smile on his face.
I instantly stop painting, throw down my
paintbrush, and rush to meet him. Pointing a
finger almost into his chest, I chastise him for
ruining a painting, for scaring the living shit out of
me, and if he thinks he’s so special, … profanity,
expletives, (some of the same ones deleted from
the ‘Nixon tapes’), etcetera… for about another
two or three minutes. Then, suddenly, visions of Ft.
Leavenworth fill my mind because I’ve just
verbally threatened and verbally assaulted a
Federal Agent, and I guess the handcuffs are next,
so I shut my mouth. Oops.
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I watch as he puts his arms up in a
surrendering motion, and keeps them raised while
saying, “nope Mr. Matzkin, it wasn’t us. As we
were driving by, ‘the Boss’ said, ‘watch me scare
the hell out of that artist’ and then leaned over my
shoulder and turned on the klaxon. While they
were inside church, we agents discussed this, and I
thought you deserved an explanation and an
apology from the Detail. We like your work, almost
everyone has one, and I personally felt kind of bad.
Anyway, I’m on the boat today, so I really have to
go. I’d promise it will never happen again, but with
‘the Boss’ one never knows what he’ll do …”
I held up my hand and said, “you wait right
there… give me a minute, and I’ll have a note for
you to give to ‘the Boss’ and a small painting that’s
drying for your parents.”
I did not know then, how could anyone
possible know, that the events following the
delivery of that note would change my life
completely and cause me to write this book.
The note was answered a couple of hours
later and the reply was delivered by the same
Agent. Without much of an explanation, I was
immediately escorted to the summer office within
the gates of the compound. After shaking hands
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with ’41, we had an amiable discussion about the
simple things in life, for a short time, and he
admitted that while he wanted to talk with me, he
was awaiting a call from John Madden, so our
conversation could abruptly end at any time. He
mentioned the incident briefly and gave me a tie
bar for an apology. He said, “You know Lawrence, I
get some crazy requests from time to time. I
received one yesterday, as a matter of fact, from
the Prime Minister of the Republic of Cape Verde.
Tropical place, peaceful, they speak Portuguese,
you know any? Anyway, they want me to fund an
art project. They wish to paint a continuous mural
around an eight-foot tall wall surrounding a
technical high school. They’ll volunteer some their
students to act as assistants and if the muralist is
willing, to use it as a lesson in art for them to try
after they graduate. Three months, tops. How
about it? Now, look I know a little about you, hell,
nobody gets here without my personal assistant in
possession of a file about them, and no, you can’t
see it. You’re available, though, correct? I’ll even
throw in parking for your car while you’re gone.
According to Tom, (his PA) you’re one of those
“points of light” I stressed when I was President.
You’re one of the good guys. And, Lawrence this
will be my way of an apology, think of it as three
months in the surf and turf. You game?”
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“What the hell,” I answered after little thought.
A month later, I arrived in Cape Verde.

Brendan Snyder did this cartoon of me in Cape Verde
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The book begins
I first met Steve and Joe in a bar in the airport
on the island of Santiago. I had just taken a two
hour long, hair-raising flight from the island of Sal,
where the international flight had ended. I had a
three-hour layover on Sal and was ceremoniously
introduced to “grog”, a local whiskey made from
sugar cane. Joe was a Peace Corps Volunteer, and
Steve was not. I knew nothing about them, except
that they were both intoxicated and I knew this
because I was using my own state of mind as a
measuring stick. We three were “three sheets to
the wind” in seaman’s terms. But I did know
something about Peace Corps Cape Verde based on
a file Tom gave me just before I left Portland to
connect with the flight across the Atlantic from
Kennedy.
An assignment to the Republic of Cape Verde
could be considered as being assigned to the Club
Med of Peace Corps service. Most of the nine
islands that make up this West African country
have electricity for most of the day and running
water is often available. Some houses even have
hot and cold running water and sewage systems.
But for the most part, Cape Verde is poor. Dirt
poor. Five hundred years ago, these islands were
uninhabited. The Portuguese around the time of
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Prince Henry the Navigator and of Vasco da Gama
discovered the archipelago and immediately saw
its’ potential as a safe harbor in the Atlantic and as
a stepping off point for further southern
exploration of the African coast.
The Portuguese also realized Cape Verde’s
potential as an isolated unknown area of the world,
which could be used as a training camp for the
slave trade. For almost a hundred years, the island
of Santiago was a center for this activity. There is
an ancient town, Cuidade Velha, which has been
preserved to remind the world some of mankind’s
cruelest behaviors. Marble posts, with the
remnants of iron chains still attached, had been
stained with human blood so frequently that even
today visitors cannot mistake the color of the
marble as being natural.
What makes this aspect of the slave trade so
interesting is that the Portuguese set up a system
whereby the first generation of trained slaves
would be the instructors, and the disciplinarians.
Cape Verdeans became the masters. At one point
in history a group of slaves escaped and went into
hiding in the more remote areas of Santiago;
where they remain today, and until recently, were
completely hidden and forgotten by modern Cape
Verdeans.
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Steve began the introductions with:

Chapter 1 – in Steve’s words- Joe.
“I first met Joe at one of the numerous Navy
compounds in Da Nang, Vietnam. The Tet offensive
was history, at least for now. My part in this
gruesome play had been cut short by a mortar
round which not only had disabled my legs, but my
unit’s PBR (Navyese for Patrol - Boat - River).
After convalescing and getting much needed rest,
Da Nang became a comfortable place to relax as
well. Most of the time, we were able to walk around
the hospital complex with relative ease and with a
sense of security.
“During one of these walks, I came across a
group of about twenty sailors and marines in what
appeared to be a heated debate, if you could call it
a debate.
“As I approached, I saw one man; a tall, lanky
fellow about as handsome as Abraham Lincoln,
shout a string of obscenities and walk away from
the group. I quickened my pace and fell in
alongside this stranger. That this stranger would
become my best friend throughout the next forty
years wasn’t something I thought of as an option.
But I remember our first conversation as if it were
yesterday:
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“That was some kind of argument back there,
wasn’t it?” I said, finally matching this tall fellow’s
stride.
“Nah, ‘tweren’t nothing, and besides it don’t
matter,” he said.
“What was it all about?”
“They had trouble believing the truth, that’s
all! He said curtly.
“The truth? The truth about what?” I asked.
“The truth about me!” He stopped, looked me
up and down and in a dangerous tone said: “And
who the fuck are you anyway?”
I stopped also, put my hand out and proudly
said: “Steven E. Rosenbluth, Gunner’s mate second
class, United States Navy, at your service.”
He looks at my hand, takes it after minutes of
hesitation, grips it forcefully, shakes it once, says
“Joe,” and turns towards the alley leading to the
special warfare training area.
“I have to go teach a class, see you around.”
He dismissed me and I knew it.

36

“I saw him again a week later. My legs had
completely healed, I had a new set of orders and
filled the days leading up to my departure at the
rifle range, trying to become better acquainted
with my BAR (Armyese for Browning Automatic
Rifle) It wasn’t exactly standard Navy issue
firepower being from the Second World War
vintage of Army issue equipment, but I had
borrowed it from a dead soldier and once I found a
supply Sergeant willing to give me ammunition,
my BAR, although very, very heavy, never left my
sight.
“I’m in the midst of trying to demolish a 50gallon drum, flat on my stomach, and suddenly feel
a firm hand on my shoulder. I slowly turn my head.
It’s Joe.
“Here, let me see that!” he shouts as if giving
orders.
“I raise myself, set the stock down and
gesture to Joe. He lies down, clicks off the safety,
fires a round, nods his head, fires off two more
rounds and stops. He reaches into a trouser
pocket, extracts a little combination screw driver,
you know, the brass one that has four smaller ones
inside each other like the Russian dolls I’d seen
once upon a time, and starts unscrewing a few
screws.
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“In a flash, I realize that he’s adjusting my
sights. “Hey,” I shout, “stop that!”
“He ignores me, finishes his task, looks
around and seeing no one in the vicinity, walks
down the range, picks up a rock, scratches an ‘X’
on the oil drum and trots back. Once there, he lies
down, cradles my weapon and snaps off a single
round – Bam!
“Follow me, Steve,” he says. I do.
“When we get to the oil drum, it has rolled about
fifteen feet from where it was. I could just barely
make out the two intersecting lines of the ‘X’
because in the center is a gaping hole.
“Lucky bastard!” I mumble.
“Nah, my Dad brought one of these back from
Burma after World War II. We’d go to a junkyard on
Saturdays and explode rats. Let’s see what you
can do.”
“Tipping the drum upright on its base he
takes another rock and scratches a heart. As we
walk back to my weapon, he takes out a cigarette,
lights it with a rusty Zippo, and points to one of the
many ‘no smoking signs’; “ Good thing sailors can’t
read, huh?”
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“Yeah”, I chuckle, and light one of my own
from his.
“In position again, I sight my target and let
out a sigh, and tap the trigger twice. Honestly, I’m
not the marksman I once was, but I was pretty
accurate. Both shots were in the heart, spaced
millimeters apart.
“Baby, what did the nice man do to you?” I
ask my BAR.
“Nothing much”, he says. Then waiting for
the barrel to cool, he tightens the side screws of
the sights as he says, “Let’s go have us a beer.”
“At this time in the war, or police action, or
whatever you want to call it, Da Nang was an
active place. Even at night you heard people
talking, trucks shifting gears, always moving,
helicopters landing or taking off and in the
distance, you could hear the artillery shells sent
northwards. One constant sight one saw while
walking was the long lines of Quonset huts and big
olive green tents which bordered the dirt
roadways used by jeeps and bicyclists and walkers.
“Joe stops before one faded, drab tent, opens
the front flap and motions me inside. After my
eyes adjust to the darkened environment, I notice
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three empty army field cots arranged loosely
around one, which obviously is longer and messed.
Joe motions to one of the empty ones, says “sit”
and reaches into a footlocker near his cot, and
takes out two Budweiser’s, opens both, hands one
to me and leans back gulping down half of the
beer.”
“Ah, nothing like a frosty brew after a hard
day’s work, huh?”
“So there’d you find ice?” I asked truly
enjoying the cold brew.
“I know an army cook who likes to collect
Viet Cong souvenirs. I also know some locals who
make a bunch of replicas. The cook gets his, I get
ice.”
We had just about finished our third beer
when the front flap is suddenly jerked open and in
rush two marines, obviously excited.
“Joe, you have to see this!” one says.
“Joe, get your ass up, this one’s too friggin’
amazing for you to miss.
He looks at me, chugs the remainder of the
beer and says “Yeah, what the hell, why not. You
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coming or you gonna sit here and miss the fun?”
We leave with our escorts at a jog, (or at a
double time for all those veterans reading this),
only to be joined by another twenty or so
stragglers, all heading for the motor pool, an area
distinguished by a lot of trucks, jeeps, and crates
arranged at various angles.
Upon arrival, I notice a large crown in a
circle. Joe pushes our way forward and quickly we
are looking at an enormous python, writhing in
obvious distress. Behind it triangular head is a
shape as large as a basketball.
“That bastard!” he snaps and grabs my arm,
leading me into the center of the circle. As we
walk, he points to another man. “You, come!” The
man joins us, seemingly nervous.
“OK, here’s how we’ll do this.” Joe says.
“Steve, grab his mouth and pull his jaws open. You,
what’s your name, oh never mind, you just sit
right behind that bulge and hang on tight. On the
count of three, ready – one, two, three!”
We fly into action without hesitation. First,
our unnamed companion sits on the snake. Second,
I grab the mouth and with an effort, finally open its
mouth and Joe, lying on his stomach reaches in all
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the way to his armpit and slowly ever so slowly,
retracts his arm.
Finally, his fingers show and I see that he’s
holding the carburetor of a jeep.
Seconds later, out straggles a gooey chicken,
which vanishes instantly into the crowd.
“You can let go now, Steve,” Joe says.
“You too,” he tells the other guy.
The python stays where it is and then slowly
finds it’s way away from the crowd. With
carburetor in hand, Joe walks up to one of the
Marines standing on the fringes of the rapidly
disbursing crowd.
“Henderson, if you and that motley crew of
yours ever do this again, I will personally shove
this down your throat and feed you to Gertrude
myself.”
Henderson glares at Joe and says the two
words guaranteed to get a reaction from most men,
whereupon Joe grabs the marine’s throat with one
hand, and his groin with the other, lifts him up and
deposits Henderson head first in the open latrine
pit several yards to our left, turns on a dime and
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slowly walks away.
The crowd and I take several minutes to
digest what has occurred. Henderson is trying to
get out, but keeps sliding back into what can only
be called ‘shit’, until one of his friends helps him
out.
“I’ll get that bastard,” he says to no one in
particular.
“No you won’t Josh.” A very, very large, wellmuscled marine says. “He may not look like much,
but he beat my martial arts instructor at Little
Creek in a fair fight. Do not, I repeat, do not fuck
with that man. Take his advice; leave old Gertrude
alone. The ‘Snake Doctor’ watches over her. You
think you’re the first jar head to stuff things into
her after she’s started to eat?”
“So what?” Henderson rebuts.
“So what? You idiot! Who was it, oh I dunno,
just some dumb hick. Used a bowling ball he stole
from special services. After Joe got it out, he began
pummeling the guy with the ball like it was
nothing. Took five of us to calm Joe down. He
almost got sent to the LBJ (Long Bin Jail). It took
a month for that guy to get out of sickbay. Then the
idiot tried to ambush Joe one night. I wonder what
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the corpsmen thought having to repair the guy’s
injuries. After another month in sickbay, the hick
was transferred to a supply ship off the coast.
Gertrude hasn’t been harassed since then until
you got your brilliant idea with the carburetor. I
could easily break you in two pieces right the fuck
now and not sweat a drop. The ‘Snake Doctor’
could break me in two and sweat less. Hell, you
smell like shit. Get the fuck out of here before the
zeros (officers) arrive.”
With that said, the remaining crowd
disbursed, leaving me and this giant of a man
walking together in Joe’s wake.
“You’re one lucky son of a bitch,” he said
pausing to look at me.
“Why?” I asked.
“He knows your name. He doesn’t have too
many friends but clearly he has one now.”
“So?” I said.
The sandy haired marine, about 6 foot five,
easily 300 pounds of solid corn fed muscle
chuckled and said; “the first time, Joe had no one
to help him open her jaws. You gotta be as crazy as
he is - walking over to Gertrude like that. Name’s
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Lou. Most everyone calls me Tiny.”
With that said, I left Tiny and went off in
search of my new friend.

Chapter Two – Back in Cape Verde.
Here, my memory gets a little hazy. My mind
had apparently had drifted away from the
conversation and “came to” just as a strange man
was saying:
“Please! Please, you have to help us!” We
watched as the man in front of us paced back and
forth, obviously nervous. He stopped, looked
longingly into the sky, blessed himself as Roman
Catholics do, with the sign of the cross, and
whispered, “Please?”
“Doctor Joe, you have not been easy to find. I
have visited your home in Palmerejo and left a
note. From there, went to the Peace Corps office in
Prainha, where they told me you might be at two
or three restaurants in Praia. I drove up there and
inquired at the first one, Flor di Lea. I was told that
you had left after eating lunch and were probably
on your way back to school. So I drove to your
school in Ashada São Antonio. There, a secretary
checked teacher schedules, said that you had no
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afternoon classes today, but that she overheard
you this morning saying you needed to pick up a
package at the main Post Office back in Praia. I
drove back here hoping to find you. The man at the
window remembered you and informed me that I
had just missed you by minutes. So I ran to my car,
drove around a little and finally saw you. I’m sorry
if I startled you jumping out of my car like a
madman, but Miguel is my wife’s pet and she’ll be
heartbroken if anything happens to him.”
“The man had told of his long drawn out
search almost in one sentence, barely stopping for
breath.
The explanation of his predicament,
however odd, was a crisis to him and his wife.
“You don’t understand. I haven’t even seen a
chimpanzee in more than twenty years.” Joe
replied.
However, improbable circumstance had
never affected the decisions of the ‘Snake Doctor’
before today.
Joe looks at us, shrugs and says: “Steve, LM,
do you have any plans for this afternoon?”
“No, not really, I can settle in later,” I say.
Steve concurs.
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“OK,” he says to the man, “let’s get a move
on , time’s a-wasting.”
We all piled into the front seat of the man’s
car which conveniently was parked nearby.
It was exactly at this moment that I, an
artist, someone who has the ability to create that
single image which says those proverbial 10,000
words, … sat back and decided, there and then, to
introduce the world to Joseph William Lewis.

Chapter Three – The Chimp.
The man’s car, an old Toyota pick up truck,
its flat bed full of boxes and bags, needed a new set
of shock absorbers. This became evident as he
gained speed. All the roads are cobble-stoned so
the ride was bumpy to begin with. In the hour it
took to reach Tarafal, my kidneys hurt like I had
ridden a horse all day, my head hurt from hitting
the roof of the cab hundred of times, and as we
took a turn down a dusty dirt road, the car slowed
in front of a house with a beautiful view of the
ocean miles below.
As the car finally came to a stop. We were met
by his wife, a crying young girl, and a barking dog.
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“Thank God you’re here, Carlos!” she said.
“Miguel’s thrown up everything I’ve given him to
eat.” From the shakiness in her voice, it was plain
to see that she was very worried.
“Well, let’s go inside” Joe says, whereupon
introductions are given and we are led into a
spacious living room. The furniture, although very
well used, is clean. There are few ‘creature
comforts’ but all in all, the scenery gives the
appearance of a comfortable home.
The chimpanzee is pacing the room,
obviously agitated and watches us with two beady
dark brown bloodshot eyes. The child has stopped
crying. We are offered and accept a glass of bottled
water. Joe sits in a comfortable easy chair and
opens his threadbare, Naval issue hospital
corpsman knapsack – taking out a stethoscope, a
thermometer, and a pair of rubber gloves, which
he puts on with a lot of snapping noise.
“Moments pass. The dog, which has stopped
barking in favor of a low threatening growl, sits in
front of the little girl. Joe whistles and motions the
dog to come to him. The dog, some variety of
African mutt, stands, tucks his tail and saunters
over to Joe to smell his outstretched hand. The dog
sits and while Joe is scratching his ears, he calls to
Miguel.”
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“Miguel looks to the child and then to the
woman. She nods her approval and he slowly
walks towards Joe. Joe gets up and meets the
chimp half way, stops and slowly bends his knees
and squats into an ‘N’, looks Miguel in the eyes and
shrieks no less than fifteen guttural ‘ape-like’
phrases, looks at me, smiles one of his very rare
smiles and says, “I learned that in Kenya. I don’t
have a clue to what it means but I know for sure
that it’s sort of what a momma chimp tells a
youngster when she wants him. I loved watching
the chimps along the side of the road I used to
h i t ch h i ke a n d ge t r i d e s t o Na i r o b i . T h e
chimpanzees would grab a birch tree; pull it down
to the ground. One would sit on the trunk; the
others would release the trunk and catapult the
rider into a fir tree. Hitting the fir, they’d
corkscrew down the branches on their backs.
They’d do it for long periods of time, but every so
often, I’d hear that sound. One of them would hightail it home.”
The chimp, standing flatfooted, does nothing,
then suddenly takes his left index finger and
touches his upper lip; curls back both lips and
smiles, showing all of his front teeth.
Joe grunts a different series of sounds,
reaches out and touches Miguel’s stomach and
leaves it there. With his other hand he inserts the
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stethoscope into his ears using slow deliberate
moves. Miguel is focused on the finger touching his
stomach. The chimp grabs Joe’s finger and Joe
retracts his arm leading Miguel forward ever so
slowly. The room is so quiet; I swore that I heard
several pins drop.
Breaking the silence, Joe says, “Miguel, let
me hear your heart” and places the receptor left of
center of Miguel’s chest. Minutes pass while Joe
shifts the position eventually taking most of the
time listening to Miguel’s back.
“Aw come here little fellow,” he says as he
reaches behind the chimp, cradling Miguel in his
arms. Miguel rests his head on Joe’s shoulder and
looks directly at me and sighs while exhaling
softly. I am close enough to them to tell that Miguel
has very bad breath. All this time, Joe is still
listening to the chimp’s breathing, taking all the
time in the world.
Finished, he takes off the stethoscope while
holding the chimpanzee very securely, reaches
into the bag, retrieves the thermometer, shakes it
vigorously while saying to me, “I’m not exactly
sure what the normal temperature for a
chimpanzee is but this little guy is really warm.
The trick is to make him understand that the
thermometer isn’t food”.
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By the time I had envisioned a chimp
chomping down on a glass thermometer, chewing
shards of glass mixed with Mercury, and uttered,
“What did you say?” Joe had shoved the rectal
thermometer into its’ proper place, whereas
Miguel lifts his head, stares Joe directly in the eye,
displaying utter surprise and indignation, shrieks,
tries to move, tries to move again, and then grabs a
handful of Joe’s hair. Joe, in a deep rumble grunts
four distinct sounds.
Miguel shakes his head vigorously, still
trying to move his arms, determined to reach
down and pull out the thermometer. Joe repeats
the same sounds and suddenly, Miguel releases his
hair, sighs and once again calmly rests his head on
Joe’s shoulder. He looks directly into my eyes and
for a moment I felt attached to the inner thoughts
of the two of them.
The ordeal over, Joe looks at the fecal
encrusted thermometer, twists it several times,
hands it to Steve and says, “Shit, Steve, I’m getting
old. I can’t read this damn thing. Find my glasses
or tell me what it says”.
With about the same effort he was finally able
to read 104 and told him so. Joe repositions the
chimp and starts to take Miguel’s pulse. Miguel
immediately takes an interest in Joe’s watch and
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immediately begins to follow the sweep second
hand with his other hand. Joe looks away, listening
to something inside that complexity called his
mind. Not knowing him well, I’m thinking he’s
either lost in thought or listening to a song in his
head.
He finally looks at Miguel, holds him under
the armpits and sets him on the floor. Once
released, Miguel swaggers over to me. He curls his
lips, utters something, and walks over to the little
girl who embraces him.
“How long has he had diarrhea?” he asks the
mother.
“Three, four days,” she says.
“When did the runny nose start?”
“Ten days ago, I think.”
“Well, instead of driving all over the island
looking for me, why didn’t you contact Dr. Semedo
in Fazenda?”
“He killed a cat of ours. She went in to be
spayed, and he used too much anesthesia. I don’t
trust him.”
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“Don’t let it go for so long next time. Who
usually looks after him?
“I tell my doctor from the clinic what’s
wrong, and he tells us what to do.”
“Where did you get him? Chimpanzees are
not native here,” Joe says.
At this point, our driver answers the
question. “I bought him in Dakar. He was so small
and cute. Sandra carried him cuddled like a real
baby. No one said a word on the plane. That was
two years ago. Everyone knows him.”
“Well, he needs a veterinarian” Joe begins.
“Dr. Semedo’s the only one I know here, so you
might change your attitude for his sake. By the
very rapid heartbeat, rapid pulse, obvious sinus
and intestinal problems, bad breath and what I
believe to be a slight fever, Miguel’s fighting some
kind of an infection. Can’t say what kind without
blood work, stool and urine tests and an X-ray. It
maybe something as simple as a cold or flu, maybe
worse. Maybe Miguel has some intestinal worms,
maybe a form of encephalomyelitis from a
mosquito bite.
“All I have with me are a few packets of
dehydration remedy, some Gatorade to make it
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taste better, and Cipro, that I’m supposed to be
taking for a cat bite that is infected. But I’ve had
worse and the PCMO (Peace Corps Medical Officer)
gave me forty tablets. That’s a ten-day supply. A
doctor told me once that Cipro is the ‘nuclear bomb
of antibiotics’ so it should do the trick. If after ten
days, Miguel isn’t his fun-loving self, make your
peace with Dr. Semedo.
“I’ll also give him some Pepto-Bismol, “Joe
says as he reaches into his bag. He takes out the
familiar pink box, walks over to the chimp, tears
the plastic wrap, takes two and pops them into his
mouth as Miguel watches. He exaggerates
chewing, swallows, and opens his mouth showing
the chimp that his mouth is indeed empty. He then
hands Miguel four of the pink tablets. Miguel
digests them and grabs the box from Joe,
unwrapping and eating six more.
“So much for the diarrhea unless he’s a bit
wormy”, Joe chuckles. “Do you have any fruit
juice?” We have to wash this down with something,
don’t we Miguel?” Joe asks.
“Also, you might want to wrap the Cipro in a
slice of banana.”
“No need,” says the mother. “He takes his
pills just like Joslinda.”
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“Well, use the empty Cipro bottle for a stool
sample before you go to Fazenda. Dr. Semedo will
still want to draw blood, even if Miguel recovers
quickly. But make sure he takes all of the Cipro.”
“With that said, he turned and left the room.
And once again, we followed in his footsteps.

Chapter Four – Joe’s Past, Part 1.
Later that day, Steve began a narrative:
“Neither of us had been born in any place of
consequence. I was from a small post-industrial
town in the middle of Connecticut, Joe, from a
small fishing village in northern Maine.
“Some people consider the times we grew up
in to be of some vital consequence to the history of
America. By the time of our meeting in 1968, we
had both completed high school, gotten Bs and As
in most subjects, had high school sweethearts,
went to our Junior and Senior proms, went out for
and played sports, and loved life.
“As time matured our friendship, I found that
we both had wanted to go to college after high
school, wanted to find a spot of land to build a
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small house, to find the perfect mate, to have a
couple of kids, and to live happily ever after. And
until recently, this described my life, that is, up to
the time I found my high school sweetheart in bed
with one of my employees.
“Joe’s post high school days were cut short
by two rather earth shattering events. The first
came by mail; the second was whispered into his
ear in the back seat of his father’s car. “I’m
pregnant,” she said. She told him the very same
night he was preparing to tell her that he had just
been drafted.
“Normally, her news would have thrilled most
men, but his news wouldn’t have thrilled most
women. Joe isn’t most men. “I handled it rather
badly,” he said one day while reminiscing, “I
panicked and left her the next day, high and dry.
Walked straight into the Navy Recruiter’s office
and volunteered to be a Hospital Corpsman. A
week later, I arrived at Great Lakes and went
started intensive training.
“June, July, and August, stateside. Joe
arrived in the Republic of South Vietnam in
September and was assigned to offer medical
assistance to the United States Marine Corps, as
they in turn were assigned to offer tactical
assistance to the Army and Navy of the Republic of
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South Vietnam. Joe spent October through
December of 1967, and January through March of
1968 with numerous Marine detachments,
depending upon the attrition of hospital corpsmen
in these units due to casualties.
“My own river boat (PBR)” Steve went on,
“and I, arrived to offer the South Vietnamese Navy
tactical and logistical support during operations in
the Mekong Delta in January of 1968. We were ‘in
the ‘Nam’ during the Tet Offensive. Lately, I’ve
read a few books describing those times, of the
heroism displayed, which in my august opinion,
has yet to be adequately addressed. What horrors
Joe and I saw, to this day, reside in our memories,
but somehow we survived.
“But this is now and that was then. By the
time Joe adjusted the sights of my BAR, we were
experienced veterans of a foreign war.
“I remember some snips of our conversations
when we were able to see each other during the
summer months of 1968. He was often elsewhere,
and usually needed a few days to himself after
returning from a mission with the Marines. I was
told that he was like that in San Diego as well. He
usually kept to himself but during training was an
aggressive team player, sometimes asking an
instructor to repeat an explanation several times
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until the group understood the lesson and the
reasoning behind the lesson. “I used to quote my
father’s favorite expression; ‘ the more you sweat
in peace, the less you bleed in war’,” he said one
day in response to a question. “That’s always been
my philosophy,” he added.
“He must have felt that he hadn’t sweated
enough because if I remember correctly, he was
awarded three combat-related Purple Hearts.
That’s a lot of shed blood.
“Joe’s father had been in World War II. In the
Pacific theater. In Burma. Part of the Merrill’s
Marauders, one of the meanest, most
accomplished, most decorated task force that ever
put on the uniform of an American soldier. Even
today, members of elite Special Forces wear the
campaign crest of the Merrill’s Marauders and to
this day, the United States Army sends a full
military funeral detachment whenever one of the
remaining members passes away.
“Manuel Rodrigo Lewis was seventeen when
his best friend died on the USS Arizona during the
attack on Pearl Harbor. His enlistment took days to
process. It wasn’t until 1942, after training in
Panama, that the Marauders were sent to Burma
to free the Burma Road from the Japanese. China
needed these supply lines. In 1945, just prior to
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the end of the war, Manuel Lewis had seen enough
of the jungles of Burma to be an expert on jungle
warfare. With two Silver Stars, Manuel returned to
Maine to start his family.
“Whatever lessons Manuel could have taught
his only son about life and combat, the most
important, without a doubt, was that a soldier had
to be very quiet while fighting. When Joe arrived in
Vietnam, he had a deja vu (sort of). Somewhere in
his chromosomes were his father’s survival
instincts. People said it was spooky, as he seemed
to blend into the jungle while attending to the
wounded. I have already described his accuracy
with my BAR. If Joe hadn’t decided to save lives
rather than take them, he would have been an
excellent SEAL. Manuel had taught his son to
shoot most types of weaponry at an early age. I
heard a story about Joe once, claiming that
someone had seen him ignite a wooden match from
100 yards.
“No Steve, nobody’s that good,” he told me in
response to my ‘did you ever...?’ question. “I tried
for over an hour. Broke most of them. But to be
honest, I’d have loved to light just one...”
“During the next seven months, I had the
opportunity to work with Joe once. Someone in the
Pentagon, or wherever they think up strategies
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and plans for offensive actions, had decided to
send a strong contingency of Marines, up the
Mekong River to the Kien Hoa Province. To get
there, they used our boats. We traveled at night.
And ran into an ambush. It happened so fast that
the first three PBRs in the column took enough fire
to disable them. No, that’s not correct. One was
blown out of the water, not disabled. I didn’t think
anyone survived. My boat, the third in the column,
started sinking. The one behind us was raked with
small arms fire, and then exploded. I vaguely
remember hearing someone screaming for a while.
I certainly lost consciousness because I vividly
remember awakening, Joe looking into my eyes,
motioning me to keep quiet.
“While looking around, getting my bearings, I
noticed one PBR on its’ side burning about 20
yards away. I was in neck high water. As I looked
behind me, I saw seven heads and shoulders with a
blanket of river reeds over them. It was hard to see
them, even though they were only a few feet away
from me. Later, I found out that Joe had secured us
in a line, using our belts. I was in the front, all were
severely wounded, and one looked dead.
“Watch them for me. Wait an hour and if you
think it’s safe, cross the river, and float
downstream.” With that he slipped under the
muddy, cold, brown water. Minutes later, a squad
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of Viet Cong passed over us on their way to
ambush anyone who decided to come back for the
fallen Americans. None of them looked our way,
perhaps because we were so well concealed,
perhaps because God was watching our backsides.
“Twenty or so minutes later, it’s eerily quiet.
Not a sound to be heard except the insects and the
gentle slapping of the river against the riverbank.
Suddenly, a series of explosions rips up the
shoreline near the now smoldering PBR. First a
small one, then three in rapid succession, a fourth
moments later, then BOOM, BOOM, BOOM, some
small arms fire, then deathly quiet again.
“Fifteen or so minutes later, up bobs Joe’s
head. I don’t need to describe the warmth one feels
as urine flows down a pant’s leg. “Don’t ever do
that again,” I said with the deadliest of intentions.
“Sure, no problem, next time I’ll unbutton
your pants first and pull your dick out. Now, let’s
get out of here, OK?” he whispered.
“Weeks later, I had the occasion to listen to a
couple of Marine captains talking over beers. My
ears perked hearing the name ‘Snake Doctor’.
“You should read the report Stan”, one was
saying. “So this squid corpsman, armed with a K61

bar (knife), and a garrote he’s made using braided
4.0 suture silk, goes to war. I mean it; the guy’s
calm enough to braid strands of thread, and then
goes off into the bush. He said he strangled or
knifed six of them to get enough grenades to rig up
a few surprises for Charlie. He then has to cool his
heels while a dozen or more arrive. They set up
four 50’s (50mm caliber automatic weapons) and
sit back waiting for the rest of TP-117 to return,
reinforced.
“Well, this snake doctor, or whatever he’s
called, decided it’s time for Charlie to see the error
of his ways, so to speak. This guy says he used the
rest of his suture silk to rig up a bunch of trip
wires. They guy should teach demolition at Paris
Island, Stan.”
“The other officer shifted slightly looking like
he’d heard the man describing cows flying over the
moon. ‘You’re exaggerating, Bill.’
“Nope, I shit you not, Stan. I was able to see a
sketch he made at the General’s request. He laid
his grenades out, predicting where a body would
fall, which set off the next one before some other
dink was able to move, which set off the others,
borrows one of their rifles and shoots the ones
merely wounded. He then slinks off in search of his
buddies up river. Then he leads this motley crew
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south. Takes two days to find us.”
“How many confirmed (dead)?” Stan asked.
“At this point, I stopped drinking my own
beer as Bill said, “wait a minute, and I’m not
finished.” “Yes you are, sir.” I interrupted. “I can
tell you the rest of the story. I’m here alive because
of the Snake Doctor. You might as well hear it from
a better source than some General’s secretary.
“We didn’t stop and look at the carnage. We
floated a while longer and left the river from its
southern bank. A click or two from there we were
stopped while resting. Joe, that’s his name by the
way, said he had to check up ahead and left us.
Twenty minutes later, much to the south, I hear a
fire fight, or rather a lot of shooting, one shot, a lot
of shooting, one shot, - like that until finally the
shooting stops. Ten minutes later, Joe returns,
bleeding from a head wound. “Bastard almost got
me.” he smirks, in obvious pain. (It was the first of
many times that I would bandage him, but neither
of us knew that then).
“We break camp and trudge off in the
direction Joe had come from. Along the footpath, I
start to notice bodies placed in a row, gracefully
reposed in death with their arms crossed over
their chests. Eight or nine, I can’t remember. “Look
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don’t touch!” he says. Those fuckers are wired
from head to toe. I’m glad I’m not a scavenger in
this swamp”, he said.
“By then, we were pretty exhausted and as
luck would have it, the trail ended at a small beach.
In the distance, haze gray and underway, was a
U.S. Coast Guard Cutter. We signaled each other.
They sent a whaleboat. While we loaded the six
wounded and one dead marine, fire erupted from
the jungle. Joe grabs one of the Coasties M-1s or
M-16s (I forget which), the guy’s ammo belt and
takes a position behind some driftwood. He starts
popping off rounds with a smile on his face. Three,
one, three, one, three -one, continuous fire - one,
one, and one.
“At about this time, the Cutter starts shelling
the shoreline. The coxswain yells to Joe, he sprints
and jumps into the whaleboat just as the driftwood
explodes due to either friendly or unfriendly fire.
We didn’t stay to figure out the answer. The
whaleboat picks up speed and we are on our way to
safety. The skipper of the Cutter eventually
radioed our units and gave us a lift back to Da
Nang.”
“Coast Guard?” Bill asked.
“Yeah, the fucking U.S. of A. Coast Guard.
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Apparently, they’ve had a base on one of the
islands in the Gulf of Thailand ever since the
French left in ‘64. Strange people, very strange
people. Their unit crest reads ‘Sat Cong’ (kill
Cong). The boat we were on had six battle Es on
the superstructure. Either they were lying all the
time or they really have more ‘confirmed’ as you
put it, than a bunch of your sorry assed outfits, I
said, clearing the air and concluding my part in
their conversation. Those Coasties were something
else. The guys I met were certifiable ‘I love me
jacket’ candidates (straight jacket). They were
nuts. Joe and I got along with them easily because
they thought Joe was nuts. What they thought of
me I don’t know. We had a reunion of sorts later in
the fall of 1969.”

Chapter Five –Joe’s Past, Part 2
While returning to his house in Palmerejo, we
had a chance to see different scenery as our
chauffeur decided to take the northeast road,
making our return journey longer. As we rejoined
the main road to Praia, Joe asks, “Why on earth
would you want to keep a chimpanzee?”
“He’s great, listens better than my daughter
most of the time. He’s very clean and even walks
the dog for me.”
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“Joe looks at Steve with a big smirk on his
face. “Did I ever tell you about Betty, a chimp I
helped care for when I worked for Crett’s Petting
Zoo?”
“Pray tell old friend, he said.”
“Third year of college, I got antsy. Decided I
needed a break, so I took a semester off. Applied
for a BEOG (Basic Education Opportunities Grant),
got it, and figured I have enough for traveling
expenses. I went to a few classes, handed in a
paper or two before I left, and split to Florida to
visit my Grandparents.
“My Grandfather, God rest his soul, had a
saying, ‘relatives and fish get old after three days’.
I saw an ad in the Miami Herald, and after the final
of the three-day visit, I left to become the newest
member of a traveling zoo. Rides, goats, sheep, a
giant turtle, some deer, birds, a couple of mean
spirited spider monkeys, a placid llama, a Shetland
pony and Betty, a four year old male chimpanzee
who liked to smoke hashish. 1972 or 1973?.
Anyway, I stayed with them for a couple of months,
as the pay was very good.
“I had to drive one of the trucks with a ride
attached, and basically clean up the soiled sawdust
each night. The other guys would get Betty loaded
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and then get him to perform what can only be
called ‘feats of strength’. They had Betty lifting
boulders to set up the restraining areas. Betty
lifted an automobile garage sized tool cabinet from
ride to ride as we set up in a new town. Five,
maybe six hundred pounds if an ounce. I saw him
lift the back of a VW Bug while two men pulled out
the engine.”
“For real?” I inquired.
“I swear on my mother’s ashes,” he said. “One
day, one of the guys got Betty very angry. The fool
kept shadowboxing with him. I never actually saw
Betty become aggressive. He believed in avoidance.
He walks away from this guy and finds a shady
area under a tree. Sits, and starts to play with his
feet. The guy, I couldn’t remember his name if I
wanted to, walks over to Betty imitating a TV
Chimp (maybe Cheetah) and stands in front of him
exaggerating the movements.
“Betty, no longer interested in his foot, gets
up slowly, walks past the guy, ignoring him
completely, walks up to an unattached Peter built
cab used to haul the animals, reaches under the
front left tire, squats, stands, propelling the cab
over on it’s right side. He wasn’t through.
“Betty takes a few steps backward, slams the
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undercarriage with his shoulder tipping it over on
its roof. Then, very calmly, he walks back to the
shade of the tree and resumes his foot inspection.
“The whole crew got fired that day, somewhat
understandably. That was what a four-year old
chimp can do. Miguel’s two and a half.” Getting the
driver’s attention, Joe adds, “That’s what you have
to look forward to in terms of Miguel’s future
strength. I had a hell of a time holding him to take
his temperature”.
“Luckily for me, Joe continues, “I’ve studied a
little Aikido since meeting Betty. I used to go to the
Jewish community center in Portland three nights
a week. Aikido’s total defense, very much in tune
with me.” He added, “You have to anchor your
‘center’ to the earth.”
Well, there’s no doubt that Joe isn’t what
you’d call physically intimidating. He certainly
wouldn’t get a job modeling for a Michelangelo
sculpture. However, to me at this point, he had an
inner strength and ‘cold, hazel eyes’, or as Steve
put it succinctly, “smart eyes’. Eyes that reach
immediately into your mind, size you up and if he
thinks you are found wanting or pose a threat to
those under his assumed protection, after a glare,
he’ll verbalize; ‘it’s a great day to die. My will’s
written, is yours?”
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“I’ve seen him intentionally avoid countless
opportunities to display his defensive combat skills
by merely adopting a severe facial expression. He
tends to talk very slow, enunciating every syllable,
every word, making it very clear that your actions
are making it difficult for him not to think of you as
a threat”, Steve concluded with a smile.
“Come to think of it,“ Joe said, interrupting
my thoughts, “I must have been drawn to the
defensive side of things. I don’t fully understand
myself sometimes. I’m absolutely sure that if you
have an overpowering offensive move, there’s no
need for defensive tactics.
“Maybe I owe it all to Sergeant Fred Triano. I
certainly must credit him with teaching me my
first form of self-defense. Dad used to beat the hell
out of me over small stuff, like breaking the handle
of a shovel, or not telling the absolute truth while
explaining my ‘errors in judgment’. His dad was
physically abusive according to today’s standards,
and I was once told that my great-grandfather was
a real son of a bitch when it came to family
discipline. Sure, I deserved a spanking when I
disrespected him or mom, but...
“Anyway, I’m ten or eleven and am coming
home from school or somewhere. A local
policeman, Sergeant Triano, pulls up and motions
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me into his police car. He begins by telling me that
he’s heard that I have a pretty rough home life.
Then he tries to explain that a lot of World War II
veterans were noticed to be ‘overly disciplinarian’
in their child rearing practices. He also knew that
my dad was on painkillers at that time and told me
that these drugs did some strange things to a
person’s mind. Remember, I’m just a kid so he
didn’t use these fancy words. Hell, this guy was
second generation Italian and now and again when
I hear Father Guido Sarducci on Saturday Night
Live, I think of Sgt. Triano.
“He couldn’t talk perfect English, but he
could box. And apparently, he was an excellent
boxing instructor. He ran an after-school program
at the local YMCA and rather strongly suggested
that I make the time available to attend. I found
out years later that my mother had spoken with
him about my own self-confidence issues. The icing
on the cake so to speak, was that my father also
thought it was a good idea, and let me join the
Police Athletic League’s Golden Gloves boxing
program a month later.
“After six more years of training, most of it
centering around self-discipline and the need not
to fight, hours of exercises, punching heavy bags,
throwing medicine balls, getting punched and
defending myself against larger, older kids,
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winning second place and finally first place
trophies during exhibitions at the K of C, after all
that, I actually accomplished something, or maybe
several some things.”
“I’ll bite, what did you accomplish?”
“Well, the first is that I defeated a guy in ten
beautiful rounds who later made a name for
himself in the history of professional boxing.”
“Who?” I really was curious.
“Not a chance buddy. Number one, you’d
never believe me even though I still have the
newspaper clipping somewhere, and two, you’d
still never believe me. The trophy I won is in a box
in my sister’s attic. Ask Steve someday.”
“OK, I’ll pass. What else?”
“Well, during these years, Dad was still pretty
violent. Sergeant Triano’s motto was that we
should never start a fight but always be prepared
to finish one. I amended this to include seeing a
man hit a woman sometime later in life as the only
grounds that I would start a fight.
“Well, one day, Dad slapped Mom during an
argument. I came out of my bedroom, saw the
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action, got his attention, and hit him with a right
cross. He dropped like a stone. Mom brought me
over to her parent’s house for a while. When I went
home, the family talked a lot. But Dad never hit
any of us again. Maybe I helped him. Maybe he was
going through PTSD like some of us after Vietnam.
I never gave it much thought because home life
became comfortable and I was dealing with my
own issues then.”
“What else?” I asked, as this was getting
interesting.
“Well, the whole point of learning self defense
is that you eventually portray power through
confidence. I know of only one way to be confident
and that’s to be determined enough to continue
practicing a skill or learning a lesson, over and
over again until it becomes not second nature but
‘first nature’ As if you learned it when you were a
baby. Not something created by adrenaline, but
rather something that comes as natural as
thinking, crawling or eating. You don’t think about
all the muscles and brain messages used to hold a
fork or a spoon, right? No, after repetition as a
child, you just reach and use it.”
It was time for me enter the conversation. I
mentioned to both Joe and Steve that I knew
exactly what was meant. Anybody and everybody
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who wishes to improve anything needs to practice.
In fact, anyone who wishes to simply retain his or
her current skill level needs to practice. Golfer,
musician, artist, public speaker, surgeon, and trial
lawyer – all must practice to perform well. The
improvement one gets will be in direct proportion
to the time spent practicing if: what one practices
is mechanically correct. That practice time is used
properly- is it quality time or just time? The time is
divided into frequent periods rather than devoted
to one long lesson.
I said more about mental practice, which
occurs before you even enter your studio. Consider
the stories that came from prisoners of war in
Vietnam. Men who were incarcerated for several
years learned to play a guitar by practicing
chording on a “homemade stick and box with
strings”. There were no sounds, but they learned
to play. Musical pieces were also performed on a
“wooden board piano” with keys drawn on a board.
There was no key movement and no sound, but
pupils mentally “heard” the songs and they
learned to play. Closer to my heart, is the story of a
US military officer who was in a prisoner of war
camp for six years and who carried a four
handicap in golf before his capture. Although he
did not hit a single golf ball while he was
imprisoned, he did practice mentally every day.
Three weeks after his release, he shot a 75 in a
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pro-am tournament. He hadn’t hit a ball in six
years, but he had practiced- in his mind.
“Practicing to establish a correct and lasting
“groove” is like running a trickle of water down a
dirt bank. With enough volume and repetition, the
water makes a channel. The longer the water runs
down that bank, the deeper the channel gets. If it
stops running, the channel begins to fill in.
Sometimes the channel is not the most direct one
and the water takes a circuitous route. Eventually
the water gets to the bottom, even though it takes
longer and the route is inefficient. That circuitous
channel, like a flawed interpretation of someone’s
nose, or chin, or smile, or a representation of a tree
that would fall over if it ever was affected by the
real forces of gravity, can be altered to become
more efficient, more correct, but a lot of “water”
must run down the new route before its course
becomes “set”. For a while it may go in both
directions.
We practice to gain “muscle memory. To be
correct, muscles do not have the ability to
remember. But the neuromuscular system’s
pathways that carry messages from the brain, can
be developed to be more efficient through practice,
practice and more practice.
Remember, performance deteriorates when
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practice stops.
“I think I understand,” Steve said, and
continued, “a habit is a difficult thing to change.
Imagine a person who is accustomed to turning a
doorknob clockwise with the right hand because
she’s been doing it that way all her life. Then
someone says, ‘If you lear n to tur n it
counterclockwise it will take less effort and you’ll
do it faster!’ So this person tries. Each time her
first instinct is to put the “old clockwise move” on
the knob, but she stops and thinks, ‘hey you –
counterclockwise’. After a while, after many
attempts, ‘Counterclockwise’ begins to replace
‘clockwise’ as her habitual way of opening every
door. That is, until someone yells “FIRE!”. Then
she runs to the door and ‘clock-wises the knob’, a
complete reversion under pressure.
Joe contributed: “The most powerful answer I
can come up with is practice - over learn, if there is
such a thing. Practice after all makes permanent”.
“And, of all people in this world, Steve would
understand,” he said looking away. “He’d certainly
understand the third accomplishment in life I
learned through self-defense. That being, of course,
that when you’re faced with insurmountable odds,
sometimes it’s best to run away, then sneak back
and take out your opponents one by one.
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Remember the Mekong Delta?”
“I certainly do”, said Steve.

Chapter Six- Joe’s Past, Part 3.
Taking a deep breath and exhaling it, Steve
shifted position and said, “I also have never seen
Joe display any lack of patience or to display
violence toward any child or animal. I’ve seen him
dry salty tears from the cheeks of frightened
children, calm nervous, kicking horses, put collars
and leads on very vicious dogs, vicious due only to
Man’s inhumanity. He’s light-hearted enough to
badly attempt dancing a tango. His softer side is as
gentle as an infants face when brushed with a
feather. In an instant, I’ve heard his voice soften to
an angelic whisper calming a spitting kitten. He
can easily coo a baby to sleep in minutes.
“His ability to communicate with animals is
unique. I witnessed one such example about a year
ago. During a full moon, a group of Peace Corps
volunteers held an informal get together on the
beach in Prainha. We had heard a dog barking
somewhere for a while. Joe wanders off to
investigate, leading six volunteers, and of course, I
followed. We end up in the middle of a very steep
rock formation.
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“Down below, in a tidal pool, is a medium
sized nondescript dog, which is pacing back and
forth, whining and barking. We could see that the
tide was coming in, which in time would drown the
dog if being bashed against the rocks didn’t first
kill it. The dog was obviously trapped and needed
help instantly, or be drowned.
“I’ll be right back,” Joe says and jumps down
ten or twelve feet, bunches and rolls like a
parachutist and in the same motion, tackles the
dog, cradles it in his arm, and while the dog
struggles for freedom, begins his ascent up the
cliff-face. We see him pause momentarily about
four feet from the top and then continue up,
eventually reaching us and handing me the dog.
“She’s got a litter of pups in a crevice about
four feet down,” he says and gets down on his
stomach, slithers over the edge until all we can see
are the soles of his sandals. Now, I’ve done my
share of sit-ups suspended upside-down from a
pull-up bar and can speak from experience. This is
painful. Besides which, the rocks are volcanic
basalt which can easily tear skin to shreds.
“I see his hand holding a puppy and as I grab
it, he bends back into a ‘C’ (for lack of a better
description), retrieves another and another as we
hand them back to each other in sort of a fire
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bucket brigade line. The tide is steadily coming in
and the ocean could care less about the unfolding
drama. We are being pelted by salt spray from
crashing waves and just as he says, “that’s it”, he’s
struck by a serious wave and is sucked into the
water. Holding the last puppy in one hand over his
head, he starts swimming away from shore.
“Is he crazy?” one of the volunteers blurts.
“Just wait and watch”, I said. I knew that we
had both gone through a water survival course at
NAS Pensacola because we got to ride in an F-14A
Tomcat once years ago. No one, not even the
President of the United States rides in a Navy
Tomcat without a week at Pensacola since Tomcats
usually only fly over water. Joe knew what to do in
the water, I was sure, and if not, well, for all
purposes; I supposed I could help if he needed me.
“He’s out about thirty yards, treading water
until the seventh wave in the series propels him
forward. Lying on his back, the wave pushes him
feet first into the rocks. He grabs a hold and holds
on until the action of the wave stops, then climbs
as fast as possible up to us.
“Once ashore, he puts the waterlogged puppy
down, sits on a rock, and says, “Steve, I need a
cigarette, give me one will you? Mine are a little
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wet.” and laughs while shaking his head like a wet
dog, spraying me as well.
“The mother of the pups sees her litter being
fondled over, the last being dried by a male
volunteer. She cautiously approaches, sniffs a few
of them and walks over to where Joe is sitting.
After circling for moments, she lies down in front
of him. Slowly she gets up and walks over to one of
the puppies on the ground, puts it in her mouth,
walks back and places it at Joe’s feet. She does this
with all eight puppies. Finally as she lays down,
they start to scramble to get into position to nurse.
Joe sits smoking while scratching her behind her
ears, petting her back.
“He finally stands up and says, ‘Let’s leave
her alone for a while. She’ll probably have her
hands full finding a better den. We have some extra
food and water at the beach. Let’s find her some
shelter and get her something to eat,’ he says after
tossing his cigarette into the ocean.
“As rewarding as it sounds, we did just that,
and thanks to Joe, certain Peace Corps volunteers
have another remarkable in-country experience to
remember for the rest of their lives.
“He didn’t get away without a scratch, so to
speak. I could see that his left hand was already
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beginning to swell. “Damn sea urchins,” he
remarked, showing me his cut and swollen hand.
“Forgot about them.”
“When we were finally back at the campsite,
and after a brief search, we found a sheltered
recess, transferred the puppies, now quite actively
enjoying the volunteer’s attention, and shortly
there afterwards, while feeding their mother the
remains of our barbecue, I had a chance to inspect
the damage done by the rocks and the urchins by
the light of our campfire.
“If you’ve never seen or eaten sea urchin,
don’t be embarrassed. It’s an oriental delicacy that
tastes like shit. They are nothing more than a little
black ball covered with hundreds of inch long (and
larger) thin needles, almost like a thistle. If you
step on them with unprotected feet, these needles
puncture your skin causing pain worthy of an
Oxicontin or two and a dose of antibiotics. These
always needles break off. It’s a little like touching a
Cholea (pronounced choiyyya) cactus if you’ve
ever been that unfortunate or had your dog run
through a stand of them in Arizona.
“Sorry buddy, you have to do the honors,” he
says, handing me the tweezers from his Swiss
army knife. “This hurts a little.”
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“And for the next half hour, with the light of
the campfire and various flashlights donated by
the volunteers, I pulled needle after needle out of
Joe’s hand, until at one point in time, he told me
that he’d rather put his hand into the campfire and
burn them off.
“That would be a lot less painful,” he winced.

Chapter Seven – Joe’s Past, Part 4.
As we pulled into the dirt path in front of
Joe’s house, the driver thanked us again, promised
to return with Miguel next week and pulled to a
stop.
We got out and went inside as the man drove
away. Joe’s house, a one story concrete rectangle
about two hundred feet by one hundred feet, which
looked like every other house in the neighborhood
with noticeable exceptions, the first being a large
American flag duct taped to the door, the second
being a rather long wind chime made from rusty
metal tubes of various thicknesses and lengths.
Some were aluminum, some steel, some of other
metals, the longest being almost a yard long, the
shortest was about three inches. I touched it very
gently as we walked inside. As the Plexiglas striker
hit the smallest, a sound resonated a beautiful
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sound, reminding me of waterfalls, Strauss
waltzes, and a harp played by Harpo Marx.
Once in his living room, you cannot help but
notice that the entire area was dominated by a
long green Astroturf rug. A three and a half inch
hole had been cut out and I almost tripped over
several golf balls lying near the hole.
According to Steve, “Before departing for the
country assigned to him by the Peace Corps, he
carefully packed a short set (3,5,7 and 9 irons, a
putter and a pitching wedge, three sleeves of
Titleist balls, and a selection of his fishing gear.
The Astroturf was an unrecorded disposal of a
small part of one of the American Embassy’s
tennis courts.”
He then pointed to a far corner, to an object,
quite out of place on the floor. Steve chuckled,
pointed to it, and said, “just after he arrived, Joe
put a white plastic toilet seat, its lid open and if
you look down, you’ll see that in the center is a
Peace Corps Emergency Evacuation instruction
manual open to the table of contents.
“Joe had been a Peace Corps volunteer before
in 1974, and had been assigned to teach English in
the East African nation named Kenya. Armed with
a brand new BA, a bunch of books and “a lot of
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useless stuff” (his quote not mine), he spent the
next two years with a tribe named the Masai,
somewhere east of the Rift Valley.
“Upon his return to the states, he entered
and graduated from Tufts University Veterinary
Medicine program. Nineteen years later, he once
again completed the process to become a Peace
Corps Volunteer.
“Whether or not you realize it, a host country
must first ask the President of the United States
for Peace Corps volunteers. One might not also
realize that becoming a PCV is more complicated
than obtaining a Top Secret Security clearance.
You don’t have to be completely mentally and
physically fit for a classified clearance.
“Licensed psychologists posing as Returned
volunteers probably do the initial interview.
Several more interviews filter out the less than
dedicated. During this process, potential
volunteers are required to give their written
opinions on a variety of subjects. These, I suppose,
are also evaluated at some point by the State
Department higher-ups.
“Medical and dental, sight and hearing
requirements are extremely stringent and the
applicant must foot the bill for all costs including
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tests, retests and so on but excluding the cost of
the initial medical assessment. If your body is
broke, you have to fix it before leaving the United
States. You also have to pay for many of the
vaccinations needed for each specific country.
“The object of these exercises is to send the
individual with sound teeth and a reasonably
healthy body into areas where no politician would
ever be seen in public or at least without some
fully-armed security. And for the next two years,
this body and those teeth would be tested - in some
cases, to the limit, believe me.
“When John F itzgerald Kennedy and
Sergeant Shriver first organized the Peace Corps,
volunteers took a short course in survival training
at Fort Benning, Georgia. Ft. Benning is now the
home of the training site for the U.S. Army’s Green
Berets. The Peace Corps stopped using this facility
due to lack of training space available to train noncombatants. Ft. Benning was somewhat busy
during the late 1960’s and early ‘70s I would
imagine.
“In addition, the FBI background check, the
site descriptions provided by other returned
volunteers tend to weed out the faint at heart.
However, once selected, the candidate is given a
no-fee passport, and an eighty pound airplane
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luggage limit.
The plane ticket is for the staging area in
Philadelphia, PA. You meet the people you will be
sitting next to during the long flight to your
selected country. Once in country, you begin a
three month, ‘Pre-service’ training period where
further selection processes are administered.
Trainees obviously must become somewhat
proficient using the local languages, be sensitive to
the local moral atmosphere, given advice and
instruction concerning medical and safety issues
as individualistic as the geology of each served
country. But most of all, the trainee must be
deemed to be an appropriate representative of our
country by a handful of individuals, in a purely
arbitrary setting.
“In less sophisticated words, you are, from
the time you wake up until the time you sleep, ‘in a
fish bowl’ and during this period of pre-service,
your every thought and action are ripped open by
often insensitive bureaucrats - locals who know
that they have a job to protect because none of
their neighbors have jobs, a country director who
exemplifies the first ‘Peter Principle’ (rising to the
highest level of incompetence) and after a rather
personal and intensive final interview, you are
given the proscribed resources to arrive at a
location to ‘go forth and do good things’. The
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following night, at an official ceremony presided
over by numerous local and U.S. Government
officials, Peace Corps Volunteers raise their right
hands and repeat the exact same oath that the
President, every successful politician, and every
member of the military has said since President
Washington; “I, so and so, do solemnly swear...
etcetera, ... so help me God.”
“Volunteers take this oath as seriously, I have
been told, as does any service person and as does
the newly inaugurated President.
“Joe had once mentioned a song that they
sang during his first Peace Corps service in Kenya.
It was sung to the tune of ninety-nine bottles of
beer on the wall. The ‘bottles’ were volunteers and
they ‘came off the wall’ for humorous and serious
reasons, such as snake bite, volcanic eruptions,
falling into quicksand, being kidnapped by
headhunters in the South Pacific, being run over
by a herd of wildebeests, being stung by multiple
centipedes, or by arguing with the Country
Director or Admin personnel. Horrible ways to die,
or to leave the Peace Corps with unfinished
business. The last one alive is awarded with a
Peace Corps service pin that he or she finds the
purchase price taken from their readjustment
allowance.
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“Usually, between twenty-five and thirty-five
candidates leave the U.S. for their country
assignment. If fifteen actually complete their
contract, the Peace Corps considers that the
volunteer program is successful. Considering the
attrition rate of Navy SEALs, the American public
should be very confident to know that they get
their ‘taxes worth’ out of those who complete and
certainly from those volunteers who decide that
early termination is a way to leave government
service with dignity. But underlying all of this is
that these people are ‘volunteers’ in every sense of
the word. No one is forcing them under orders to
take frigid showers in bacteriological toxic waters,
live near refuse areas that would disturb the
Environmental Protection Agency, or miles away
from any other Americans with or without
electricity. They are, however, guaranteed three
things. First, they will receive $200.00 per month
as a salary. Second and often overlooked, is that
they will be provided with a bed to sleep on and
thirdly, a roof over their head or in other words, a
house, hut, tent (or whatever) of their own. In
some societies, the PCV will find that the bed is in a
room, in a building, that houses twenty families,
which can be quite a shock.
“Many volunteers leave due to the inability to
adapt to the customs of the host country. A very
large percentage of female volunteers leave after
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being sexually assaulted by host-countr y
nationals. A growing small percentage of male
volunteers leave for the same reason. Most leave
after their bodies are invaded by mysterious
parasites or by diseases. A few leave because they
are frustrated beyond reasonable tolerances by
the REMF (rear echelon mother fucker) mentality
of in-country Peace Corps staff. It’s the age-old
battle to determine which came first - the egg or
the chicken, the atom or the God. In this case, the
staff is reluctant to admit that without the
volunteers, they’d be unemployed ex-government
workers. The volunteers also are reluctant to
admit that they need the staff.
“We have all met (or are) the government
employee at Motor Vehicles, the Veterans
Administration or at the local town hall – met
someone who has worked the same job at the same
desk for years uncounted. They have built a
‘fortress’ around their offices, serving only those
worthy of their attention, filtering difficult
decisions down the chain of command, never
upwards.
“Still, with all these obstacles and hardships,
the remaining volunteers envision doing great
things for those less fortunate. Volunteers may
then be faced with a host country government that
really isn’t fond of the ‘American influence’ and
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isn’t eager to see the poor become middle class.
Many host countries enjoy the benefits from the
‘free labor’ of the volunteers, or the availability to
receive hard currency from the U.S. and the United
Nations and give ‘lip service’ to any actual
beneficial social program such as AIDS awareness
or Gender equality.
“Volunteers are frequently faced with
providing their own funding for community
development projects until the local populace
decides that the program is important and work
with the volunteer to make it ‘sustainable’. At
some point, volunteers decide on early termination
due to host-country inactivity, being told that their
project is on the agenda but not this year. The
volunteer turns to the in-country staff for
assistance, fingers point accusingly, looking for
someone to blame for the inefficiency, someone to
accept responsibility for the lack of urgency,
someone to somehow get the ‘process’ moving
forward. Early terminations due to this are all too
frequent and common.
“Joe, after his first Peace Corps experience,
after eight years of Active Duty, four of which were
in the Pentagon, and after his retirement from the
Naval Reserves, after all the years of interacting
with the personalities of his patients and their
concerned or oblivious owners, was able to curb
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the levels of his own frustration during the preservice training.
“He, fortunately for the Peace Corps, had a
skill; he already was familiar with the host
country’s language. He knew that his patients
would either find him or he’d find them. He was
requested to set up a small veterinary clinic slash
teaching college. He was expected to use local
resources to build and staff the clinic and try to
save some of the $200.00 a month salary for
emergencies.
“Since he was familiar with Portuguese, the
language of his grandfather and his grandfather’s
father, he included this fact in his initial
application. The Peace Corps asked him to consider
an assignment to the Cape Verde Islands, an
archipelago of nine inhabited islands, 200 miles
west of the country of Senegal, West Africa. During
the recent twenty-five years of independence, Cape
Verde had only eight Veterinarians. These vets
were treating Swine Flu, a strain of Bacillus
Anthracis that ravaged the goat population as well
as a few humans, and were now faced with canine
encephalomyelitis, caused by a morbillivirus,
borne by mosquitoes. The fact health care
physicians were also faced with the human version
and a growing malaria problem meant little to
influence Joe’s decision. ‘This is a nasty bastard
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that affects not only the unvaccinated street
animals but the vaccine only prevents the
systemic form. Vaccinated dogs and a lot of other
animals, horses included, can be affected by the
neurological for of this virus,’ he mentioned one
day.”
“LM, I hate mosquitoes. One female can draw
blood from one person and while digesting and
processing the blood certain really bad parasites
attach themselves to the blood cells. She then goes
off and has the potential of re-infecting ten more
people during her lifetime. In many parts of Africa,
she can infect these unfortunates, with one of six
diseases. She can give you Malaria, Yellow Fever,
Dengue Fever, Rift Valley Fever, West Nile Fever, or
E n c e p h a l o my e l i t i s . I t ’ s c e r t a i n ly k n o w n
throughout the world that, if untreated by
antibiotics, death results 99 and 44 one
hundredths percent of the time, (to use the old
purity scale of an Ivory soap commercial).
“Well, mosquitoes also suck the blood of dogs.
Roughly, this is what causes what we Americans
call ‘canine distemper’. We don’t have a lot of
distemper due to our insistence of vaccinating
puppies, but it didn’t take a giant leap of logic to
understand that Cape Verdean veterinarians had a
serious problem on their hands.

91

“LM, what can I say? After signing over my
practice to a partner, packing what supplies I
thought I’d need, you know - the golf clubs, the
fishing gear, a week’s worth of clothes, and stuffing
everything into a bag used by a friend who played
professional hockey, I thought I was ready for
anything. On my last day, after dinner with my
father, I went into my old bedroom. I remember
pausing, looking around, noticing that nothing had
changed since my mother’s funeral and seeing my
campaign ribbons in their little wood and glass
frame on one far wall.
“I turned and walked the few steps it took to
stand in front of this representation of twentythree years serving my country. The five rows of
brightly colored ribbons and the one at the top.
The colors, I suppose, still attracted me, especially
the uppermost light blue one, framed in gold above
the Navy Cross, the Silver and the Bronze Stars.
“I took it off the wall, noticing, at once, the
faded tobacco stained paint which bordered a
brighter rectangle. This room had always been a
place of comfort and security for me. I slept here
the night before going off to a war and since I felt
that I was going into harm’s way again, I opened
my shoulder bag, shifted a few things and put the
shadowbox inside, zipping it closed without
hesitation. Hell, LM, nothing I’d be facing could be
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that bad, right? I mean really. I honestly didn’t
figure to lose sleep after a day of killing
mosquitoes.”

Chapter Eight- Mutual friendsTshells®
Much later in our discussions, Joe mentions a
letter he wrote to Barbara Bush. This peaked my
interest because I have had my own interactions
with Mrs. Bush, especially after that “note” finally
reached her husband. If you need to, go back to
Prelude 1, which explains my reasoning. But I was
interested, we had something in common, so I
asked Joe to explain. He reached into his back
pocket and handed me a much folded, packet of
papers. I read it thoroughly and many years later,
Steve sent me this copy for you, the reader.
“To: Mrs. Barbara Bush
The Bush Compound
Walker’s Point
Kennebunkport, Maine 04043
From: Dr. Joseph W. Lewis, DVM, CHMA, PCV
November 5, 2000
Dear Mrs. Bush,
Greetings from the Republic of Cape Verde, West
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Africa. If I may use a moment to refresh your
memory, we have met before. If I am correct, you
still buy your dog Sadie, food from Mr. Sweet’s
store in Kennebunk, during your summers in
Maine. I was the middle-aged gentleman who
waited on you occasionally. And while you did not
need me to treat Millie or Sadie, I was the primary
groomer for Rocky and Erica, two of the Secret
Service dogs at the compound.
You might also remember me as the person who
spoiled your putt one day due to my “driving the
green” at the fifth hole at Cape Arundel. Honestly, I
still cannot believe that I hit a ball 395 yards, or
that my ball came to rest inches from your own.
But I maintain that I did yell “fore”.
It is because of your interest in the game of golf
that I am asking for a little bit of your time. At
present, I am a Peace Corps Volunteer living on an
island in the Atlantic, trying to establish an animal
clinic. I brought a few clubs with me to practice
hitting out of fairway bunkers and practicing my
sand shots, but occasionally, I let loose with my 3
iron and drive a ball into the surf. The local
children thoroughly enjoy retrieving the balls after
the ocean deposits them on the beach.
One day, while driving balls into the ocean, I
inadvertently sliced the top off of one of the sea
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shells lying about. Somehow, I had created the
perfect “tee”.
Believe me, Mrs. Bush; I think I know how Isaac
Newton felt when that apple hit him on the head in
the shade of that fateful apple tree. The word
“Eureka” came instantly into my mind.
Primarily, a bag of eighteen tees costs us
between fifty cents and five dollars, depending, of
course, upon the fees charged at the country club,
driving range, or the municipal golf course we
choose for that day’s outing.
They have one and only one purpose, this being
to hold the golf ball in an upright position until we
strike the ball. The ball usually flies forward and
often we find that the tee has broken and we
assume that once raked away, the tee will
ultimately rot in a compost heap that the
groundskeeper uses for fertilizer.
I asked myself, how many wooden tees are
produced each year worldwide? Billions? How
many are discarded annually? Billions? I’m sure
many of us keep souvenirs from special places. I
myself treasure tees purchased at Augusta, Pebble
Beach, Pinehurst and St. Andrews. But, for the
most part, we golfers ignore the loss of a tee.

95

I further wondered about the number of board
feet of lumber could be saved if only half the
number of tees were manufactured each year.
Would the cost of a 2 x 4 used in home
construction be reduced by cents or dollars?
According to the PGA and the LPGA rule books,
there are no prohibitions against using natural
objects as a tee. One professional golfer, Laura
Davies, scoops a pile of dirt for a tee. We use wood,
I suppose, simply because we have no other
natural alternative.
Consider for a moment, Mesalia brevialis
(LAMK). At first glance, it looks like a colorful,
miniature ice cream cone topped with a scoop of
ice cream. I have never seen aquatic life emerge
from the shells once they are deposited on the
beach by the action of the ocean. I do not believe
them to be an endangered species due to sighting
the thousands that arrive with each new tide.
Interesting enough, the cone is a perfect
“Archimedes screw”. A slight twist of the wrist is
all it takes to tee a ball in dry, hard, compacted
dirt. Often, Tshells®, as I call them, break upon
contact just like the wooden tees. However, they
are made of limestone which once fragmented is
disbursed instantaneously onto the tee box.
Limestone, you may not know, makes grass
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greener. Groundskeepers would not have to
fertilize, as often, which would make golfers happy.
Additionally, golf is played here on the island of
Santiago in Cape Verde. It’s sunny every day, little
rain to speak of, and a slight breeze comes from
the ocean to keep things cool at 95° Fahrenheit.
The golf field I occasionally use is part of the U.S.
Embassy’s recreation complex. It has eighteen
measured holes. There is a scorecard and course
layout, printed in 1988. These are a highly prized
item, passed down among golfers who pass
through Cape Verde.
There are, however, young boys, caddies if you
will, who know every meter of the layout, and who
are aggressive ball finders. They have to be as golf
balls are another highly prized item in Cape Verde.
Also, they have to fend off the goats, sheep and
cows that graze in the rough. Goats have been
known to like the taste of a golf ball. These
youngsters love the game, and are excellent
caddies. Usually one will attach himself to you and
use extrasensory perception to meet you at the
first tee, even if you were not scheduled to play on
a given day.
Gas or electric powered carts are unavailable as
there is no clubhouse to store them. Conditions
here would be considered primitive to seasoned
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golfers such as ourselves. The first tee is a little
difficult to describe so please bear with me.
Imagine a cinder block square filled with a “Buster
Brown” colored dirt. Or maybe mahogany.
The fairway in front of you is clearly visible
because it’s a layer of golden sand. The rough’s on
either side spaced about 25 yards apart go off into
the distance. Since the first hole is a bit of a dog-leg
left, you can’t see the green from the tee. It’s best
that way, I think. The green is a circle of very fine
black sand, trucked from a beautiful seaside town
named Pedra Badejo. There are sand traps filled
with the pure white sand from Maio, another of
Cape Verde’s inhabited islands. There are no pins
to shoot for but your caddie will point out that
everyone aims for the center of the green. If you
have learned to putt in a sand trap, you may hole
out into a submerged tin cup that once contained
tuna fish.
My handicap suffered tremendously until I
decided to visit the beaches of Pedra Badejo and
practice putting.
Mrs. Bush, it wasn’t my intention to rattle on
about golf or sea shells. I’m a simple man. I have an
idea and could use some help. I’m here to set up an
animal clinic and to train as many interested Cape
Verdeans as I can find. In the meantime, I have to
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assure the Government of Cape Verde that the
clinic will be self-reliable and sustainable after my
Peace Corps contract expires and I return to
Maine. I will have to establish a supply line for the
needed medicines, and medical apparatus that will
be used by the future veterinary assistants. I have
to also develop a system to disburse both of these
throughout the islands of Cape Verde. It takes a
steady income to perpetuate a no cost animal
clinic and veterinary school.
The Republic of Cape Verde is a desperately
poor third world nation. Roughly one hundred and
eleven escudos equal an American dollar. On any
given day, you can see countless children begging
for money to buy food. The government has few
social programs to offer these children aid. Often,
they depend upon the generosity of the few
tourists who come to Cape Verde from Europe and
Brazil.
My idea is to employ these street orphans to
pick up the shells at low tide, paying one escudo
per shell. Low tide is usually from 11:00 PM until
4:00 AM. After resting, these children will need
something to do during the daylight hours. Since I
have to construct a building for the clinic and
sufficient classrooms to train the veterinary
assistants, including a dormitory, kitchen, and
extra classroom would not be too difficult. These
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children would be required to live there, attend a
program of elementary education, and eat two
meals in the cafeteria, in order to earn the money.
At present, a carpenter has offered to slice the
tops off the shells for ten escudos per eighteen
Tshells®. The price includes grinding a recess to
hold the ball meeting the specifications of a
wooden tee. He has also offered to polish them but
once polished; these tees have the appearance of
mother-of-pearl, which makes them, in my opinion,
too beautiful to be used by golfers but rather
should be worn as jewelry.
Nonetheless, if Tshells® were sold via the
internet, QVC, the Oprah Winfrey Show, or
“piggybacked” by providers of golf equipment, and
the demand for them equaled their potential, I
personally wouldn’t be able to find the time to
practice medicine, thereby violating my contract
with the Peace Corps.
My dilemma is a choice between giving needed
aid to the animals of Cape Verde and offering some
of their poorest citizens a chance for a future.
Further, once collected and cut, the shells must
be packaged, advertised and shipped, adding about
100 escudos in additional production costs.
International customs would probably add another
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twenty escudos to the wholesale price to markets
in countries that have golf courses. Total
expenditures per eighteen Tshells® would be 148
escudos. Would American, Japanese, British or
South African golfers pay $1.50 for golf tees? I
believe so.
I was going to excuse myself again for taking up
so much of your time but if you’ve read this letter
to this point, it’s a little too late for an apology
because I have more to write.
The immediate problem is that I am far too busy
treating sick animals to supervise the running of a
golf tee producing factory. I presented this
proposal to both the Peace Corps and American
Embassy’s Community Development Specialists.
Both are excited about the prospects of an
enterprise such as this and suggested that I
contact Cape Verde an investors, but are limited by
their own regulations concerning the development
of an international industry and Cape Verde has
very few individuals with the financial where-withall to contribute. The Cape Verde Ministry of
Education has offered to find an elementary
education teacher for the children.
I have located a piece of property near one area
where the shells are abundant, have spoken with
architects and found a construction company
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willing to build on the site. To make Tshells® a
reality, I must raise a lot of money. In addition, I
must solve the problems associated with
international marketing.
I am writing to you specifically for advice, not
money. You and your husband are avid golfers and
I believe that President Bush is an expert in the
area of International Affairs and can offer valuable
advice as to the establishment of international
trade. The people of the Republic of Cape Verde
need innovative solutions to their economic woes.
Admittedly, golf tees would not solve all of their
economic problems but this certainly is a unique
opportunity.
I am a simple country Veterinarian, and am not
suited to be, nor do I want to be a CEO of a golf tee
producing corporation. Can you offer any advice?
Respectfully yours,
Joseph W. Lewis, DVM, CMHA, PCV”

Chapter Nine – Tempus – Fugit.
“You actually sent that letter?” I asked after
Steve confirmed Joe’s story.
“Sure, why not? Joe added, “I even told the
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Embassy and the Peace Corps that I had written a
letter to her, and they didn’t voice any concerns. I
really didn’t know what else to do. I obviously was
in way over my head. I never wanted to be the CEO
of anything and certainly didn’t think that I’d be as
rich as Steve Jobs. On the one hand, taking jobs
away from the lumber industry bothered me, but
on the other hand, giving a ‘high colonic’ to the
economy of a third world nation was too great a
temptation to resist.”
And maybe, just maybe, God was looking over
the Republic of Cape Verde and decided to send Joe
across the ocean as a modern day ‘Moses’ to
deliver them from their economic ‘bondage’.
Barbara Bush did answer his letter, but it took a
while.

Chapter Ten– Joe and Lixo
“You should tell him about that other project,
Joe,” Steve suggested, arriving with a glass halffull of grog. Half- full, half-empty, I didn’t care as
long as that glass had something in it. Which is
exactly my philosophy concerning that specific
metaphysical debate.
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“Cape Verdeans discard a lot of trash that
they call ‘leeshoe’ but spell lixo. They have no
compunction against throwing their trash into the
street, on the beach, or into ravines along the sides
of their roads. On the outskirts of Praia, the
nation’s capital, there is an open sewage landfill
the size of O’Hare International Airport. “It’s really
easy to determine the direction from which the
wind is blowing,” Joe said, taking a healthy belt of
his glass of grog. “The north wind smells like
rotting garbage. The south wind is distinguished by
the smell of the chemicals they use to ignite the
trash. The east wind smells like an overflowing
septic tank. It’s the west wind that can be
confusing. It’s either someone cooking dinner very
close to you or it’s the east wind and somehow,
you’ve turned yourself around. You get my point
though.”
On the island of Santiago, the trash heaps,
refuse piles, pit latrines, open grazing of livestock
and such certainly contributed to the variety of
odors wafted in the off shore breeze. “It’s funny,
but culturally speaking, one sees people defecating
in public, urinating anywhere, however, if someone
expels gas loudly, it’s a social crime.” Joe once
remarked. “Cholera and Hepatitis A are a problem
only when it rains. The farmers use human
excrement to fertilize their small gardens. And
since it only rains during the months of August,
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September, and October, this gives doctors enough
time during the rest of the year to contact the
World Health Organization and obtain needed
medicines.”
Historically, Cape Verde has been given the
distinction of being the birthplace of every Atlantic
hurricane that Mother Nature has developed. The
Broma Seca (pronounced brooma saykka) is the
dry winds that come from the Sahara Desert
during January through May. Most of the
archipelago is covered with dusty clouds, lowering
the daily temperature somewhat, protecting the
islands from the extreme heat that the Sahara
generates. Not being a meteorologist, Joe tried to
explain how these winds are essential to the
formation of tropical storms that gather strength
during their voyage over the Atlantic and
eventually are given names like Hugo or Andrew,
or most recently like Katrina, and are then
categorized according to strength. Category five
hurricanes are the strongest recorded. These
usually quickly sweep past the ‘barlavento’ islands
of Santo Antão, São Vicente, São Nicolau, Sal and
BoaVista, leaving the ‘sotavento’ islands of Brava,
Fogo, Santiago and Maio dry for most of the year.
Predictably, the islands face years of drought.
As a result, the vast majority of fresh produce has
been imported throughout the country’s 500 year
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history. “But when it does rain,” Joe added, “the
water filters through the trash on its way to the
aquifer. It is not wise to drink the water without
boiling, adding bleach or purification tablets and
only very stupid tourists swim in the ocean during
the rainy season.
There are three side effects to this rain. One
being that the islands become green, lush with
vegetation and the farmers are able to grow corn
and beans but the runoff, highly saturated with
fecal matter, goes into the ocean. The second being
that the foraging animals and the packs of roving
street dogs drink the water from standing puddles,
water that has been filtered by trash and feces.
They often get very ill, convulse and die a short
distance from these water holes adding to the
smell and are another source of disease. Third, and
perhaps more devastating, these puddles take time
to evaporate. During this time, mosquito larvae
have matured, as have the ticks and fleas in the
fields.
Steve, adds that it doesn’t take a rocket
scientist to understand that extremely polluted
water would cause some interesting biological
mutations if ingested on a regular basis.
Regardless, what happens is pretty simple to
envision. Once the crops and the fleas and ticks
mature, problems arise rather quickly. First the
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‘ecto’ and ‘endo’ parasites invade unvaccinated
animals, the ticks and fleas attack the others,
humans included. The mosquitoes, well, they just
take advantage of every source of blood.
“Before you know it, the rains have stopped
for the year and twenty or so doctors and the eight
veterinarians are faced with several of cases of
Plague caused by the fleas, Rickettsial Pox and
hemorrhagic fever caused by the ticks, and of
course, encephalomyelitis, which also attacks the
donkeys and horses. I shouldn’t forget to mention
the fifteen children who died of encephalomyelitis
and the ten who came died from malaria, as well as
the one case last year of Lassa fever. Some rodent,
probably a Guinea Pig, must have gotten off a boat
from Brazil with a different species of flea to cause
the Lassa fever. Now, believe me when I say that
it’s a very nasty killer. According to my medical
manual, it affects humans with devastating
results. That is of course, if there’s anything more
‘devastating’ than death. It’s reputed to be worse
than plague.
“After this past rainy season”, Steve adds,
“Joe worked furiously, contacting benevolent
animal organizations for donations of serums,
antibiotics, vaccinations, and anything needed to
contain outbreaks of several of these diseases. The
infrastructure of Peace Corps and the Embassy
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actually worked like a well-oiled engine to assist
Joe, coordinating the efforts of the American
Veterinary Society and the Humane Society. And,
although he was faced with 18 hour workdays, his
determination never faulted.”
“I just wish that Noah had put his foot down
and told God that under no conditions would he let
two ticks, two fleas and two mosquitoes aboard the
Ark.” Joe confided during a quiet moment of
reflection.

Chapter Eleven – LixoLures®
“So one weekend, I needed a break and went
to Pedra Badejo to do some fishing.” Joe continued
the story of his discovery. “While walking along
one of its narrow streets, I looked down and
thought I saw a small fish. This is great, I thought,
free bait. I bent down and picked it up. It wasn’t a
fish but definitely something close.
“A car had run over a small piece of braided
metal tubing called ‘pisha flexival’ (pronounced
peesha flexevahl). I’ve seen this tubing coming
from every water connection to every bathroom
toilet tank in homes that had indoor plumbing.
Water flows through a narrow rubber tube that is
protected by the braided metal. Standard under a
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toilet in the States and probably everywhere.
“But to me, it looked like a fish and I thought
that since the size of a fish brain is considerably
smaller than my own and I was fooled ... well, what
the hell. I threaded a hook and attached a swivel,
cast once without bait, and fought with a six pound
red snapper for a while. Just like that. ‘Hum, let’s
try it with bait’, I thought. LM, this is not a fairy
tale nor is it a sea story. By the way, do you know
the difference? Fairy tales begin with : once upon a
time, a sea story starts with : this is a no-shitter.
Well, LM, this is a no-shitter. I pulled in ten fish in
half an hour. And, I now had a second community
development project for the Peace Corps. All I
needed were to engage more street kids to search
the trash for discarded pisha flexival, a source of
cheap fishing hooks and swivels, paint a couple of
eyes to make them look realistic and viola ‘LixoLures®’!
“That evening, I related my fishing story to
several people at a local hangout. The native
fishermen were very skeptical. The next day, I
went to a hardware store, bought a two foot section
of pisha flexival, ran over it several times with a
neighbor’s car, cut it into three inch segments, and
demonstrated making one from scratch. To prove
the worthiness of the lure, I knew my results had
to be dramatic. There is one area of Pedra Badejo
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that they consider to be worthless for fishing. A
small group of commercial fishermen accompanied
me to this rather remote outcropping of rocks.
“Baited, I cast the lure hard enough to lose
the bait, but it held. I started to reel in the line
slowly, expecting nothing, because I believed that
they knew the fishing areas better than me. The
line snagged on something. I figured I snagged it on
a rock. Then the line shook violently. Something
very large had taken the bait. After a lot of shouted
instruction and sage fishing advice, I reeled in
what I thought was a boulder. Lo and behold, a
Moray eel had my lure in its mouth and had tied
itself up into a knotted ball while twisting and
turning, trying to lose the hook. Once dead and
unraveled (never try to unhook a live Moray eel),
it measured five feet long.
“I do not like the taste of eel and have any
patience taking out the numerous thin bones
which accompany every bite Cape Verdeans
absolutely love them, especially deep fried in a
dough batter. I made a few more lures and these
fishermen and I had a wonderful time catching
several more Moray eels. They were impressed
and told me that they would send their sons to me
to learn how to make the LixoLures® and then they
themselves would try to sell them to tourists who
fished for sport.”
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Steve taps my arm and continues, “several
additional weekends found Joe visiting with other
Peace Corps volunteers who happened to live in
other small fishing villages on Santiago - Tarafal,
Cuidade Velha, Calieta and São Francisco. He
demonstrated the complete process, and discussed
implementing the idea as a cottage industry. Cape
Verdian children can often be extremely creative
and soon, LixoLures® were being produced in a
variety of colors and sizes.
“I wrote a ‘letter to the editor’ of Salt Water
Sportsman Magazine, similar to the letter I wrote
to Barbara Bush. They sent a reporter and
photographer. With the permission of the Peace
Corps, I went with them to another island, São
Nicolau. In Tarafal, same name, different place, but
which has a large Tuna canning factory, I sat on
the wharf and in front of a crown of children, made
a few small ones and gave them away. I also made a
very large one using the braided wire from a
segment of discarded telecommunications cable.
This we took into the open ocean and as God is my
witness, I landed a rather large Swordfish. It took
time, but with the advice of the people who make
Dare Devil® lures worldwide, a complete product
line of LixoLures®, produced by the children of the
Republic of Cape Verde, can be found today at your
local Wal-Mart. The only difference from the
original prototype is that plastic craft eyes are
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glued onto the lures and you find them in seven
sizes. The eyes, when shaken look almost real.”

Chapter Twelve – My reflectionsThe Lion and the Stars
One Sunday, we three had a chance to relax
under the shade of a palm grove. We had no plans
for the day and expected no interruptions. I
needed a break and so, I was sure, did Joe and
Steve.
Mail had caught up with us and as we read
our letters, Joe exclaimed “Son of a bitch, this is
unbelievable,” which startled me.
“What?” I snapped, drawn from my own
introspections.
“This letter tells me that I’m a finalist in the
Publisher’s Clearinghouse million dollar
sweepstakes,” he chuckled, “So what’s new in your
world, Steve?”
He began hesitantly to fill Joe in on the latest
developments in his family. Denise, the eldest of
his two daughters, sent a postcard from her
honeymoon. This being her second marriage, he
was informed of the two events, the divorce and
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the marriage, from this postcard. The postcard
was a picture of a lion yawning or roaring. She and
her new husband had gone to the National Zoo in
Washington D.C. A lovely place. And Steve was just
about to tell him when Joe, seeing the picture,
said, “Male lions are pretty lazy, did you know
that?”
“How so? I asked. It was a reproduction of a
male lion yawning.
“I was able to see prides of lions at a distance
while living with the Masai. Got to see a young
female lion a little too close for comfort, as well,” he
added.
“Oh?” I said, a little skeptical knowing a thing
or two about lions myself.
“Sometimes I find myself laughing to myself
while hearing some teenager complaining about
how very hard life is or how bad she or he has as
an American high school student.
“To enter manhood, a thirteen year old Masai
boy must show his people that he has a strong
heart and will defend his family’s cattle from any
predator. They make a big deal of the day he
becomes a man. Early in the morning, he leaves his
family and enters an area where the elders are
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seated. He is then expected to drink or eat nothing
but a revolting concoction of goat blood, fermented
millet, a kind of yogurt made from goat milk, and
the urine of the elders mixed with some herbs
which I later learned to be capable of delivering a
neurotoxin. After a diet of this stuff, the kid’s body
is as numb as a corpse and his brain is elsewhere.
“During the day, every male member screams
at him, slaps him around, not causing too much
pain but to keep him awake, and if this doesn’t
work, he has to jump up and down in place for
hours. Masai woman do not see him during this
time, as this is a time of manhood.
“When twilight arrives, he’s led to a circular
enclosure of deadfall, similar to their goat pens but
thicker. In the center are two of their spears stuck
in the ground. Two points of a triangle but the
spear points don’t touch and they’re at a 30° angle
above the ground. These six to eight foot spears
are extremely sharp. I brought one back with me
after my Peace Corps service was complete, still
have it.
“They position him between these spears and
he stands there very still, very rigid, like a guard
at Buckingham Palace. Surrounding the enclosure,
everyone, including the women and children, are
chanting or singing, whooping, cat calling, making
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a lot of noise. This noise distracts the soon to be a
man from what is taking place elsewhere.
“Other Masai have captured, and I presume,
starved a young lion, which has been kept
somewhere else during the day. Bound feet and
mouth, the elders carry this lion into the enclosure
behind the boy’s area of vision, untie it and secure
the enclosure. Someone, I suppose the boy’s father,
throws some raw meat a couple of yards in front of
his son to get the lion to walk around and be in a
position to face the boy. After this tidbit, the lion
notices the boy and smells him due to the stream
of urine the ‘soon to be man’ releases as a
completely natural reaction to seeing a lion
standing in front of him.
“Completely understandable, Joe”, Steve
said. “Know the feeling”.
“It’s hungry, somewhat angry at its captors,
and he smells delicious. What happens next does
so very quickly. The lion starts to trot in ever
increasing circles, sort of like an old dog getting
ready to lie down only in reverse. It stops, and
slowly gathers itself into a position that every cat
owner has seen, whether his or her cat is
preparing to pounce on a frightened bird or a
favorite toy. The boy knows that he must not move
because this action will definitely be seen in an
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unfavorable light by his tribe.”
Joe shifts position in his chair, stands up and
walks over to the window near the front door. “It
gathers itself, sprints and jumps onto the boy, who,
overweighed by at least 100 pounds, is thrown
backward, and lands on his back with the lion on
top. Almost like they were lovers. The difference
being that the lion now has two spear points
protruding upwards through both shoulders.
Later, I saw that the spears had sliced the lion’s
heart in quarters in an ‘X’. Death was
instantaneous, and probably painless.
“A very short time thereafter, a shout is
heard, the tribesmen, enter the compound,
savagely pulling the corps of the lion off the boy.
They pick up him up and carry him out of the
compound as he surely has passed out. I would
have too. They carry him into one of the adjacent
huts, shouting victoriously. Caught up in the
activity, I entered the hut and then witnessed a
costumed figure circumcise the boy. The boy is
very much awake at this point. Still silent, he
watches as another costumed figure pours the
same mixture that he drank onto his lap.
“Whoa, Joe, no. Stop right there.” I said.
Joe, still looking out the window, ignores me,
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and continues. “The boy screams, duh, are you still
with me? Of course he screams. Ouch! Anyway,
this scream is greeted by shouts of laughter by the
men assembled. I later learned that the scream
was a good thing. Showed he was alive and also
began his journey into manhood. They explained it
as being the same scream that he gave up at
childbirth or something like that.
“Much later, at the feast of broiled lion, I was
able to talk with the ‘new man’s’ father about most
of what I’ve described so far. Then the chief elder
approached me and through several interpreters
explained that I should prepare myself to become a
man since I would be living with them. I seriously
thought that he was joking with me, you know, like
the new kid at school. No, he was very serious.
“I had purchased a lion’s tooth in Nairobi,
which I wore on a chain under my shirt. In a flash
of inspiration, I dramatically unbuttoned my shirt,
showing the tooth to all, while unbuckling my
pants and pulling down my underwear. It’s none of
anybody’s business to know that I’m circumcised,
but there was my dick hanging out for all to see.
“Been there, done that! I said. Then I pulled
the chain and tooth over my head, and handed it to
the chief elder. I told him that I was so brave; I
punched the lion in the mouth as it tried to kill me,
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knocking this very tooth out.
“He looks at me inquisitively, pauses
thoughtfully and asks me whether or not he
understood me correctly. I tell him the story again,
only this time I couldn’t help but laugh at myself
for trying to pull one over on him. He thinks a
moment, starts laughing so hard that he almost
chokes himself. Once he got over this he calls for
silence and explains to everyone what I had just
told him. They thought it was pretty funny, but
later on, many of them would pass me while
walking, point to their teeth and laugh.”
“That’s quite a story, I take it that you
avoided a second circumcision”, I said.
“Yeah, but the point, LM, is that a lot of
American kids have it pretty easy sometimes. And
yet, they bitch about some really small stuff,” he
concluded.

Chapter Six – The Mwalimu
By the end of his story, we three were pretty
hungry and went off in search of food. We walked
for about a half an hour and were finally seated at
a table, under the protection of a grove of trees at
the restaurant ‘Nataly’ owned by a group of
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Russians. After our first round of drinks arrived,
Joe said, “talking about the Masai, reminded me of
something. I spent one holiday during a break
from teaching on an island off of the northeast
coast of Kenya, very close to Somalia, somewhat
above the equator. Lamu. Beautiful Lamu. I could
live the rest of my life there and enjoy every
minute of it.
“After about a week of fishing, relaxing and
generally fucking off, the locals became aware that
there was a ‘mwalimu’ (teacher in Swahili)
vacationing nearby.
“One day a middle aged man approached my
campsite. He introduced himself as Ali Kiru. He
explained that he was a fisherman, had a small
dhow (a one mast dugout), and asks me to teach
him how to say ‘I think so’ in English. When I
questioned him for further details, he told me that
often he would be asked by others to take tourists
on short fishing or sailing trips. He wanted to be
able to shake his head up and down thoughtfully
and say ‘I think so’. Since there are a lot of British
and Australian tourists, the odds would be in his
favor to get a ‘fare’ if he gave them the impression
that he knew how to speak English. Standard
repetition and fifteen minutes later he says in
perfect American English - ‘I think so, Sir’ I added
that last word to increase his vocabulary. What
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followed was basically a lesson in conversational
English until we entered into a discussion on the
subject of the land, sky, and time. Ali explains in
Swahili, to me that time is measured by the
position of the sun as it revolves around the land,
and that during the night, the stars revolve and
uses a small saucer to express this visually. He
explained the phases of the moon as being God’s
hand as he rotated the stars. It’s very clear to me
that the sun’s movement could be seen as an
infinity symbol, I was told to expect that from
others living on the equator. But it was obvious
that we were on opposite ends of a cross-cultural
experience.
“In the hours that follow, I go on to presume
that my knowledge of the universe is the one he
should believe. I then proceed to explain
Copernicus, Galileo, and in conclusion, reach into
my backpack and take out an 8” x 11”, black and
white photograph of Neil Armstrong stepping onto
the Moon’s surface, and another taken by Apollo
XIV, showing the Earth behind the curvature of
the Moon, on its way back home. Thus, I explained
that the Moon revolved around the Earth, the
Earth and the planets of our solar system revolve
around the Sun and that the Sun is slowly
revolving around the galaxy, of which the sky he
sees is a very small part of.
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“He stops me from continuing and walks
home, clearly deep in thought.”
“Wait a minute, you can’t be serious. No body
could be that naive,” I said.
“I’m as serious as a heart attack. So, I retire
to my sleeping bag and am suddenly awakened,
hearing someone shouting ‘mwalimu, mwalimu’.
It’s about four in the morning, my tent flap is open
and standing in front of me is one of Ali’s sons.
He’s shouting at me to get up and follow him to
their home. From what I gather as I get dressed, is
that it is time to fish and that his father refuses to
leave his bed because the spinning earth will make
it impossible for him to get his footing and that
without today’s catch, the family won’t eat,
etcetera.
“During this time, I’m thinking about gravity,
centrifugal force, tides, much of what was left out
of last night’s conversation. Once in his bedroom, I
try to explain all of this stuff as well as magnetism
and directions, stuff like east and west, north and
south. He still won’t budge. He has me explain the
tidal forces again and got up, told his sons that
they would have to be responsible for today’s
fishing because he had to consult with the
mwalimu.
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After another week of intensive navigation
instruction, thanking my high school teachers who
drilled relative bearing calculations into my head
and for giving me a keen understanding of celestial
navigation, and blessing the Peace Corps language
instructors who had given me an excellent
education in conversational Swahili, we were able
to take his dhow out for two days and did not get
lost on the ocean. He took to it like a fish takes to
water. I saw him applying his trade and speaking
English rather well, before I left Lamu.”
By this time, we had eaten most of our food
and were well into our third round of drinks, and
since nothing was planned, ordered another
round. Finishing his third, Joe sighs and says,
“Hey Steve, remember when I spent that weekend
with Alan Shepard Jr. and his wife Louise, back in
‘82?”
Steve remarked that he did remember the
story but that he really couldn’t remember much
about it. Joe continues after the drinks arrive. “I
really admired that man. I admired his courage,
being the first American astronaut and all that.
Did you know that he was a pretty good golfer, so
good, that Richard Nixon awarded him the ‘Lunar
Duffer Award,’ remember? He hit two shots with a
makeshift six iron while on the moon during
Apollo XIV or XV, I forget which. But sitting here, I
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was thinking about a story he told me during my
interview with him. Supposedly, this is the truth.
Al and Louise were Christian Scientists, so I
suspect that he told the truth most of the time.
“The story is about Werner Von Braun. They
had met during the Mercury Space program. This
story begins with a little background information
about Von Braum. Apparently, while attending
elementary school in Germany, Werner’s mother
would meet him every day after school at their
front door, with a plate of cookies and either hot
chocolate or milk. The snack would keep his
energy levels high while he completed his
homework, a task he was required to complete
before being allowed to play elsewhere with his
friends.
“One day, young Werner, deeply interested in
his rocketry experiments, decides to skip school
and work out some trajectory problems. Around
noon, a school official walks the short distance to
the Von Braun home and asks Werner’s mother if
her son is feeling better. Since she knows that he is
not ill and did in fact leave for school that day, she
becomes worried. The official assures her that he
will get to the bottom of this and leaves.
“As time passes without word, she shifts from
being a worried mother to an extremely worried
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mother. At three o’clock, the end of the school day,
she is told by one of Werner’s young friends that
Werner is fine, but the youngster is sworn to
secrecy as to Von Braun’s whereabouts. She shifts
from worry to anger.
“Four o’clock, no Werner. Five o’clock, no
Werner. Now a furious mother and a very angry
father now await Von Braun’s return.
“At six-thirty, he comes home, black as the
Ace of spades. He looks like he has cleaned every
chimney in town and smells like burnt gunpowder.
“‘So Werner, his mother says, they tell me
that you missed the school today!’
“Werner looks her right in the eye, somewhat
dejected and somewhat defiant. ‘Yes, momma,
that’s true. I missed the school today. But
tomorrow, momma ... tomorrow ... I promise you,
I’m going to hit it!”
“So what happened next?” I asked, laughing
at the punch line.
“I really don’t remember because I laughed so
hard, I didn’t really hear Shepard finish the story.
But both of them were very determined men,
weren’t they?” And with that, Joe finished his
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drink, and ordered another one.

Chapter Thirteen- Another tale from
Joe- More Stars.
Later the same day, we were still at our table
at Nataly’s. After a late lunch, followed by a few
more rounds of drinks, we were mildly inebriated.
To be honest, we had drunk much more liquor than
was the norm. I suppose I can justify our behavior
due to a very hectic work week, as if I thought I
needed to justify our intoxication. Besides, the
only heavy machinery we were expected to
operate on this particular day were our legs (and
in my case, my arms loaded with an easel), which
would eventually have to carry us to Joe’s house,
as I was staying there for a few days, anyway.
Soon, several other volunteers join us at out table.
At one point in the late afternoon, Joe began
talking about his Pentagon days. Shortly after Joe
graduated from Tufts, he joined the Naval
Reserves to help pay back his student loans. And
although a DVM, Joe insisted upon maintaining his
enlisted status and his rate, since the Navy has few
animals to speak of with the possible exception of
the mascot of the Naval Academy, a few service
dogs and a few flocks of sheep, used to keep the
grass trimmed around ammunition bunkers at
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numerous naval bases. As a Hospital Corpsman
First class, Joe was assured a position at the
Por tland, Maine Reserve Center and was
eventually ordered to serve his two weeks of
Active duty in the Office of Information at the
Pentagon.
“Most of the time, I had to stand watches in
the office from three in the morning until around
8:00 AM, answering phones, routing paperwork,
then work another eight hours in Sickbay.
“One morning, the Watch officer, a regular
Navy Lieutenant, failed to arrive and assume his
post as my immediate supervisor. Throughout the
morning, phone calls specifically directed to the
Lieutenant went unanswered. In addition, my
duties included the delivering message traffic to a
series of offices found in all five rings of the
Pentagon and on all of the four above-ground
floors. If I started at 6:00 AM, I was usually done
by 7:30 AM. Without the Watch officer present, I
was not allowed to leave the office unattended.
“At 7:35 AM, he comes in, his uniform looked
like it had been slept in, and he needed a shave. I
asked him if he had spent last night in a brothel
but he ignored me and went to the inner office and
got a cup of coffee.
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“Now, more than an hour and a half behind
schedule, I’m faced with delivering the message
traffic, so with his permission, I sprint out of the
office. What a sight. Here I am, running at full
speed through the corridors of the Pentagon, up
and down stairs, and as I turn a corner, I run
smack into a short man, wearing a Navy uniform,
the bottom of his jacket adorned with one thick
golden bar and four thinner gold stripes above. I’m
thinking to myself, ‘oh shit, you just knocked down
a Vice-Admiral’. I pick him up, dust him off and
without so much as a ‘by your leave, Sir’, continue
on my mission, running even faster to make up for
the lost time.
“I finally finish and make my way back to the
office, sweating profusely, uniform soaked with
perspiration. I no sooner sit down than a Navy
Captain comes out of the inner office and tells me
that I’m wanted by the CNO (Chief of Naval
Operations) who is the boss, second only to the
Secretary of the Navy.
“I’m ushered into a beautiful walnut paneled
office, brimming with priceless naval artifacts, and
behind a massive oak desk sits the short man who
I bowled over in the corridor. This man does not
look very happy to see me. He looks me up and
down, his eyes stop at my chest, he raises his
eyelids in surprise, and says, ‘young man, it
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appears that you owe me an apology and I suspect
that you are out of uniform, because depending
upon the sincerity of this apology, I may be looking
at a brand new seaman recruit, not a petty officer
first class.
“Since I have everything to lose, I explain the
entire morning leaving no detail unmentioned. He
dismisses me after a very stern warning about his
never wanting to see my face again. He does
however, salute me before dismissing me.
“I return to the office just as the same
Captain walks out and orders me into the inner
office, where I find myself in front of Admiral
Newberry, a two star, who greets me frostily. The
Lieutenant, I should add, has changed uniforms,
shaved and looks nonchalant at me while I am
standing at attention in front of the Rear Admiral.
The phone rings, the Captain answers it and
listens for a short moment. He then tells Lt.
Fergusson that he is wanted by the CNO.
“Admiral Newberry returns his attention to
me and begins to berate me for conduct
unbecoming a senior petty officer, etcetera,
basically dressing me down as if this was entirely
my fault. I remember blurting ‘wait a goddamn
minute’, whereupon I reiterated exactly what I had
said to the CNO and ended with ‘and if you don’t
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like that you can take those two stars on your
shoulder and put them where the sun don’t shine!’
spun around and walked down to the enlisted
gedunk room where I bought a cup of coffee and
sat down at a table trying to recover from a case of
the shakes. I knew that my career was over. I was
sure that my next duty station would be as a
swabbie aboard an ice breaker patrolling off the
coast of Antarctica. While drinking my second cup
of coffee, in walks Rear Admiral Newberry. He
buys a cup for himself and sits opposite me.”
“I’m supposed to relate the CNO’s apology”,
he begins. “I’m also supposed to apologize for
reading you the riot act before getting the whole
story, which I’m not going to do. I was not flattered
by your non-standard medical advice concerning
my anus. But off the record, rest assured that the
Lieutenant’s FITREP (fitness report) will not be
such that he will ever see himself as a Lieutenant
Commander as long as I’m in the Navy. Get the hell
out of here; you have the rest of the day off, Petty
Officer Lewis.”
“I got up, threw the remains of the coffee in
the trash, and left him chuckling to himself; ‘put
‘em where the sun don’t shine’ ...
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Chapter Fourteen– Another Navy
story from Joe- Fifteen Knots
“I returned to the same office during the two
week Active Duty assignment once more several
years later. Although there was a new Captain in
the inner office, Rear (now Vice) Admiral
Newberry maintained his position. I also had the
fortune or misfortune to assist during his
retirement physical examination. The examining
physician remarked that he still had the body of a
much younger man, that certainly he was more
physically fit than many other seventy year olds.
“After signing the paperwork, he mentioned
to the doctor that his duty driver had taken ill and
requested that I drive him home. And, as any
service member knows, a request by a Flag Officer
is seen as a commandment from God. So I went
and obtained a car and met him at the south
entrance of the Pentagon. While driving, he
reminisced about my here-to-fore-mentioned
medical advice and suddenly said, ‘Lewis, turn this
car around, we’re going to a whorehouse’.
“The place he chose was a brownstone in
Georgetown. We were met by a woman nearly his
age, who said ‘Ensign Newberry isn’t it? I seem to
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remember your face. Didn’t you frequent this
establishment a while back?’ So, after explaining
his present status, he was led away into the
interior of the brownstone. I was led to one of the
luxurious couches in the living room and prepared
to wait, ordering a scotch and putting it on the
Admiral’s tab.
“No more than fifteen minutes later, he comes
storming into the room, hair messed, uniform
slightly askew, with the same angry look on his
face that I had seen once before. He throws some
bills on the old woman’s desk and walks out,
slamming the door behind him. Of course I get up
and rapidly follow, only to find him standing in
front of the rear passenger door, waiting for me to
unlock and open it for him, which I do. I settle into
the front seat and hear ‘drive, Lewis! I need a
drink!’ which of course I do. A while later we’re
seated behind a screened area in a classy bar on
Wisconsin Avenue in Georgetown.. I open my
mouth after a pitcher of martinis arrive and ask
the obvious question - ‘what’s up, Sir?’
“Lewis”, he begins, “if you ever tell a soul
about this, I will personally make it my mission in
life to hunt you down and kill you, and after I’m
dead, I will haunt you forever.”
“I promise upon my mother’s grave, Sir.”
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“Do you know what a knot is?” he asks.
“Well, Sir, if you’re referring to one of a series
of equal divisions on a log-line, marked off by
strings knotted through the strands, and made of
such a length that the number running out at a
certain time will indicate a ship’s speed of one
nautical mile per hour, then yes I do,” I answered.
“You’re not a dumb as you look. Anyway, that
old lady took me upstairs and introduced me to a
very pretty young girl. I dropped ‘trou’ and
‘commenced firing’ as it were. Ten minutes later,
I’m sweating, but she seems to be bored, so I ask
her, ‘how am I doing?’ Then this little lady looks at
me and says, ‘Admiral, I think you’re doing about
three knots’.
“So, getting my breath back, I say, ‘honey,
you’re way off, I mean doll, I’m sweating a storm
here. Surely I’m doing about fifteen knots’, to
which she says sarcastically, ‘no sir, I don’t think
you understand. It’s not hard, it’s not in, and if you
continue, I promise you, you’re not getting your
money back.’
“LM, he chose the exact moment to say this
just as I was swallowing some of the martini, which
of course spewed out as I laughed.”
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With my words slurring slightly, due totally
to the three additional drinks consumed while Joe
told the story, I turned to one of the volunteers,
and said, “thaaths my buddy, one of a kind.”
The volunteer, who recently had completed
his undergraduate schooling in Washington State,
didn’t believe Joe and said in no uncertain terms,
“Doc, you’re full of shit! No one tells an Admiral to
shove something up his ass and gets away with it.
No way, Come on, tell us the truth.”
“Yeah, you’re absolutely right, kid,” Joe says
while standing up and after throwing more than
enough money on the table to pay for everything
the group, myself included, had consumed, says,
“it’s just a story. Have a nice evening, don’t stay up
too late”. He then walks slowly away into the early
evening. Steve and I stand, throw some more
money on the table, push in our chairs, say our
goodnights to the staff, and follow him out.

133

Short Break… photos of my paintings
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Walker’s Point Storm circa 2005, notice the trees
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Walker’s Point Seagul
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Calm seas at high tide (same place)
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The entire vista one sees from my vantage point
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Chapter Fifteen – A mellow Joe and
Cuban Cigars
We walked in silence for a while, and headed
towards another restaurant, where we ate dinner
in relative silence. The food had a mellowing effect
on the three of us and we chatted about nothing in
particular, just old friends enjoying the cool
evening, the ambiance of the shoreline, and each
other’s company. Reaching into his ever present
medical bag, Joe hands each of us an after dinner
cigar.
Cape Verde has economic relations with
Cuba, a fact, little known. All of their veterinarians
had be schooled there during the late ‘70’s when
Cuba had decent a medical university. Joe hands
me a cigar, wrapped in paper. The covering was
imprinted with the words ‘Habana’ and ‘FEU’
which Joe mentioned identified these as the “real
thing”. We lit up and began to smoke these icons of
Cuban industry. I thoroughly enjoyed the taste.
“These things legal” I asked.
“Here they are. I got these from the
Ambassador a few days ago.” he said “It’s too bad
the Cubans don’t produce vets like the way they
produce cigars.”
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We left the last statement hanging in the air
along with the aromatic vapors. “I remember
Havana; well, not really,” Joe begins. “I remember
the turquoise ocean, the white beaches that I saw
from our apartment at the Hotel Presidente.”
“What?” Steve asked, “You never told me you
were in Cuba”.
“My grandparents were there from 1955
through ‘58. Vavão, which is Portuguese for
grandfather, was the Comptroller for the U.S.
Rubber Company during the heyday of U.S. - Cuban
relations. My family spent the summer of 1958
with them. They lived on the seventh floor of the
Hotel Presidente, overlooking the Caribbean.
Countless times, too many to count, I have been
reminded, by my father, about an incident in late
1958, when I almost got the entire family killed. As
a child, I had the distinction of having bright red
hair. In most Hispanic countries, it is considered
good luck if you touched someone with red hair,
and as a result, I had my hair messed by a lot of
Cubans.
“One particular day, I guess I was pretty tired
of this attention. And, at this time, there were a
large majority of soldiers in the streets. Well, to
make a long story short, a group of soldiers needed
good luck, and me being my usual self, finally got
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angry and kicked one of them rather hard. I was a
little over ten years old at the time and was known
to have a little ‘temper’ problem.
“According to my mother, the soldier reacted
rather quickly, grabbed me, put his rifle to my
head, while his buddies drew their weapons on my
family. Apparently, after a heated exchange of
words, my Vavão, was able to convince these
soldiers as to his position and friendship with
Batista, and that I would be more than willing to
apologize for my rude behavior. Since a small
crowd had gathered, which obtained the attention
of other police, the soldiers were convinced to
lower their weapons.
“Then, my grandfather tells me to let the
soldier rub my head, and once accomplished, we
were escorted by the police to the hotel. I vaguely
remember being yelled at a lot.”
“Castro overthrew Batista in 1958 or 1959,
didn’t he?” I asked rather suddenly.
“Yeah, but these were soldiers loyal to Batista
and at this time in the year, Castro had pretty
much assumed power. The soldier in question
probably needed all the luck he could get. As a
matter of fact, shortly thereafter, we accompanied
my grandparents home to the States with a plane
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full of others.
“One of the first things Castro was able to
accomplish, I later learned, was to close down the
U.S. Rubber factory and evict its executives from
the hotel. I believe he made the Hotel Presidente
an example. I saw a picture of it many years ago in
a National Geographic, or rather I saw a picture of
the bombed out shell of the hotel.
“But I love these cigars,” he added. And for
good reason, as anyone who has smoked one will
tell you.

Chapter Sixteen – The Wall
The evening had cooled, the stars shone
brilliantly above us as we walked the deserted
streets on our way back to Joe’s house. Several
more drinks accompanied dinner and I had to
admit that we couldn’t have walked a straight line
if our lives depended upon this ability, and
occasionally, we passed Cape Verdeans who
mumbled “boa noite”. Staggering, we stopped at a
little “village green” which was actually a plot of
sand with two cement park benches that faced
each other. Joe took one, and Steve and I plopped
heavily onto the other. I remarked that I hadn’t
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been this drunk in a very long time. Steve’s
comment was a brief, “join the club.”
“Boy, have I mellowed with age, Joe began.
“Steve am I right or did that college kid call me a
liar to my face?”
“Well, not in so many words.” Steve says, “I
think he just didn’t quite understand all the
factors involved. Hell, I almost told him, myself, to
g o t o h e l l b e c a u s e a ny o n e aw a r d e d t h e
Congressional Medal of Honor can tell even the
President to go fuck himself and nothing more will
be said on the subject.”
“Glad you didn’t partner. The Peace Corps
didn’t ask about my military background and I
didn’t tell them anything. I’m sure the background
check didn’t reveal details. “And”, he added sadly,
shaking his head, “that kid probably wouldn’t
know about military protocol anyway.”
Steve knew what Joe was referring to. That
gold bordered, light blue ribbon with the five tiny
stars, two on the top row,
three below. The
Congressional Medal of Honor. All members of
every branch of the military have always treated
CMH Awardees with respect. According to
tradition, the CNO should have risen from his seat
and saluted Joe before reading him the riot act.
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“I don’t even have the full ceremonial medal
anymore. I left that at ‘the Wall’ during the
opening dedication in November of ‘82. If the
statue of the ‘Nurses’ had been in place, I would
have hung it around one of their bronze necks.
Instead, I draped it over a long stemmed rose that
I saw a crying woman stick near someone’s name.
“I tried to remember some of the names of
the marines I patched up but didn’t make it or
were written down for ‘grave’s registration’, but I
just couldn’t, just couldn’t,” he ended with a sob.
One of the benefits or pratfalls of being
extremely intoxicated is that your subconscious
mind becomes defenseless, and more often that
not, people reveal more about themselves than
they would when sober, or when a hypnotist brings
these things to the surface.
My first thought was that I was about to see
Joe cry. And there in front of me, hunched over a
few feet from me, was my newest friend sobbing
like a schoolgirl.
The second thought that hit me was that
Steve was in a similar state but was feeling
courageous. They had a past experience between
them, and I believe that the abundant amount of
alcohol finally gave Steve the courage to ask Joe a
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question that had never been asked sober or not.

Chapter Seventeen – From the mouth
of Joe- The Plan
Steve began, “during our last week in
Vietnam, I received my second Purple Heart, my
Bronze and Silver Star, and Joe, his third Purple
Heart and his recommendation for the highest
tribute our country gives to it’s heroes for bravery
under enemy fire”.
“Autumn of 1969 found the two of us still in
the Republic of Vietnam. We were seasoned
veterans, our hair was very long according to
military standards and I had a beard. Neil
Armstrong had taken his ‘one step for Mankind’ in
late July. We heard about an event called
“Woodstock” sometime during September. We were
both pretty confused by the letters from home and
from the conversations we had with new
replacements. Apparently, we weren’t winning
many hearts and minds in either part of the globe.
Our stateside “peers” were revolting against the
system, which very system that we were obliged to
defend with our very lives. We had heard of
instances where Army enlisted actually mutinied
145

and killed or “fragged” their company
commanders. We heard rumors of a place called
My Lai. Even racism reared its ugly head into our
midst. Both Joe and I have always agreed with the
“Dream” and have always judged a person, male or
female, by the content of their character.
“Had drug testing been mandatory, half of the
South East Asia Command, officers included,
would have been sent packing by the fall of 1969.
The enemy used drugs too, but for a different
reason as will be made clearer in the pages to
follow.
“Joe and I smoked pot, (actually inhaled, held
our breath and got high) occasionally in social
gatherings only after duty. Joe never treated a
casualty stoned or so he says, which I firmly
believe. It was inconceivable for either of us to go
“out there” stoned. I firmly believe that ten percent
of the 58,000 names on the “Wall” were probably
the result of drug induced carelessness.
“In October, my unit TP-117, was assigned to
assist the Coast Guard in operations meant to
sweep the Mekong River, finally, once and for all, of
the all the North Vietnamese Regulars that had
been harassing us, as if that were possible. The
Navy pulled most of its Hospital Corpsmen out of
their Marine units for this campaign. Combined
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forces of Green Berets and Navy SEALs would join
us.
“As mentioned before, Joe and I respected the
Coasties. We didn’t like the Green Berets. The
words “homicidal maniacs” comes to mind if I were
asked to describe them. The SEALs, well, after all
is said and done, one cannot help but respect their
code of honor and fear their warfare skills. “Killers
with Class”, who respected the brown river rats,
best describes the members of SEAL Team Two,
who went with us as we left our dock, twenty
Riverboats, half Navy, half Coast Guard.
“In a spaced column, we reached our jump-off
point, an area near the Cambodian border, without
incident. Two Navy PBRs and three Coast Guard
gun boats remained after the entire mission, Joe
included, departed into the jungle. Extraction was
planned to be by helicopter, but we would remain
in place to cover their backsides, and we would
offer support in the event of a miscalculation.
“It seemed like a pretty simple plan. They go
in and in a sweeping motion, find and kill as many
of the North Vietnamese as possible, thereby
demoralizing them, making South Vietnam safe
and secure for the blossoms of democracy to
bloom”.
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Chapter Eighteen – In Harm’s Way
“Whenever I see a painting done of a tropical
sunset, where the palm trees are black foreground
silhouettes and the sky is the prettiest variety of
crimson, pinks, oranges, salmon, and lavender,
saffron, brilliant yellow clouds and the golden
setting sun as big as can be, I think of my last
peaceful night in Vietnam.
“Red sky at night, sailor’s delight” they say. I
was lost in thought, the gentle swaying of the PBR,
calming as a cradle. In the far distance were the
muted sounds of war. Then they got louder and
closer, and louder and closer and louder and closer.
The sky turned an orange shade of red.
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“Still too far away to be considered a threat,
the approaching noise unnerved me and snapped
me out of my revelry, for suddenly four Navy F-4
Phantoms zoomed overhead, followed by four
more, followed by a flock of helicopter gun ships
and some Air Force jets. Inside my mind, a bad
feeling began to emerge just about the same time
as I saw men running towards me, panic stricken.
“The map, as amateurish as it seems, tells the
story. The North Vietnamese in the hills had been
immediately alerted by our presence. They allowed
Joe and company to get in far enough to be
vulnerable and cut off any hope of retreat. I
suspect they had plans to sink those five tiny boats
as an afterthought. Me? I’m standing behind the
f o r w a r d 5 0 c a l i b e r, n e r v o u s a n d q u i t e
uncomfortable as groups of men tried to get
aboard. Some are taking positions to protect these
five tiny boats but as yet, we’ve received no
unfriendly fire.
“Pairs of jets zoom overhead towards the
approaching battle. Other pairs of jets zoom away
in the opposite direction. Columns of flame erupt in
the distance, then closer and closer. I look over to
the C.O.B. (chief of the boat), a newly frocked chief
boatswain’s mate and shout, “we stay right here!”
He nods his head in affirmation. “Hold fire” he tells
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the other crew members as American soldiers and
sailors plunge through gaps in the jungle. Someone
screams “incoming” above the shriek of mortar
rounds. As if by magic, the small, protected beach
erupts with explosions. One Coast Guard gunboat
abruptly explodes, sending pieces of humanity into
the air. Someone’s hand plops on the deck plate a
foot from me. It paralyses me. I stand there looking
at the hand, while pieces of intestines splatter all
over my 50, the stench is revolting. To this day, I
cannot stomach the smell of a burnt steak. After
losing all of whatever it was that I had eaten as my
last meal, I notice that sparks are accompanied by
thuds right next to me. I feel a stinging, burning
pain in my right shoulder.
“Clearing my head, I notice a slow motion
firefight taking place below me. By now, night has
fallen, but the sight of red and green tracers
illuminates the beach. I somehow remember where
I am and what I’m supposed to do. Opening up with
the 50, I begin to give covering fire, emptying a box
of ammo in seconds. There were a lot less of the
red tracers after that. While being reloaded as
quickly as possible, I see my old friend, limping,
burdened by the man he is carrying. Now, I have a
purpose, now I know what I must do. Calmly, I
shoot at anything remotely near my friend and his
charge.
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“I must have shouted “all right!” as he threw
the wounded man onto the boat. Then he shouts,
“You got your BAR?” “No!” I respond, and watch as
Joe grabs a rifle off the deck, pulls two ammo belts
off of two bodies floating in the water next to the
boat and returns the way he came. At this point, I
also notice a frenzy of activity as the remaining
boats churn the water and leave, the decks loaded
with wounded. I also notice that there are only
three of my shipmates doing anything. The C.O.B.
lies in a pool of blood near the radio. Next to him is
our navigator, also dead. I know I’m up that wellknown river without a paddle but there’s a battle
going on and I decided that I would not leave my
friend behind.
“Many years later, I went to the movies and
saw Tom Hanks do a “Snake Doctor” in the film
Forest Gump. Joe made numerous trips under fire
and eventually loaded at least ten more wounded
aboard my boat before I saw a burst of red spew
from his back. Joe went down real hard. Through
my tears, I unload two more boxes of ammunition
into the bush; I don’t believe my fingers ever left
the twin triggers.
“While being reloaded a third or fourth time, I
watch as my shipmate (my loader) takes
numerous rounds across his chest. In a final,
desperate act, he signals “all clear” and dies before
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my eyes.
“I don’t remember exactly what happened
next, but my attention was suddenly focused on a
small area in front of me. Dressed in black
pajamas, bound head to toe with barbed wire, I
witnessed the strangest foes I’d ever encountered.
I had heard rumors about some Viet Cong who
were so full of opium, who had all their pressure
points secured with straps and wire, who, the tale
went on to say, rushed at you like Japanese
kamikaze pilots, and, who were very hard to kill. I
thought about the size of a 50 caliber bullet, which
is big enough to blow a four inch hole in a man’s
chest, and figured the odds were in my favor. I
pumped single round after single round into these
warriors, knowing that no one would be there to
reload, but they kept getting up, advancing slowly.
Then I noticed Joe, who has suddenly
appeared, knife in hand, confronting individuals,
stopping them one by one in a mad dance of
precision murder. We start to do a duet, I shoot
them, they try to get up, and he finishes them off. I
have no idea how many dance partners Joe killed.
The last thing I saw was Joe plunging his knife into
the heart of one of them and then I experienced
unbearable pain.”
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Chapter Nineteen –
The Warrior’s Medal
“I come to consciousness upside down. I was
being carried between two Viet Cong, hands and
feet tied to a bamboo pole, strung up like a deer.
Through the legs of the foremost bearer, I saw that
Joe was being carried like me, his eyes closed, his
uniform maroon. I guess it was about noon as the
shadows were very short so I figured the sun was
directly overhead.
“Our captors stopped shortly thereafter, and
put us down side by side. Joe opens his eyes, says
‘thanks for the support’, and is promptly knocked
unconscious with a blow from a rifle stock. Trying
not to be seen looking around, I notice that Joe and
I are in a group of a dozen or so. Five or six
minutes later, he opens his eyes, nods his head
tiredly and starts to look around.
“Our hands and feet are secured to these
poles with some sort of hemp-like vine. Since we
weren’t going anywhere, I saw our guards join
their comrades and eat from small bamboo
containers that the enemy always carried. They
were huddled together, talking very softly.
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“I must have drifted off into na-na land
because I remember looking over in the direction
of Joe and seeing only his bamboo pole. He told me
much later that he had simply shimmied the pole
through his hands and feet, rolled over and
crawled into the jungle. We were there for about
another half and hour, while several of our captors
searched for Joe. They returned and picked the
remainder of us up and started off at a double
time. The jostling hurt so much that I must have
passed out and revived several times, because I
don’t remember what caused us to stop for the
night, but I do remember being thrown onto the
hard ground and thereafter being kicked several
times in the groin.
“Time passed. Every once in a while, one of
my fellow Americans would groan in pain and be
unceremoniously beaten unconscious by our
guards. Finally, all was quiet. I believe I actually
heard snoring, when a movement caught my eye.
One of our guards’ head was twisted and the sound
of a dry branch being broken caught my instant
attention.
“I knew Joe was back. Ever so softly, he
crawled on his stomach towards me and then he
passed me by. I was in no position to see
everything, but what I did see frightened me. In
absolute silence, Joe killed them all.
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“When finally released, one of the lesser
wounded did a body count. That night, eighteen
Viet Cong failed to return to their homes in the
north.
“We weren’t out of the proverbial forest yet,
not by a long shot. We were, to say the least, in the
‘hurt locker’. Joe and another soldier gathered the
uneaten food and water. Ten of us feasted on rice
and dried fish, and drank every drop of fresh
water that was available, while Joe gave us what
medical attention he could, using the dead VC
clothes for bandages. As dawn approached, we
buried two Americans who wouldn’t be coming
home with us.
“I can only say that the three days that it
took for us to stumble onto a reconnaissance squad
were decidedly uneventful but the ten of us
survived. We were evacuated a little while later.
“Safely aboard a hospital ship, I slowly
recovered. The unbearable pain I had experienced,
had been caused by a collapsed right lung. A nurse
told me that had someone not taped the cellophane
from a cigarette pack over the wound, I would not
have made it. I knew that ‘someone’ was Joe and I
owed him a debt, larger than a debt of honor. When
finally ambulatory, I found him talking to a very
pretty nurse, his arm in a sling, his chest covered
155

in plaster, barefoot.
“He noticed me as I entered the area and
yelled “Steve, get your ass back to bed, right now
and that’s an order!”
“Joe, I umm” I started.
“Yeah, I owe you too”, he said. “We can start
paying each other back in six days. That’s when
this rust bucket pulls into Pearl. We’re going home.
Now go back to that rack of yours and get some
rest. You’re interrupting the nicest conversation
I’ve had in years, he added.
“Six days and six months later, on March
21st, 1970, under a grove of blooming cherry trees
at Bethesda Naval Hospital, eight Army veterans
and one very proud Sailor, watched and listened as
the Chief of Naval Operations standing at a
makeshift podium read the details of the worst
night I had known and would ever know, (or so I
thought). The tears flowed as Joe bent his head
slightly while the Congressional Medal of Honor
was gracefully placed over his head and onto his
shoulders by the Secretary of the Navy, who then
took a step backward, and saluted my friend.
“Joe, ignoring him, executed a snappy right
face, looked in our direction, caught my eye, and
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saluted us. We returned the salute. After the
ceremony, we got rather drunk.
“It took almost thirty years to pass, but if it
weren’t for all that alcohol, I don’t believe I would
have able to relate the entire story to anyone”.

Chapter Twenty – Coconuts are free
The following morning, somewhat awake, I
have no idea how we got to Joe’s house, but
painfully I walked to Nataly, alone. My breakfast
consisted of four 800 milligram Tylenols, mango
juice, coffee, and bread and butter. About a half
hour later, I was sitting at the table dazed and
confused, with a now receding hangover that
would have sent Dean Martin to bed for the day.
As I looked at nothing in particular, I saw Joe
and Steve walking towards me. I could see the toll
time had taken on Joe’s body. Adorned only in a
pair of extremely faded green swimming trunks, a
once white sleeveless T-shirt, sandals, and
sunglasses hidden by the brim of a faded baseball
cap, Joe walked very slowly as if he were an
octogenarian with osteoporosis. Steve was better
attired but in much the same physical state.
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“Give me all the candy you have, will you?”
he asked Steve while seating himself. Steve
reached into his pocket, taking out the four Tylenol
he had wrapped in a napkin and after medicating
himself, tossed the package onto Joe’s lap. Joe
then reaches across the table, grabs my near
empty water glass, pops the pills into his mouth,
chews them thoughtfully, and quickly drinks
almost all of the water. After swishing and
swallowing, he tilts the glass, inspecting the
remaining liquid, drains the glass, swishes again,
gets up, walks over to a nearby potted plant, spits
out the water, and returns to his seat.
“Damn, I hate the taste of those things”, he
groans.” You think you’re ready for today?”
I bow my head and with my left hand first
massage my temples and sliding my fingers ever so
slowly, use my thumb and forefinger to rub my
eyes, ending the massage by pinching the bridge of
my nose. “No,” I said, “but lets eat some food and
we’ll talk about it.”
In a nutshell (you’ll understand soon that no
pun is intended), Steve had come to Cape Verde as
a consultant for Development II, an international
marketing firm out of Woodbury, Connecticut. A
college friend, Gene Hewitt and Steve had started a
small PR firm, developed their clientele very
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patiently and constantly, until at present they had
business agreements with Stanley Tools, Xerox,
and Apple Computers. They also had a very small
piece of Henkel R esearch Corporation, a
prestigious pharmaceutical producer based in
Germany. And although Steve considered himself
to be semi-retired, he still kept his fingers in the
pot so to speak.
Somewhere in his research, Joe had come
across a piece of obscure literature, written in the
middle 1970’s. This study showed that coconuts
contained a natural enzyme that once developed
and mixed with fresh water, created a toxin that
killed anopheles mosquito pupae and larvae.
According to this research and subsequent trials in
Peru, villagers were able to control the mosquito
population easily and effectively by merely slicing
coconuts in half and throwing three (six halves)
into their 100 foot long irrigation trenches.
Sound too simple? This enzyme is Bti. And
besides, didn’t God tell man to go forth and use all
the seeds of the earth? Coconuts are after all, just
the seeds of a greater plant, the coconut palm tree.
However, I really don’t think God put coconut palm
trees specifically on the earth to solve this
problem. Personally, I love coconut macaroon
cookies.
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Be that as it may, this research lay hidden for
twenty-five or more years. Joe decided to replicate
the experiment but instead of using irrigation
water, he tossed the coconut halves into some large
stagnant pools of water found in the trash pits.
Cape Verde had a lot of trash pits as mentioned
before. Cape Verde also has a lot of coconut palm
trees. Bti was so effective that Joe decided to try it
in several other random areas where the only
common factors were observed to be the
p r e v a l e n c e o f c a n i n e e n c e p h a l o my e l i t i s ,
mosquitoes and trash. Steve had come because
Henkel wanted the formula.
After breakfast, they would be meeting with a
large committee from Cape Verde National
Assembly and I was going just as an observer.
Issues such as ‘who owns the coconuts?’, ‘how
much do they cost?’, and ‘who gets the profit from
the sale of this wonder enzyme?’ were to be
addressed.
And here’s Joe and Steve, dressed for the
beach. “Aren’t you going to change?” I asked.
“What, and miss this opportunity to represent the
most powerful nation on the earth, suited in
clothes purchased from the reduced rack at WalMart?” Joe replied. He shot back “my house is on
the way, and we’ll change into something more or
less appropriate!”
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“Besides, we have time,” Steve said, after
taking a few more bites of food. “Cape Verdeans
have a very strange sense of time management. An
appointment for ten o’clock never is expected to
begin before ten forty-five, or later”.
Then while finishing his coffee. He said, “for
real, LM. Do you think these businessmen are
going to want to have anything to do with a
program designed to give these coconuts away for
free? To agree to actually set up an island-wide
distribution system without profit? The only ones
that are going to get anything from this enterprise
are the mosquitoes, and frankly, you aren’t that
stupid to know that sickness is business, after all
isn’t it? Would I be gainfully employed all these
past years if animals never got sick?”
I was disturbed by the soundness and
rationale of his argument. Who were they kidding?
I thought about their assets. The CDC (Center for
Disease Control) in Atlanta, Georgia was to be
represented at this meeting by three doctors. The
WHO (World Health Organization), an arm of the
United Nations, would be represented by an
undersecretary of some no-name division, and she
would probably only deliver an obscure report. The
Peace Corps Country Director was unavailable due
to a prior commitment. U.S. Embassy officials were
occupied elsewhere. Only Joe would deliver the
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findings on “Nuttox®” (pronounced like buttocks,
only with an N). Steve was there to represent
Henkel Research and to offer Joe psychological
support.

Chapter Twenty-one - In a Nutshell
“…and so, if I may use a uniquely American
phrase, that’s it in a nutshell, no pun intended.”
Joe ended his presentation, reorganized his
paperwork and adjusted his posture to accept
questions. Silence. Several people cleared their
throats. The head of the National Assembly’s
delegation shifted his chair, stood up, and said,
“Thank you Dr. Lewis, your information is
interesting and entertaining.” Other Cape
Verdeans took his cue and rose, ready to leave the
auditorium sized chamber.
“Ladies and gentlemen” - Joe began, raising
his voice above the clamor of chairs being moved. I
cannot for one second believe that my presentation
was that thorough that you understood
everything. Somebody must have a question or
two!” How dare you call yourselves Civil
Servants!” he erupted. I noticed Joe’s eyes. Steve
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whispered to me that he had seen that look three
times in his life. The ‘Snake Doctor’ was back and
he wasn’t happy.
The head of the delegation stopped, turned to
Joe and said, “Dr. Lewis, we do things differently
here. We’ll present your findings eventually and
you’ll hear from us in a year or so. Once again,
thank you and goodbye”. And he turned and
continued toward an exit. He took two steps ...
Bam! The coconut bounced off a chair in front
of him, resounding throughout the chamber.
“You don’t have a year, you idiot!!” Joe
shouted as he left the podium and walked the
distance and stood before this man, who instantly
realized that he was dwarfed by a very tall, very
angry man. The rest of the delegates, including the
WHO and CDC representatives, were frozen in
their tracks. “In a year’s time, you’ll have twice or
three times the amount of children dead from
encephalomyelitis, not to mention an additional
score or more from the malaria, besides the two to
three thousand more dogs from distemper. Look
outside, it’s already started to rain.”
Nervously the man said. “The dogs we don’t
care about. The WHO can provide medicine. And
we could never, never convince our agriculturists
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to waste produce and profit. Now, if you’ll kindly
pick your Nuttox® off the floor, I’m afraid I have
other things to do today.” He then cautiously
turned and walked away.
While the room silently emptied, Joe reaches
down, picks up the coconut and tosses it into the
air, catching it, walks back to the podium, then
hesitates. He then approaches the elevated
platform behind the podium, where, I suppose, the
Prime Minister and President of Cape Verde
preside over the Assembly. He takes out a felt tip
marker, and writes Arnold Schwarzenegger’s
immortal cinema expression ‘I’ll be back’ in large
letters on the coconut. Carefully, he places it on the
seat of the most comfortable and clearly most
important chair, returns to the podium, and
gathers his papers. Joe, Steve, and I leave the
room. Once outside, we headed towards the main
street to get a taxi. “Hey Steve, how much are you
worth?” he asks.
“Paper or liquid?”
“Cash, he says.
“I don’t know, why?” Steve answers.
“Because you’re going to buy every coconut
tree on this island. No, the more I think about it,
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you’re going to start buying land with coconut
palm trees already in place.”
“Me?” Steve started, “I’m not that rich,
regardless of what the IRS thinks. I could raise,
maybe a million. And even if we did combine our
fortunes, don’t we have to be Cape Verde an
citizens to own land?”
“Carlos Alberto.”
“Who?” I ask.

Chapter Twenty-two - There are More
than One Way ...
What follows is a reprint of an article that
appeared in America almost to the day Joe threw
the coconut - entitled ‘PCV wreaks havoc on both
sides of the Atlantic.’ It is reprinted without the
permission of its author and if he wants his share
of the profits due to the sale of this book, he knows
how to find me.
“The crazy and colorful life of Peace Corps
Cape Verde’s resident father figure and treasured
progressive thinker, Dr. Joe Lewis, suddenly
became even more interesting amidst the flurry of
new developments that are sure, once again, to
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draw the ire of the increasingly flustered Peace
Corps Office in Praia, Cape Verde.
“Already swirling in heated litigation here in
Cape Verde concerning his alleged employment of
minor children in his thriving seashell golf tee
plant outside of Prainha, on last Tuesday, Dr. Lewis
was officially issued a subpoena to testify stateside
in impending hearings concerning mounting
controversy in the world of American sports.
“At the center of this latest maelstrom that
threatens to, in the wake of the Casey Martin
fiasco, further mar the once-esteemed Professional
Golf Association, is impressionable PGA rookie Len
Brinkmoeller, who is the first professional golfer to
submit to being endorsed by Lewis’s fledgling West
African Golf equipment company Tshells®.
Following a personal best forty-sixth place finish
and $10,625 payday at the Tallahassee K-Mart
Open, Brinkmoeller faced a wave of animosity and
accusations from fellow golfers and PGA officials
alike for his use of one of Dr. Lewis’s peculiar and
possibly revolutionar y golf tees that are
ingeniously fashioned from extremely strong, and
as Dr. Joe relentlessly touts, biodegradable conical
seashells that are indigenous to most of the islands
of Cape Verde, and all of the shoreline of
Mozambique, on the Eastern coast of Africa.
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“The particular model Brinkmoeller used in
this case, ‘NuFangle ConchOptimus’, as well as
every other model in the Tshell® line, came under
fire from the PGA for violating Section 4,
Paragraph 38 of the official PGA rule book that
states, ‘No competitor shall implement the use of a
mollusk or any other type of shelled creature,
biodegradable or not, in his effort to progress the
ball’. According to PGA officials, this rule explicitly
precludes the presence of Dr. Lewis’s products on
the PGA tour - however, hastily hired lawyers for
Dr. Joe beg to differ.
“Claiming that the PGA’s case is just another
example of American xenophobia and jingoistic
fear of foreign products (Lewis’s company, funded
mostly by Cape Verdean investors, is after all
essentially Cape Verdean), Boston Collegeeducated PAICV lawyer Jorge Antonio Teixeira
Gomes, Esq., dismissed the PGA’s claims with his
formal statement, ‘this cargo of crap dumped on
my client by the elitist and imperialistic PGA is
indicative of the false thinking of a capitalistic and
corrupt nation that is capable of producing only
the kinds of products we could well do without.’ He
then went on to produce a weathered old copy of
Encyclopedia Britannica that he claimed proved
that the shells in question were neither mollusks
nor shelled creatures.
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“This assertion was backed-up by Dr. Joseph
Lewis himself, who, in an exclusive interview,
explained in meticulous fashion that ‘shelled
creatures are, by definition, the creatures that live
inside the shell, not the shells themselves, dear
boy.’ Nobody’s going to smash sea life with a golf
club like a Gallagher squashing watermelons in
front of an audience, protected only by a drop
cloth.”
“Despite his legal woes, the barrage of
criticism, and an effort to ‘lay low for a while’,
Lewis’s project is continuing full steam ahead. All
proceeds from the sale of Tshells® continue to fund
the small veterinary teaching clinic he developed
l a s t ye a r, l o c a t e d i n o n e o f t h e p o o r e s t
communities in Cape Verde. This reporter wishes
him well. ”

Chapter Twenty-three – … To Skin A Cat.
“Who?” I asked again.
“Carlos is that 18 year old boy who wanted to
help when I first began the clinic. He’s from Angola
originally and came here when he was a child,
after his parents were killed in one of Angola’s
civil wars. Smart kid. The idea I’m formulating is
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something like this - we cash in our chips, give him
a couple of million dollars, and instead of a
Veterinary Assistant, he becomes a landowner.
You know, the more I think about this, the more I
think it could work.”
“You sure you’re not overdosing on the
Tylenol?”
“Never better”. He answered. “Look, LM, as a
Peace Corps Volunteer, it’s illegal for me to make
money other that the $200 I get. I certainly can’t
own property in the country I’m supposed to
assist. Not yet anyway. Maybe, I’ll return someday
after I COS (Close of Service), but no, this idea’s
going to work. Besides, I am actually looking
forward to seeing that idiot politician’s face when
we hand him a ‘fait accompli’.”
“What you mean we, kemosabi?” Steve
utters.
“We. Come on, Steve, you know it’s the right
thing to do, besides what do we need money for?”
“ We l l , I h a d t h o u g h t a b o u t r e t i r i n g
comfortably, but you’re right. And there are more
ways than one to skin a cat”, Steve added.
“Steve, you really shouldn’t use that
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expression in front of a Veterinarian or an animal
lover. Shall we go tell Carlos the good news?”
As you can well imagine, Carlos Alberto was
flabbergasted. Given the opportunities presented,
his choice was obvious. Their investment brokers
were flabbergasted as well. They thought Joe and
Steve were nuts. Their tax lawyers argued that the
IRS wasn’t about to let two of it’s citizens give
away almost three million dollars without some
compensation. They contacted
their business
associates for donations as well. And give, they
did. Steve Jobs and Apple Computer gave Carlos
Alberto a two million dollar “educational grant” to
independently study land management. The
American Veterinary Association and the ASPCA
donated $50,000 to study “distemper eradication”.
Joe’s only comment upon learning of this donation
was - “Yeah, we veterinarians really are cheap
bastards.”
But they were on a roll. Oprah Winfrey’s
Miracle Children’s Foundation gave Carlos a
promise of matching funds to help eradicate
mosquitoes from Cape Verde. In little less than a
month’s time, Carlos Alberto Lopes de Sousa
became one of the richest men in the history of
Cape Verde, being worth more than one hundred
million dollars. (times 1.21 when converted into
Cape Verde an Escudos). Then came Barbara
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Bush’s letter. She and her husband would match
Oprah Winfrey’s grant and she would personally
guarantee that all future sales of her book “Millie
and Me” would be earmarked to go to the
Veterinary Clinic.
Carlos’s character changed rapidly. Being
extremely Roman Catholic, as are most Cape
Verdeans, he honestly thought that this was God’s
way of providing him with the means to repay all
those kind people who had fed, clothed, and
protected him in the seventeen years since his
parents died. To this day, he remains as dedicated.
During this time, they had arranged to buy
the available land, a task made difficult by the
system designed by the Portuguese before they
granted Cape Verde its independence. Little time
was spent to recruit a skilled labor force. They
were able to purchase the dump trucks and the
maintenance contracts for their fleet of trucks.
In a fit of humorous inspiration, Joe had me
design a logo and had this painted on every truck.
It was a reproduction of the black and white movie
poster advertising the Marx Brother’s blockbuster
“Coconuts”.
In the office adjoining the clinic, Joe was
referred to as Groucho, Steve, the silent partner,
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was called Harpo, Carlos became Chico, and our
Cape Verdean legal slash economic advisor, Jorge
Gomes, Esq., quickly earned the nickname Karl.
Later, when they were able to expand the office to
include a conference room, I was able to find and
frame an original of that very movie poster. And
today, when you visit the office complex, you will
see, on a shelf beneath it, a slightly weathered
coconut. The “I’ll be back!” is now somewhat faded
due to sun exposure.
From the beginning, Joe insisted that each
and every one of his employees were to learn
English, since each truck was equipped with a CB
radio. In a small way, Joe was providing an
incentive for the high school students being taught
by the other Peace Corps TEFL teachers. Not only
would they be employed after graduating from
high school, but their language skills would
ultimately improve and as a further incentive,
“Karl” set up a system which established a savings
account for each worker to be provided with
matching funds to attend college or adult
education programs to further their education.
Peace Corps Volunteers staffed the classrooms
using their “free time”, a technicality that was
overlooked by Peace Corps Headquarters in
Washington, D.C. When Joe installed two hot water
equipped bathing facilities, the volunteer teaching
staff tripled, due to rumors pervading the
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corridors of the American Embassy. We didn’t
know it at the time, but the Cape Verde School of
International Business was established because of
these showers, but that’s a totally different story.
We had heard nothing from the Cape Verdean
government up until the time that the rainy
season ended. We were aware that within days,
millions of mosquitoes would mature and begin
their deadly process. We wanted to prevent that
from happening at all costs.
“LM” Joe said, “I’m going to take the advice of
a woman I met many years ago. Rear Admiral
Grace Murray Hopper. She had a pair of eyes you
could get lost looking into. Sparkling gray-blue
eyes. I spoke with her in her office at the old Navy
Yard in Washington, during a routine physical
examination.”
“Wasn’t she the one who coined the phrase
‘bugs in the system’? I asked.
“Yep. UNIVAC, one of the first computers,
kept shorting out. While doing some maintenance
work, she discovered that moths were attracted to
the light of the vacuum tubes. She discovered that
numerous moths committed suicide around one
specific tube, eventually shorting it out. The ‘bugs’,
if you will.
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“She used to give lectures to electronics
engineers and at the conclusion, always gave them
a strand of insulated copper wire exactly 11.75
inches long, which represented the distance
electricity travels in one nanosecond. I have two of
those somewhere.
“A n y w a y, I r e m e m b e r h e r a d v i c e .
‘Sometimes’, she said - ‘it’s easier apologizing than
getting permission’.”
Later in the day, Joe gave the “go-ahead” for
the first part of the exercise. They had decided to
concentrate their efforts on the island of Santiago.
This process involved harvesting every mature
coconut available from Carlos Alberto’s trees on
the island. Each coconut had to have a small hole
drilled. Synthetic Bti, which by now had arrived
from Henkel laboratories, was injected and the
holes were sealed with candle wax. Nature would
develop the enzyme during the time it took to fill
our dump trucks with coconuts.
The labor intensive activity of delivering the
trucks and the workers to specific sites, splitting
the coconuts, depositing them into the stagnant
pools of water and moving on to the next site, took
the entire week. At the end of this furious activity,
“Karl” paid every worker, in full, and in cash, at a
festival held on the beach in front of the newly
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renovated and expanded clinic.
Seeing the cool gray ashes of the massive
barbecue pit the next morning, I became acutely
aware that the waiting had just begun. Would their
superhuman effort work effectively enough to
convince the Cape Verdean National Assembly to
co-operate? I wondered about the implications
world-wide, if this hair-brained scheme worked or
didn’t. If it failed, both Steve and Joe would be
broke. If it worked, I wondered if they had just
eradicated Malaria, Yellow Fever, Denge Fever, et
al. Did the “Marx Brothers” just put the makers of
chemical insecticides out of business? How would
be the effect of their little experiment on the
world’s total economy?
As I looked out at the ocean, thinking of
nothing important, I was struck by the awesome
beauty of Fogo, the island closest to Santiago. On
the horizon, I could see the cone of its volcano
sending a plume of vapor into the sky. Seeing Fogo
on a daily basis had not affected me in the least. It
was just part of the scenery, nothing more nothing
less. A mere forty nautical miles away, Fogo was a
visible aspect of the Cape Verde an experience
most of the time. Occasionally, due to cloud cover,
it was hidden. Maio, which could be seen from
Pedra Badejo had never been a source of
inspiration to me, nor had Fogo. I filed this thought
175

in the back of my mind and went off in search of
Joe.
During the days to follow, we inspected
garbage dumps, landfills and other less attractive
locations where we had dumped coconuts. We were
not scientists, by any means. There were no
“control groups”. Many people had previously
scouted around and had reported locations which
met our guidelines, these being large areas where
lots of trash had been seen and lots of stagnant
pools of rain water near and around these garbage
dumps. I think we placed the Bti laced coconuts
into 150 such sites. Joe’s purpose was simply to
kill as many mosquitoes as was possible, and
would let the statisticians figure out the rest of the
equation.
During visits to these areas, we noticed first
off, that we no longer needed protective clothing
and insect repellent. In the weeks that followed,
the pools of water evaporated and we were met
only by the hordes of common houseflies. We
weren’t completely assured that we were
successful until Henkel Research called Steve and
related the success they had in developing a new
synthetic, bioengineered Bti, (Buttox - C®), which
shor tened the entire gestation process
considerably. They also informed Steve that this
new compound would reside inside the coconuts
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for long periods and remain effective. They could
therefore store quantities of coconuts without loss
of strength or effectiveness.
In subsequent weeks, we heard from doctors
throughout Santiago, Vets included, noting that
there were no cases of malaria, no new cases of
encephalomyelitis reported by parents, and that
the distemper cases were down 85%. There were
certainly a few cases to keep the veterinarians
busy but the damage from the mosquitoes to
humans was significantly decreased. The WHO and
the CDC sent Joe and Steve letters of
congratulations and reported their findings to the
United Nations.
The Cape Verdean Government said nothing
official to Joe, even though the newspapers
reported on the miraculous activity. Carlos Alberto
went about his business cultivating larger groves
of coconut palm trees, figuring that he’d be able to
ship coconuts to Southeast Asia, East Africa, and
Indonesia, all locations with mosquito problems.
Joe’s situation with the PGA quieted down,
mostly due to President and Barbara Bush’s
political clout. And of course, when they sponsored
the Bush Tshell® Open at Cape Arundel Golf
Course, that didn’t hurt Joe’s case either.
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Steve and Joe expanded the clinic once more,
adding a huge cafeteria, residence building, and
graduated the first class, sending an additional
fifteen Veterinarian Assistants to assist Cape
Verdean livestock owners. All this took place in the
short span of eighteen months.
“Well, Steve”, Joe blurted one sunny day, “I
guess the Peace Corps got it’s money’s worth out of
me this time, don’t you?”
“Was there any doubt?” he asked.
“Not really, but I was a little worried after I
threw that coconut in the National Assembly. Next,
what do you think about going after ticks and
fleas?”
“How about working on the trash problem?” I
asked.
“Convince Cape Verdeans that the earth isn’t
their personal latrine pit? Not a chance, buddy.
Besides, I don’t see myself throwing a handful of
shit at the head of that committee. Well, maybe ...”
I was thinking furiously as we walked along
the beach after a successful fishing expedition,
using our own hand-made LixoLures®. In my mind,
I saw Fogo, both the island and the volcano, in the
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distance again. My thoughts drifted to a scene at
Praia Harbor, where dump trucks unloaded trash
of all sorts, onto a container ship. In the distance,
an identical container vessel slowly makes its way
into the harbor.
Suddenly the scene shifted to the harbor on
Fogo, where machines are unloading the trash into
dump trucks at the pier, and this imagery included
seeing a line of loaded trucks, making their way
slowly, to the foot of the volcano.
I then imagined a dump truck unloading its
garbage onto a container attached to a “ski lift” (of
sorts). Another full container is at the top, directly
over a volcanic fissure, glowing yellow and orange.
The bottom opens and the trash drops into the
open fissure, which is vaporized in seconds, while
the container closes and begins its downward
journey. I put my thoughts into words and Joe
stopped dead in his tracks.
“My God, LM, that could work! The volcano
wouldn’t be affected by the additional material,
and it already stinks up there. But, to do this you’ll
have to stay a while longer and of course stop
writing that damn book of yours.”
“Where did you get that idea?” I asked
innocently.
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“As if anyone could ever keep a secret from
Steve and me. Besides, I rifled through your stuff
one day. After that, I couldn’t put it down. What I
can’t understand is the horse shit you reveal about
us. The hero in your book should be Steve, not me.
I wouldn’t be here if he hadn’t helped me that day
in the Delta. Oh, and by the way Steve, I have a
confession to make. That wasn’t Gertrude.”
“What? Steve was caught completely off
guard.
“Totally different snake buddy! Eh, it doesn’t
really matter now, does it? You’d have helped
anyway. Now, once you help LM clean up these
islands, I’ve been thinking how to keep Cape Verde
green. How much do you think nine serious water
desalination plants would cost us to build?”
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Cape Verde

Overlooking Pedra Badejo
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Tarafal Beach, the scene of many Peace Corps Picnics
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Me in front of a mural I painted in Pedra Badejo
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Chapter Twenty-fourWalker’s Point, prior to departure.
It’s the Sunday after I gave the Secret Service
agent the note to give ‘the Boss’ and I sit before my
easel. Again, it’s quiet, there are no tourists
around, I’m alone, or so I thought.
Motion arouses me from my thoughts, and I
look left, see a pair of white Keds, mismatched
socks, a flowered skirt, a row of pearls, and white
hair. “Lawrence”, Mrs. Bush begins, “I understand
that my husband was rather naughty last weekend
and has asked something of you.”
“Yes Mrs. Bush, I’d have to say that he gave
me quite a jolt.”
“Lawrence, you always speak so formally to
me, you know, you can call me Barbara, everyone
else does.”
“Mrs. Bush, that would be like me calling
Queen Elizabeth ‘Betty’. My mother raised me
better, and to be that informal would be against my
nature. I’m sorry but you’ll be Mrs. Bush to me as
long as we know each other.”
She lights a cigarette, exhaling long and
loudly, and continues. “Well, be that as it may, I
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want to buy that painting, the one you were
working on when we drove by. One of my
grandsons will be 21 next weekend and I believe
that painting will be a fitting present.
“It’ll cost you a dollar. Now, will you be
sending Kristin to pick it up, say, on Friday when
I’m certain it has dried?” I say. Kristin, I know
from past dealings, is her personal secretary.
“Yes, that will be fine.” She puts her cigarette
out, and turns to leave. “One more thing, please
write something on the back that will inspire him.”
What I wrote is between this lad, his
g r a n d f a t h e r, t h e F o r m e r P r e s i d e n t , h i s
grandmother, the Former First Lady and myself.
Mrs. Bush later sent Kristin to the overlook with a
short handwritten message: “Language! Lawrence,
Language!” was all it said.
But that is not the end of this story. Not by a
long shot.

Chapter Twenty-five – Confessions
Loneliness. The very word strikes terror in
the minds of most intelligent people. Somewhere,
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somehow, you’ve become isolated from the
community in which you live. You are far away
from your loved ones, far from those who would
look at you, shake their heads knowingly, and
affectionately embrace you.
Joe, Steve, and I sat quietly one day, sitting in
front of his house. We were watching a neighbor
sweeping the dirt from her doorstep. People were
walking by greeting her and occasionally stopping
for a brief bit of conversation. Being within
earshot, we eavesdropped on these impromptu
gatherings.
“It’s on days like these that this Peace Corps
Volunteer stuff really gets me down.” Joe reflected
softly.
“You aren’t depressed, are you?” Steve asks.
“No, just a little lonely. I’m listening to people
I’d like to get to know, but I have trouble speaking
their language, and often their words zip by my
ears in such a flurr y that I’m unable to
comprehend simple, or what I’d like to think are
simple, conversations on subjects of not real
import and yet might be vastly important.” He
paused and lit a cigarette.
“She just talked with that woman for five
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minutes and here we sit, not knowing if they were
discussing Aunt Rita’s upcoming appendectomy,
Cousin Louie’s new car, a strange disease affecting
the output of corn which could affect the national
economy or Zelda’s new flirtatious evening dress.
And being out of the loop, so to speak, I can’t help
but feel that I’m missing something, and feel
isolated and alone. Sometimes, I just shut myself
down and start to think that I’m getting old and
want to be part of something, just once before the
grim reaper claims my ass.”
“Something tells me you won’t go quietly into
that dark night.” I said.
Joe got up and stretched, flicked his cigarette
butt ten feet away, and said, “Well, in the future, I’ll
still be lonely, I suppose. Alone, I can deal with. I
enjoy dating, and don’t complain too much if a
woman does use three times the toilet paper that I
do, but for a permanent relationship, she’d have to
be very interesting. This volunteer work, I can
handle. It’s a good job. And you know that what we
just accomplished was very important. But that’s
not what I’m trying to say. Think, for a moment, of
all the emotions a person can feel. Our language is
good for that. We’ve divided and divided and
subdivided out adjectives expressing feelings in
such depth as to represent a verbal thermometer,
where being furiously pissed off is the highest
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range at the top, and lonely is at the bottom, next
to frozen and starving, and apathetic - the absolute
zero of non-feeling.
“Luckily, lonely only lasts for a short periods
of time. A letter from a friend in the states, a
conversation with one’s God, whatever, allows us
to remember that we are a part of a greater whole.
Being busy also kick-starts us out of loneliness, I
suppose.” he ended.
“So how are things going at the clinic?’ I
asked trying to change the subject.
“Actually, that has us a little worried,” Steve
said while watching Joe sitting back down. With a
deep sigh, he continued. “There are some students
who just haven’t been sparked by the electricity of
curiosity. They aren’t committed to learning more
than what is necessary to pass the next exam.
They seem resentful when we task them with
cleaning and sterilizing everything, and I sense
they think of this procedural stuff as a sort of
punishment. Some type of ‘KP’. I can’t get them to
understand that it is essential to fighting virus,
bacteria, and disease. They haven’t connected
dirty instruments with infections. Plus, we’ve been
somewhat distracted lately with the Buttox@
trials. I’ve been a little irritable and well, come to
think of it, we haven’t given them much
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independence either.”
“Just an idea old friend,” Steve started, “why
don’t you let them try to solve the problem of the
ticks. They’re bright kids, you know. Maybe they
can be of some help.”
“You know something, Steve, this could be
just what the doctor ordered.”

Chapter Twenty-six - Pennyroyal,
Eucalyptus and the Sea.
For four hours, we walked through small
sections of Praia, Kobon, Tira Chapeau, and Brazil
looking for Joe’s students. We found Kahlila in
Kobon. Her house, (or hovel to my eyes), a
fortification one might add, which was said to have
been built by her grandfather years before Cape
Verde’s independence. To me, it looked like a
bombed out, concrete bunker. Windows had broken
glass or none at all. The yard, if one could call it
that, was wind blown sand, covered with rocks and
overturned furniture.
Gabriella’s house in Brazil was a little more
securely constructed but the smell coming from
the pigpen was overwhelming.
A clothesline
traversed this pen, which probably added little to
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the smell of the recently washed laundry drying in
the open sunlight.
“Whatever you do, Joe, don’t light a cigarette
or we’ll have ham and eggs for years to come!” I
said.
“Ain’t that the truth?” Joe remarked.
We found Chrisanto and Emmanuel drinking
“grog” at a family owned bar in Tira Chapeau. For
those who’ve never tasted Cape Verde’s answer to
distilled alcohol, “grog” is 190 proof sugar cane
whiskey, which burns going down as badly as if you
drank pure wood grain alcohol. It is another thing
Cape Verdeans love. To be honest, perhaps it’s the
effect they love most, because, for very little
money, about 2¢, a person can cop a buzz rather
quickly. And since this was the student’s day off,
who were we to be judgmental? Both students
were pretty high and very surprised to see us join
them at their table.
After several rounds of drinks, (the four
males had grog, the females chose a wine made
from coconut milk), and casual conversation, Joe
stood up and addressed his students.
“Now that I have your attention, I have come
to a decision regarding the next subject you are
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supposed to study. I’m giving you an independent
study project. I’m calling it ‘Sat Ticks’ or ‘kill ticks’
in Vietnamese.
“I want Kahlila and Chrisanto to work out a
chemical, something very cheap and natural that
repels them. Emmanuel and Gabriella will find
something that kills them but harms nothing else.
“And on the seventh day, you can rest,” Steve
added turning his head to me.
Gabriella turns to Chrisanto and says, “After
this, can you help me? I told my mother I’d take
our dog to the beach for a swim. She’s been
scratching a lot lately.”
Chrisanto told her it wouldn’t be a problem as
he was going to take his dogs down there during
the evening anyway. “They can play together,” he
added while pouring us another grog.
Years later, I still reflect upon this casual
meeting in Tira Chapeau. Cape Verde owes much
for this simple twist of coincidences. We were
sitting outside, which is the norm for most
restaurants and bars in Cape Verde. This one was
surrounded by potted plants, which although
attractive, kept the stray animals from enjoying
our company, which suited me, just fine.
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While stretching my legs, I noticed that one of
the clay pots held a large pennyroyal plant. It
wasn’t until I saw a tick walking towards it that I
began to understand a little about nature and God.
One of the plants stems draped over the pot, right
in the way of the path the tick had chosen to
traverse. Within an inch of the foliage, the tick
reversed its direction. I called Kahlila and
Chrisanto over and explained what I had just seen.
Kahlila broke off the stem and began to steer the
tick back and forth, back and forth. Shortly, the
entire group had taken turns experimenting with
the tick. When Emmanuel shaped the stem into a
circle and surrounded the tick, a strange thing
happened. It stopped dead in its tracks and didn’t
move at all.
Had we noticed, we would have seen a small
wren watching the whole procedure. As soon as
the tick stopped moving, the wren swept down,
alighted near the pennyroyal circle and quickly ate
the tick, and flew away.
“I think we just had a lesson from above,” Joe
said softly leaning over in Steve’s direction.
I didn’t say anything but my mind was
working in high gear. I hoped that these kids would
connect the two events. Joe and Steve knew from
experience that when Cape Verdean animals had
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insect infestations, their owners would take them
into the ocean for a bath. I still shiver while
thinking of the time I took a large dog with me for a
swim. No sooner did the dog get immersed in sea
water, when suddenly I felt the itch of insects
crawling all over me, up my arms, up my legs, up
areas where no decent insect had any permission
to investigate.
Diving under a wave and after opening my
eyes, I saw, to my relief, that every newly acquired
fleas and ticks left me as well, and after swimming
away from my personal area, I was further
surprised. I’d seen feeding frenzies of large fish due
to chumming the water. The insects the dog had
deposited were being eaten by a school of silver
fish no larger than three inches long. In minutes,
they ate every single insect, flea and tick, and left.
Not wanting to spoil the quest for knowledge, I held
my tongue.
The next day, the group met at the clinic.
They had come to this conclusion on their own, but
realized that even if the animal returned to the
home or stockade parasite free, it still could be reinfested shortly thereafter. Excited, they had used
the Internet and found out about the repellant
properties of Eucalyptus leaves and pods. It is
historically documented that the pods of the
Eucalyptus has been used as dog collars
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throughout the world by folks who distrusted
chemicals.
They also suggested that since Cape Verde
has a lot of Eucalyptus trees, enough oil from the
pods could be cheaply extracted for commercial
sale, maybe even in Europe.
Joe mentioned that he had been using Ben
Gay® Extra strength cream as a mosquito repellant
and had noticed that it worked against common
house flies as well and although not entirely
natural, Ben Gay® worked very well when rubbed
near the ears of cats and dogs to stop ear mites
from re-infesting clean animal ears.
We discussed these and other issues with the
group of newly energized students. Joe knew that
he could contact the Peace Corps Agricultural
specialists in Senegal for seeds to grow pastures of
pennyroyal and pyrethrum, which everyone
knows is used to make flea and tick shampoo.
We ended our discussions with the sad
knowledge that it would take a lot of fresh water to
grow these plants, and Cape Verde has little to
spare. In passing, I recited the groan of the ancient
mariner, “water, water everywhere, but not a drop
to drink!”
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“You know, Steve,” Joe begins, “we forgot about
spiders!”
“Spiders?” Steve asked.
“ Yeh, we need a bunch of black widows.
They’ll kill the flies around the lixo fields.” Joe said
after flicking a cigarette butt away.
“When I was in Kenya, my very first school
was in the foothills of Mt. Kenya. I had to build my
own shelter and decided to make my first bit of
development to be a hole in the ground 20 or so
feet deep, and then would construct an outhouse
over it. I even cut out a half moon on the door LM. I
had two children on a rope digging after I started
it, carrying pails of dirt up, which I was going to
later use for a garden.
Months later, I admit my hair had grown
rather long, and one night while squatting over the
slit between two boards, I was in the act of
brushing away hair from my face with my
flashlight, when suddenly I noticed a strand of silk
very close to my nose and dangling from it was a
large black widow spider. Looking around, I
noticed several of them coming towards me.
Crapping all over my heels as I limbo rocked
below the spiders, I reached fresh air and stood up.
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I went into my house and grabbed my 5 liter jug of
kerosene and ran back, poured every bit of liquid
into the slit, ran back grabbed a rolled up
newspaper, lit the end and threw it into my little
outhouse.
The concussion from the explosion sent me
backward at least ten feet. I’m on my ass, watching
my outhouse gain altitude, arc and come burning
down onto the roof of my nearest neighbor’s
thatched house. Francis and his family and I soon
put out the fire but for the rest of the evening and
well into the morning, a flurry of flame came up
from my hole in the ground. Duh. Methane, poop,
kerosene, vapor fumes, do need I to explain this in
more detail?”
“Absolutely,” Steve said. And I concurred,
trying not to laugh too loudly.
Joe continues, “I rebuild, and now with a
very clean latrine, go about my business, both
ways. No sooner than three days pass, and my
latrine is filled with black flies, green flies, brown
flies, all coming out from the slit. I go to Francis,
who goes inside and comes out with two black
widow spiders walking across his palm, walks over
to the new outhouse, and gently, places them on
the floor.
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“A week later, after constant searching I
couldn’t find them. One other thing I noticed was
that there were no flies of any description flying
around my outhouse. Yep, we need some black
widow spiders.” He concluded.

Chapter Twenty-seven – Rustbuckets
to the Rescue
Anyone who has spent an enlistment in the
United States Navy has heard the expression, “old
ships never die; they just rust away.” Most of these
former naval weapons for national security find
their final berthing at one of the many docks in
Bremerton, Washington. Row after row of
decommissioned vessels, some from as long ago as
World War II, and some quite new are left idle by
Congressional downsizing, doomed to reside in
solitude awaiting either the final call to battle or a
welders torch.
Each one of these has a small desalination
plant, which provided the crew with fresh water
to bathe, with fresh water to drink, and in the case
of the numerous submarines tied alongside the
battleships, this water was purer than the water
nature provided.
Sadly, every piece of usable equipment,
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including the steel plates that once protected
thousands of sailors and marines, are taken apart
and sold as salvage or scrap. Joe had come up with
the idea to purchase twenty or more of these
desalination plants. If properly maintained, this
machinery could offer a short-term solution to
some of Cape Verde’s water problem. Once a
desalination program began, the fresh water would
eventually seep into the aquifer to be pumped into
homes at a later date.
Also, we had just received an Internet
bulletin that explained that Cal Tech had
successfully developed a lawn grass that could
grow using sea water rather than precious fresh
water. We were excited at that prospect because it
would help us to overcome any erosion problem
faced by our proposed pennyroyal project.
But at what cost? And further, how could we
find the means to make this a sustainable, selfsufficient enterprise?
For those not in the know, ocean water
minus the salt, is not very tasty nor is it
refreshing. The ocean contains many other
minerals, chemicals, and bacteria which must be
filtered as well before it is drinkable. The human
body is 98% sea water, as are most of the organic
inhabitants of our small planet. We take minerals
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and vitamins as substitutes to keep the levels of
these compounds to almost exactly the same ratio
as exists in natural ocean water, or we don’t feel
totally healthy.
Salt has been used for centuries for other
purposes. Since too much salt has been discovered
to cause high blood pressure, physicians have
begun to advise patients to limit their salt intake.
In terms of economic ramifications, this advice has
done much to close down salt mines throughout
the world. The island of Sal (which is Portuguese
for salt) once had a thriving salt production
facility. It had ceased to be profitable soon after
Cape Verde’s independence.
However, ocean water contains other less
problematic elements, such as gold and platinum.
To consider the usefulness of these other elements
would be “putting the cart before the proverbial
horse”.
Using a little of his accrued Peace Corps
vacation time, Joe and Steve decided to talk with
the Navy and get up to speed concerning salt water
desalination.
“We landed in Seattle during a thunderstorm
and rented a car for the drive to Whidbey Island,
home of a Naval Air Station, and also where we’d
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find the Navy’s leading authority on the design of
shipboard desalination plants.” Joe mentioned
much later to me. “Dr. Shumacher explained a
great deal and gave us copies of many different
types of desalination plants. Some used oil and gas
to boil the water, some were nuclear but we didn’t
really want to be hindered by the problems
associated with this form of energy. We were
particularly interested in the solar driven
furnaces for obvious reasons.
“Much to our surprise, Dr. Shumacher also
gave us the name of the contractor who had a
great deal of influence as to the disposition of the
rusting vessels at Bremerton. We made a call and
arranged for an appointment, conveniently, the
following afternoon,” Steve related.
“On the drive over to the shipyard, Joe and I
discussed our monetary state. We could use as
much as we needed, having already set up the wire
transfer procedures before we left Cape Verde.
Cautioned by the ever stalwart Marx brother
“Karl” not to spend too much money, we weren’t,
in the least, prepared for what happened to us in
the next hour.
“We were ushered into a very lavish
conference room by a very petite, yes, gorgeous
administrative assistant. Already seated at the
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head of a long table sat a very, very large man, who
appeared to be approximately our age. After
pleasantries were spoken, he got down to
business.”
“Big or small,” he began, “I can let you have
just the desalt plants alone for $100,000 each. But
I can only guarantee that fifteen of the twenty will
work. If nothing else, you can use the other five as
spare parts.”
“So you’ll throw in those five at half price?”
Joe asked.
“Yeah, right! Sure. Who you kidding?” the
contractor replied.
“Well, just exactly how much are they worth
right now?” Joe asked.
“By the ton, the steel’s worth about $20,000.
I could always sell the whole ship for $125,000,
desalination plant included. But then I’d need
permission from the government.” He replied.
“What a scam! You want us to pay three
quarters of the price of the whole ship per unit.
What kind of a pirate are you?” Joe fired back,
clearly annoyed, very terse.
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“Hold your water, Snake Doctor!” He said.
“What did you say?” Joe asked, using a very
malicious tone and standing up rather quickly.
“I told you to hold your water and calm right
the fuck down, Snake Doctor. You don’t remember
me, do you?” He asked.
“Why, should I?” Joe started.
“And your buddy, he should too, because I
was right after all. Steve, you two did become
friends and apparently have been up to your old
tricks even after all these years.”
“I was startled. “Tiny?” Steve asked in a
whisper.
“Tiny?” Joe said a little louder.
“That’s me, in the flesh.”
“There was a lot of flesh. The years had been
unkind or kinder to our old friend, depending upon
your opinion. What was once a highly developed
muscular body was now an acre of skin. He must
have weighed in at 450, maybe even heavier.
“Hell, I bet you’ve never told him about
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Gertrude not being Gertrude, have you?” Tiny said
to Joe.
“Wrong. But sad to say, I was too drunk the
night I told him to remember his reaction.”
“I almost passed out.” Steve said.
“Well, I also heard about your little trials and
tribulations in the ‘Nam. From what I heard, they
should have given you three of those ‘Medals’, if
you ask me. Now sit your ass back down and let me
finish. I’ve been waiting more than thirty years to
pay you back for a little help you gave me and a few
marines at Kien Hoa. Now, here’s the my deal, take
it or leave it ...”
“His terms were very simple. He ended with
“... and that includes shipping these babies to that
little island paradise you call home these days.”
“I was flabbergasted. We were getting each of
the twenty for $20,000 per unit. Tiny arranged for
us to have dinner with him, his wife and their
seven children at a very exclusive restaurant that
evening. After signing all the paperwork, shaking
hands and confirming our dinner plans, Joe and
Steve left Tiny’s conference room, slightly
humbled by his generosity.
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“Small fucking world,” was all Joe could say.
Steve concurred.”

Chapter Twenty-eight –
All that glitters is not gold, and all
that is gold does not glitter.
Joe’s students had not been idle during their
absence. When they arrived at the airport in Praia,
they were met by a small group of their students,
and I went along for the ride. After they
“debriefed” the students as to their success,
Emmanuel handed Joe a fifteen-page proposal,
combining all of their ideas.
“Guys, look, we’re pretty beat right now. Give
us a few days, OK?” Joe said.
It had been a hectic, week-long trip. After
they left Tiny, they visited Cal Tech and with the
savings from the low cost desalination plants, were
able to obtain twenty tons of the saltwater grass
seed, complete with replacement guarantees,
should not all of the seed be viable after being
shipped. But, in all honesty, this didn’t even dent
their proposed budget. Tiny had saved the day for
Cape Verde.
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Kahlila, Chrisanto, Gabriella and Emmanuel’s
proposal was interesting to say the least.
Using the topography to full advantage, they
outlined a plan to separate Santiago into seven
circles and would plant pennyroyal in twelve, fifty
foot lines or “spokes” of a wheel. Surrounding this
area, would be a circumference of Eucalyptus
trees. Between the “spokes” would grow fields of
pyrethrum and mint. Their design showed a drip
irrigation system fed by a very large water tank,
which in turn was replenished by the desalinated
water fed from four of Tiny’s desalination plants.
Once the “pump was primed”, it would be relatively
easy to maintain the water pressure needed for
the drip irrigation.
When Joe informed them of the Cal Tech
purchase, they decided to surround the Eucalyptus
trees with a very wide “wheel”. The idea was to use
some of these savings to purchase one hundred
tons of corn and wheat seeds, the rationale being
that the runoff from the drip irrigation would
water
an edible harvest. Of course, rows of
pyrethrum and mint would be sown between these
crops as well.
“Once the aroma begins to repel the fleas and
ticks”, Chrisanto began, “we can force them out
into an open area, where the birds can enjoy them.
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Or they can commit suicide like lemmings and run
into the ocean.”
“And, if they decide to rest in the saltwater
grass, we could set up a few simple pumps with
sprinklers, watering the grass each evening, and
kill them at night.” Joe added.
“Besides that, we could set up small bathing
facilities like they have at many animal shelters in
America, using warmed ocean water, which will
alleviate the trauma kittens and puppies feel when
dipped into the surf.” I remarked.
“Well, with luck, the first two small desalt
plants should be arriving within thirty days. Tiny
emailed us that he had discussed the shipping
requirements with an old Air Force buddy, who
volunteered to carry the small ones on his C-147
Stratocruiser. His remark to me was - ‘this ought
to keep you two busy setting it up while awaiting
the other eighteen. They’ll be coming by ship via
the Panama Canal and should arrive here no
sooner than six months from now.” Joe said.
Weeks passed slowly but surely. Each day, we
were involved in discussions with various other
land owners who were very excited about our
plans. They were thrilled at the prospect of free
fresh water that would help them cultivate their
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own crops. Carlos Alber to immediately
volunteered his coconut tree work force to help us
plant the seeds and the seedlings.
Finally, the Stratocruiser touched down on
Sal where the airport could handle large aircraft.
After transferring them to a barge and crossing
the ocean between Sal and Santiago, we loaded
both desalination plants onto the largest flatbeds
in Cape Verde. Then, Joe told us that he had
secretly hired the newest member of our group, an
electrical engineer, specializing in solar energy,
who would join us very shortly.
“I’ve had this part of the problem solved for
almost twenty years,” Joe began. “During that
weekend with Alan and Louise Shepard, we
discussed solar energy in use as a military
weapon. Alan Shepard had explained
simplistically, that an astronaut, on a space walk,
could hold a simple magnifying glass, and refocus a
ray of sunshine, in much the same way as a child
uses one to start a dry leaf on fire. ‘The problem
with solar energy at that time’, Shepard had said,
‘was that there weren’t any receptors here on
earth capable of refocusing and handling that
much intense heat. The result of the hypothetical
astronaut’s actions would be that he would start
large forest fires in any given geographic area
almost immediately,’ Shepard had concluded.
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“But,” Joe added, “We will probably be able to
boil sea water easily enough.”
The following day, the electrical engineer
arrived, or so I was told. The aura of secrecy
disturbed me a little because Joe had begun to ask
for my opinion regarding important matters. When
he arrived, Steve needed no introduction. Joe
must have gone through a lot of trouble because
the engineer turned out to be his younger brother
Eugene. Gene was not alone. After hugs and kisses
and family talk were concluded, we helped Gene
unpack a ten-foot by ten-foot by ten- foot, self
contained, wooden crate.
“I used the rest of our budget for this,” Joe
said. “Inside this here crate is a reject from the
people who built the Hubbell Telescope. They
reground the lens in accordance with Gene’s
specifications. They were very happy to sign a
contract for our further needs, since the Hubbell
works fine and won’t need to be fixed until
sometime next century.”
“And,” Gene remarked, “Joe told me about
this wild idea Steve had while you were at Cal
Tech. I called up old friends at Worchester Poly
Technical and we’ve designed, well for better or
worse, a large, no I take that back, a very large,
camera iris, which will focus the sunlight before it
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hits the lens. We’ll be able to vary the temperature
of the energy we create. And it’s on a platform
that will follow the path of the sun throughout the
daylight hours. There are a few storage cells
included that will be recharged continuously to
move the platform and to send current to some
heating elements to continue operations during
the night. Neat, huh?”
Everyone, and I mean everyone, lent a hand.
Cape Verdeans came from other islands to see
what we were up to and helped with sweat and
labor. By early August, we had our first complete
wheel, seeded, piped, plumbed and ready to go.
Something went wrong. The fresh water we
had produced evaporated while on its journey
uphill to the hub of our wheel. Forced to shut down
and discover the cause of our problem, we all
worried about birds and insects devouring our
seeds. The entire group was very anxious as well,
worrying about technical stuff.
At this juncture, I will admit that both Steve
and I have never really put much faith in God.
Troubled beyond consolation, we borrowed one of
the trucks and took a trip to Cuidade Velha, the
oldest historical settlement in all of Cape Verde.
There’s an ancient church upon a hill, still used
occasionally for Easter services. The church had
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been built shortly after Christopher Columbus left
on his quest to find China. The floors are littered
with sarcophagi of the forefathers of Cape Verde.
The marble cover stones are as intricately carved
as any Italian Renaissance sculpture in Rome or in
Florence. Even today, they are breathtakingly
beautiful and readable.
As I said, it is still used as a Roman Catholic
church, and being Jewish, we both felt a little
awkward sitting down in a pew, looking at a large
crucifixion behind the altar. I actually knelt and
began to mentally talk with this supposed son of
my God. As I looked into the eyes of the carved
likeness, I told it that I could not believe that after
escaping from four centuries of enslavement, he
couldn’t find in his heart to cut these people some
slack. In my thoughts, I berated this son of my God
for giving both us and them hope- “esperança”, to
let us build this wonderful thing, only to dash our
hopes in a flash of water vapor at the very point of
success. What Steve said to God, I cannot say.
During the past eight years, with the
exception of the rains that fell while Joe and Steve
competed with mosquitoes, the hot, dry winds
from the Sahara had allowed Cape Verde to record
an average of three inches of rainfall. This year’s
rainy season wouldn’t start for another three
weeks. We were desolate. We left the church very
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angry with our God and challenged this “son of
God” to prove us wrong. Who’d have thought that a
supreme being would be listening that day.

Chapter Twenty-nine –
what you pray for ...

Be careful

While returning to Praia, driving along the
coastline, it started to sprinkle. Then it stopped,
and started again, and stopped and started again.
For the next six days, it rained lightly during the
morning, stopped after noon, started again after
five o’clock and ended sometime during the
evening. Not a drenching rain, but rather a
constant mist.
On the seventh day both God and that “son”
of his, probably needed a break because on that
day, Desalination Plant Number one, courtesy of
the USS Ruben James, (and a rather satisfied
Tiny), started. It sent cooled water into the holding
tank, whereby, it was directed into the irrigation
tubing, giving life sustaining fresh water to plants
that were now four inches tall.
Steve and I returned to the church in Cuidade
Velha, having made our peace with God at the only
Synagogue in Praia. Joe came with us and as we
sat in the solitude of this testament to the faith of
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millions of non-Jews, he turned to us and said
“well, my friends, it’s been a good run, but I have to
leave. It’s time I left.”
“What, are you for real?” Steve shouted.
“Steve, I am sorry, but I can’t stay, even if I
wanted. I can’t extend my Peace Corps contract
another year. I am obligated to COS (Close of
Service) in September. My contract was for only
two years, I extended another one to get this
finished. Besides, we’ve rigged up the systems so
simplistically, that a drunken sailor on a Saturday
night couldn’t fuck things up. Besides, you and
your brother can supervise things.
“Just remember this, OK? ‘Do not grow
weary with well doing, for in due season, you shall
reap a harvest, if you faint not.’ I can’t remember
for the life of me where I heard that or where I
read it, but it seemed an appropriate thing to say
to you.”

Chapter Thirty – Carbon Verde
But he wasn’t gone yet. Steve demanded his
assistance with the project I had envisioned before
we parted company. Over coffee, Steve reminded
Joe about the trash, about the volcano, and about
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the greening of Cape Verde.
“It should work, but we need a list of our
needs. First of all, we’ll need a large windmill at the
top of Fogo,” Joe mused. “Of course, you realize
that when Fogo erupts all this engineering will go
up in smoke.”
“So we build four runs, north, south, east and
west. The lava can only spew in one direction at a
time, right?”
“Yeah, ‘que sera, sera’, OK so we get only fifty
years of operation. By that time,
maybe the
s m a r t e r C a p e Ve r d e a n s w i l l b e c o m e
environmentally conscious. But we need a cable
hard enough to withstand volcanic temperatures.”
“We’re getting a lot of Manganese, Titanium,
Copper, Lead, Chromium, Nickel, and some really
heavy metals from the filtered desalinated water.
But mostly it’s Carbon. It’s too bad we couldn’t
melt that stuff and make something out of it.”
Steve began, only to be interrupted by Joe.
“Wait a minute”, he said jumping to his feet.
“We decrease the opening of the focusing device we
use to boil the water. Get it hot enough and start
melting pressurized carbon. Let’s go find your
brother.”
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We found Gene up to his armpits in grease
and sludge. In seconds, Joe explained my
harebrained scheme and Gene was caught up
immediately in the urgency of our project.
“Sure, we melt it, send into a giant pasta
maker - bigger, much bigger. We force the strands
into a giant sized wire braider, and as they cool,
they develop strength.”
“We set this up at the base of Fogo”, Steve
started, “and, oh, I don’t know, use the windmill to
pull the braided cable up to the top, but we’d need
two windmills. One for the return trip.”
“And sure as hell some sailor or fisherman
can tell us how to braid the ends into a continuous
loop”, Joe ended.
“The trash containers could be attached like
chairs on a ski lift”, I added.
“Plus,” Gene said, “the windmill could
generate and store electricity for a generator to be
used during calm, less windy days. Piece of Cake!”
“So all we need is a metallurgist, or maybe a
jeweler.” I said.
“A jeweler? Why?” Joe asked.
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“Well, isn’t pressurized carbon another name
for diamonds?”
“Oh boy, won’t Angola, South Africa, the
Congo and the Netherlands be pleased as punch?”
Gene asked. No body answered.
The search was on. Eugene, Joe and Steve
assaulted the Internet. They emailed Worchester
Poly Technical, Cal Tech, Cal Poly, Yale, Harvard,
Oxford University, Duke University,
hell, they
emailed the science departments of three hundred
schools of higher learning. They spent forty-eight
straight hours without a break, except for meals
and naps, copying a pasting letters to experts in
this search for expertise.
At Steve’s expense, they flew in a panel of
scientists from NASA, the University of Moscow,
COMNAVMETALFOR, Duke and Oxford. As I looked
around, I noticed that none of them had passed
their thirtieth birthday. We felt old. Joe, Steve, and
I felt stupid and unlearned as well. Gene, however,
was in his element, so to speak.
Their blackboard scrawling mystified us
completely. We looked at polygons, octagons, some
had double lines with scribbles like
Mg4C37Al9Br21 and so on. We departed and went
outside for lunch during the third day of this
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conference.
Now, call it what you will, convenience or
contrivance on my part to make a long story,
short, but we’d just finished eating, when the
group walked over to us, handed us two pages of
typed gibberish, and sat down at our table, ordered
a round of drinks and food, and toasted us when
the drinks arrived.
“Here’s to you four.” the group’s spokesman
said. “Your idea of the pasta maker did the trick.”
We let them eat and we huddled together,
digesting, if you will, their findings. This final
metal, which they called ‘Carbon Verde’, would at
one point be warm enough to braid and once cooled
and in place, would shrink enough to provide
excellent tension for the augmented ski lift. Also,
since it would be very strong, the width of the
cable needed to be about the circumference of a
small cantaloupe, or about fourteen inches in
diameter. Five braided strands would be enough to
hold 500 tons of weight. It would cost more to have
them stay an extra two weeks in the very best
hotel in Praia than to produce all the cable we’d
need. Chemistry being what it is, we had the ocean
right there to provide all of the smelting minerals
needed to strengthen the cable.
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According to them, all we’d have to do is to
rig a flatbed truck with five rotating braiders and
while the Carbon Verde came out of the movable
smelter, the truck could slowly drive up the slope
of the volcano, turn at the windmill, and descend,
using a parallel path down to the harbor. We could
use a simple crane to loop the cable over the
windmill’s two turnstiles.
Carbon Verde even surprised these experts
when we finally got down to production. While
warm, it was as malleable as thread or clay. Once
engineers tied a simple ‘Bristol knot’, attaching
both ends, and setting it onto the turnstiles, they
let it cool for two weeks. I was personally glad to
get out of the temperature controlled fireproof
suits that we wore each day while on the summit.
Fogo can get very, very, warm and the Carbon
Verde, while cooling, gave off its’ own heat.
During the two weeks, the fleet of ‘coconut
trucks’ was filling the first twenty containers with
the island of Santiago’s trash. These were loaded
onto several barges and ferried to our newly
constructed dock. While on two weeks reserve
duty, NMCB 40, a Navy Seabee detachment out of
California, built a first rate dock. They completed
the entire project quickly, efficiently and easily.
They certainly lived up to the Seabee motto;” the
difficult we do at once, the impossible takes a little
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longer.” The American Embassy had requested
them once before to build an orphanage in Praia,
and the Ambassador pulled strings to have them
come back and assist in an equally important,
albeit highly controversial task.
As the Carbon Verde hardened, the Sulfur
saturated air from the volcano made the cable a
transparent shade of ‘Kelly green’ that would have
pleased the Irish. Our group of metallurgists did
not expect this development at all. They panicked,
assembled, scrambled, tested, tested again, and
went into committee. Diamonds are graded by
color. Everyone loves white, yellow and blue
diamonds. Alaskans favor black diamonds. What
value would green diamonds hold?
They broke up their meetings, satisfied that
the cable was everything they had wanted and one
even joked, “Cape Verde now has another product
to export. Anyone want to buy some color
coordinated, environmentally friendly, ski lift
cable?”
“Besides,” another quipped, “the world
already has enough emeralds.”
Gene was sure that Angola, South Africa, the
Congo and the Netherlands breathed a sigh of
relief at this development.
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Then we seriously got down to business,
landscaping the area so that eventually, a jungle
like canopy would eventually hide the ski lift. Teak
trees, massive Bayonne trees were donated by, you
guessed it, Angola, South Africa, the Congo and of
course, the Netherlands.
In the future, Desalination Plant Number 12,
once a part of the USS Forrestal, will produce
enough fresh water to grow four feet high
pennyroyal plants and three foot tall pyrethrum
plants. The soil of the island of Fogo, for obvious
reasons is very rich and fertile. Steve has plans to
import many species of vegetation from Hawaii,
because of the similarity of the volcanic soil. They
should do fine, once established.

Chapter Thirty-onePeril on the Sea.

For Those in

Joe saw the first full line of trash containers
complete their voyage up and down Fogo. He, Steve
and I took a boat back to Santiago and got very
drunk later that evening. At the airport, Steve and
I decided to buy a ticket for the flight to Sal, where
Joe would board a South African Airways 747 for
the ride back to the United States. When he found
out, he asked to see our tickets, and suspecting
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nothing, we willingly gave them to him. He tore
them up and told us to get the hell out of here,
because this parting was going to be too sorrowful
for the three of us. We acquiesced, hugged him and
watched as he boarded the TACV, twin prop plane
for the short flight from Santiago to Sal.
The plane sped down the runway, and just
like that he was gone. And just like that, he was
gone.
He never reached Sal. Numerous survivors
and the FAA, reported that a chimpanzee, en route
to a zoo in Boston, had gone berserk, escaped from
his cage and had thrown the cage through the skin
of the airplane, causing the entire tail assembly,
stabilizers and all, to separate from the airplane,
which in turn caused instant decompression,
forcing the plane to somersault into the ocean.
Survivors commented about a tall man,
arguing with the chimpanzee, yelling, “Miguel,
please put down that cage!” just before the
accident. One person saw them sucked out of the
exposed tail section. Joe and Miguel were never
seen on this earth again.
Steve had “Do not grow weary with well
doing, for in due season, you shall reap a harvest,
if you faint not” inscribed on a small tombstone. It
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was placed, with the permission of the Cape
Verdean National Assembly, in the cemetery of the
ancient church in Cuidade Velha. The United
States Navy sent an honor guard and the bugler
played “taps” at the end of a very brief ceremony.
Steve, very subdued, draped a new ceremonial
Congressional Medal of Honor ribbon around the
cold marble, saluted, and cried more deeply than
he had since childhood.
And then, Steve, Gene and I took a lonely
journey back to the United States accompanying
an empty casket, filled with ballast. We were met at
Reagan National airport by a Navy honor guard
who ceremoniously placed the empty flag draped
casket into a hearse for the short ride to Arlington
National Cemetery. I hadn't realized it, being as
stunned as I was, but certain people, more attuned
to Washington DC funerals, had arranged a rather
long motorcade following the casket as it wound
around the Lincoln Memorial, across the Memorial
Bridge, past the Seabee Memorial, and up the
short hill to his final resting place among others
who had given their last measure of effort.
Because of his Congressional Medal of Honor, Joe's
place with them was assured since that morning at
Bethesda, and in spirit, he joined them forever as
an equal. Steve thought it absurd that they'd be
placing an empty casket in the ground, so just
before the ceremony started he placed a T-shell®, a
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Lixolure®, a coconut, and Joe’s five iron inside
along with the bags of ballast.
Steve had an engraver etch the CMH above
the identical inscription used on his tombstone in
Cuidade Velha . The Honor Guard placed the casket
on a bier. This somewhat private ceremony,
presided over by a Navy Chaplin and attended by
the Prime Minister and President of Cape Verde,
the Director of the Peace Corps, and surprisingly
by the recently elected President of the United
States. The entire ceremony lasted no more than a
half a hour. Both George H.W. and Mrs. Bush were
present as well, and sat next to Joe’s father, sitting
in stunned silence. I barely listened as those who
had known him briefly, or not at all, eulogized this
friend of mine. Behind them, Tiny, who had flown
in late, reached Steve’s side just as the newly
elected President had finished his short speech
and turned the podium over to his Mother. She
began her very short statement, and while
laughing, told us all about the day she missed a
putt because of Joe, and added that their entire
family would feel this loss. The Navy Chaplin gave
his “prayer for the Dead”, the Honor Guard did its
thing, and we watched as Joe’s father received the
tri-folded flag, clearly disconcerted at each volley
of the 21 gun salute, and as we were standing, the
Navy Band played “Eternal Father”. Steve, Tiny,
Gene and I watched the casket slowly disappear
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from view. We wept again. It was over. He was
gone.
Afterwards, saying my respects to all those
present, and to Joe's father at some length, Gene,
Steve and I walked away hesitantly, very unsure
of what to do next. Tiny came to the rescue: “I need
a very stiff drink, no, many very stiff drinks…how
'bout you?”
I was certain of one thing, and that was that I
wouldn’t be going back with them to Cape Verde. It
was time to go back to work, and it was time to
paint. But first, it was time to get really, really
drunk. Feelings were to be ignored, this was a time
to celebrate our friend’s life, not his death.

Chapter Thirty-two- The Invite
On the train north from Arlington, I had
decided that I’d visit Maine. For some reason, I
heard the call of the ocean and knew at least one
family of “Maineacs” who lived on the coast. After
a draining week finding a house to rent in
Kennebunkport, the following Sunday, I drove
down Ocean Avenue to the outlook at Walker’s
Point and parked my car.
For the uninitiated, an artist does not just
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simply set up an easel at Walker’s Point. I was
reminded of this fact immediately after spending
20 minutes to unload my supplies, thereafter
setting up and beginning a small oil seascape,
using the large house on the edge of the peninsula
as a model. As if by magic, there appeared two
police cars. Out of one, came the Chief of Police, out
of the other, came Kennebunkport’s code enforcer.
“You cannot park your car here for more
than fifteen minutes”, the Chief said.
“You’ll need a license to sell any paintings”,
the code enforcer added.
I have always maintained my ar t
associations, and have been a taxpaying artist all
my mature life, so I had both federal and state
licenses in my wallet.
This is none of their
business, as all I’m going to do is to paint a picture.
What I didn’t know is that I needed a local license
as well, even though I had no intention of selling
anything I produced while at “the Point”. The code
enforcer agreed that it was impossible to obtain
one on a Sunday, but demanded that I appear at
his office on Monday. He left shortly thereafter,
parting with- “you make damn sure you’re there
first thing!”
The Chief of Police chuckled after he left and
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remarked “he really needs to get laid”. Then he
addressed me. “Parking is going to be your major
problem, not him.”
No sooner did he say this, when a black SUV
with Texas plates, parked behind his car. A rather
dour looking man complete with a tactical vest and
adorned with Rayban sunglasses and an earpiece,
approached us. “Hi Chief”, he said, “any problem?”
and at the same time he hands the Chief of Police a
white envelope.
I can see it’s addressed in hand writing to
him. And he immediately opens, it, takes out a
letter and begins to read. While he’s doing that,
this dour individual offers his hand and says, Mr.
Matzkin, I’m Gerald, the new head of the Detail.
My Boss and his wife said to say welcome back to
Maine.” While shaking his hand, I hear, “OK by me”
from the Chief, who then refolds the letter, puts it
into the envelope, and sticks it in his pocket. “I’m
done here, Mr. Matzkin, enjoy yourself, it’s a
beautiful day to paint. And, Sir, welcome back to
Maine. Just make sure you attend to that matter
on Monday.”
With that he left, leaving the two of us alone.
Gerald watched him drive off, said something
unintelligible to the air, and said “if you’d be so
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kind to give me the keys to your car, I’ll park it at
Wamby Beach, that’s the little beach just past our
compound. Your car will be parked and locked
alongside the chain link fence, just below one of the
cameras. You have permission to park there for as
long as you need, any time you decide to paint
here. When you’re through today, walk down to the
shack in front of the driveway. One of the agents
will give you back your keys. After today, simply
unload your car, drive to that spot, and there’s
really no need, unless you want, to lock it, and, of
course, you’ll have to walk back up the hill to the
overlook, but that shouldn’t be a problem, right?
When you’re done for the day, just reverse the
process. Will that work for you?”
“I’m dumbfounded, but please tell them
‘thank you’.
With that, we shook hands again and I went
back to my painting. I’d found a home away from
home. I would be spending Sundays at Walker’s
Point, as long as it wasn’t raining. I looked up, said
a silent “thank you” to Joe as well.
That Monday, I drove into town, intending to
get the local license. Apparently, word had come
down from “above” and I was told that it wasn’t
necessary. Instead of wasting the morning, I
decided to check out the small art galleries nearby
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and maybe one of them would be interested in
selling any of the seascapes I produced from such a
lovely spot.
Here, I have to interject a short course in
Kennebunkport politics. The town was founded in
the late 1600’s and the residents have been there
since then. If you were not born there, raised
there, are descendants from there, you could be
Michelangelo or Norman Rockwell, and still not be
accepted totally by the natives nor by the local
artists. During my first year in Maine, I tried
getting the gallery owners to sell my art. I often
mused that Joe and Steve might have solved this
small problem differently, but Joe was gone, and
Steve was unreachable.
So I painted, and painted, and painted.
Beautiful work. How could any artist not be
inspired by this vista? And the tourists asked me
“how much?”, “where can I buy one?”, questions I
had no answer for. It got to the point that these
visitors wanted even unfinished ones before I came
up with my solution. Now if any of you reading this
are artists, I do not recommend this as a course of
action.
While painting a four foot by four foot
rendition of the vista, a reporter from a Portland
paper asked if he could take my photograph while
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painting. It appeared in the paper later that week.
The following Sunday, I had leaned this same
painting off to the side and attended to several
other works in progress. You see, for me, it’s much
easier to mix one color and apply it to several
paintings. I then notice a ten year old boy
squatting in front of that particular painting, lost
in deep thought. I left him alone and continued my
work. A half hour later he’s still in front of the
painting. He looks at me and abruptly asks me how
much it is.
“Go and get your mother or father.”
“OK, I’ll be right back,” he says running
towards the line of cars.
Minutes later the father and boy return.
“Your son asked me if he could buy this painting
and I want to know what size of a car you have to
safely transport such a large painting”.
“We have a very large van” the father says.
“That’ll work for me.”
“Pardon me?” he says.
“Your son just earned a painting”. And then I
explained the length and depth in which his son
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studied that painting. To me, it was exactly like my
reading of the Agony and the Ecstasy. This boy
would become an artist. And he should own great
art. “It’s yours, or rather his, free of charge!”
The boy looks at his father, smiles and says,
“see Dad, I told you I could find a way to get you
that painting, and it wouldn’t cost you nothing.”
That’s OK though, what he didn’t know was that he
had walked into a large patch of the poison ivy that
surrounds the particular rock I set my easel upon,
so I think had the last laugh.
I set about accomplishing an idea. I wanted to
show the house in weather. Just after a severe
thunderstorm when the clouds are blowing into
the Atlantic, pushed away from the warmth of the
slowly appearing sun. While working on it, I drew
countless renditions of pieces of the canvas. I must
have drawn or painted on small pieces of canvas at
least 50 clouds before I got the perfect cloud
formations to transfer to the larger piece. These, I
either gave away, or allowed tourists to “donate to
the delinquency of an artist”, whatever they could
afford.
Soon, the local galleries sent a few
representatives to me one Sunday. How could I just
“give away art”? I tried to explain that I only came
here on Sundays and painted to flush my head of
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the commercial art I did during the weekdays, and
rather than use a trash can… They were not
impressed when I told them that it was the same
as me giving them my business card. They also
were not receptive to my idea that they hang my
art in their galleries, either.
I guess my comment about the tourists
getting the “milk directly from the cow, rather
than from the farmer” somewhat insulted one
member of the delegation who I later learned
demands 75% of the purchase price from her bank
of artists.
These minor inconveniences finally vanished
after my first season there. But for the most part,
painting on Sundays at Walker’s Point became my
spot for meditation, relaxation, and refreshment. I
finally achieved what I had set out to do, actually
captured the scene as I had envisioned, just as
Walker’s Point and Kennebunkport prepared itself
for a visit from another Former President.

Chapter Thirty-three- Wild Bill
As I said, I get there early in the morning.
Just before 7:00AM, a different Detail had
positioned itself at the overlook. Same sunglasses,
but they were attired in running clothes. Since
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they ignored me, and since I rarely engage in
conversation with ‘41’s Detail while they are on
the job, of course, I gave them little notice other
than a tip of my baseball cap as they went by, other
than noticing that Gerald was running with them,
as sort of a guide I suppose.
Ten or fifteen minutes later, the parking area
became quite full of parked cars with quite a few
people mulling around. I noticed shor tly
thereafter, that contrary to posted signs, some
trailers were interspersed among them with
satellite dishes. I stopped painting. And just as I
turned around to pay attention to a small
commotion, I found myself being approached by a
sweating ’42, many sunglass wearing gentlemen,
and over their shoulders were several
photojournalists, in short, a whole boatload of
people. I asked, “can I help you?”
Walking to an easel that had several small
practice sketches, he pointed-“I like this one, and
this one and you know something, I’ll take that one
too,” said Former President William Jefferson
Clinton. One of these agents will stay and work out
the details with you, but I have to run, really, I
have to run. Have to shower and join the Bushes
for church and afterwards we’re playing a little
golf.
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Chuckling, I said, “might want to wait till
after the golf for that shower. He tends to play very
quickly and I’ve heard people say that you’d better
prepare to run a marathon because it’s
considerably less running than playing golf with
’41.”
He laughed and turned, and his Detail parted
the crowd, and off he went down the hill.
Now you all don’t know this but politically,
I’ve been a Republican since I first voted for
Richard Nixon. Believe me when I say that he paid
me slightly more that a Republican would have
been charged.
But being as fair minded as I could be, I
waved and said, “hey Gerald, I have something for
your boss, and handed him the oil of the
thunderstor m. Give it to him with my
compliments.”
Normally, for everyone, including yours
truly, one does just not give a gift to a past or
present President. There really is a procedure one
must follow. First you write a letter stating your
intent, which gives that President a chance to
either accept or reject it, or in some cases, to
suggest a more suitable location for the ‘donation’.
Usually, this takes months of correspondences.
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Being the opportunist I am, I seized the moment.
Many weeks later, I received a call in my
studio, requesting that I meet Tom at the guard
shack in front of the compound at 11:00AM the
next day. It was suggested also that I bring my
camera. Nothing else was offered when I asked a
few questions.
Not to be impolite, I arrived, according to my
watch, on time and dressed accordingly.
What was discussed, in this case, I’ll leave
that to my next book. But I did receive a sleeve of
’41 golf balls, one of which I gave to my father’s
adopted son, and one I allowed to be auctioned.
Mine, I hope, is still in my dresser drawer, but I
haven’t looked for it in ages. And I believe he
deeply liked my contribution to the Bush estate
because I’ve been told it hangs over one of the
fireplaces within their “summah” home.

Chapter Thirty-four- Red Suits
One either forgets or doesn’t know that ‘41’s
sister Nan, lives just down the road in Cape
Porpoise. Not many people know this. She’s a
character. That’s a great trait to have, believe me.
Apparently, or so I was told one day while painting,
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that a dear friend of Nan’s was building a rock
garden and needed some rocks. Large rocks. So
Nan decides to ask Mrs. Bush if they could have a
few. During winter seas, quite a few small boulders
wash up and are deposited on the out-cropping of
the coastline. When it’s the very last bit of low tide,
one easily notices a lot of somewhat polished rocks
on the basin. Since this past winter saw an ice
storm and probably very heavy seas, this area was
ripe for exactly the rocks needed. Mrs. Bush
accepts the invitation to help these ladies, and
notifies the Detail that her sister-in-law would be
visiting.
They drove in sometime around mid-morning
on Sunday, and Nan’s friend Sheila, was wearing a
bright red all weather suit, which included the
boots. Sheila had never ever met Nan’s brother
and mentioned that she hoped he wouldn’t see her
“dressed like this”.
They collected the rocks long enough to meet
Sheila’s desires, and started toward their car. To
get to their car, they had to pass the summer office
building, and clearly they hear “hey, Nan, What the
heck are you doing? Come on up for some coffee!”
When inside, Sheila nervously says to Nan,
“I’m not dressed for this!”
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“Don’t worry,” says Nan.
After introductions, ’41 gets right to the
point. “The reason I called to you is that I saw
something red bobbing up and down. I thought it
might be a lobster trap off line, or a buoy loose.
When you came closer. I saw the outfit. I have to
have one of those. Where did you get it?”
According to Sheila, she mentioned the outlet
and they had coffee “standing” because she really
didn’t want to have him see what she had
underneath it. At least that’s how I heard it told,
that is.
I heard about it painting, while passing time
with my dear friend (the other Barbara mentioned
in my book dedication), who usually sits down on
the park bench behind me watching me paint. A
real live, actual, native “Kennebunkporttean” I
met while painting a few times down on Wamby
Beach, where I park my car. It’s also where most of
the other artists in the area set up their easels
because it offers a two-view plateau from which to
paint. There’s a salt marsh across the street full of
diverse wildlife, I did a nice blue heron swamp
scene for a New Yorker using that background.
Wamby Beach, itself, is an inlet. A camera ready,
authentic “Maine” rock encrusted, basaltic
shoreline. With, at times, surf similar to Ireland
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and Scotland. You want to paint deep blue crashing
waves, set up and paint there at high tide after a
storm. It’s sheltered enough that your art won’t
get wet.
I can remember once being overcome by a
wave, while painting. Not at Walker’s Point,
though, and I too, could have used Sheila’s red all
weather suit. It happened in Cape Verde. It’s an
incident not worthy of a few lines.
But her red suit reminded me of two other
times I could have used that particular red suit.
Steve, Joe and I happened to know some of the
same locals, although in different scenarios. I met
Bufa, pronounced ‘Boupha’, while eating at his
small restaurant in Tira Chapeau, which actually
translates into “tip of the hat”. He owned it, and
called it the “Only Truly American Restaurant in
Cape Verde. When one considers that Tira Chapeau
is one of the poorest, if not exactly the poorest
residential area of the island of Santiago, it was a
feat of capitalism to keep it going. Actually it was a
pretty smart decision, location-wise. It brought
affluent tourists to aid the economy, after his cut,
and the food, the drinks, and the local live music
were exceptional.
One night, just before Christmas, amidst the
suave sound of a samba, Bufa sat down with us and
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ordered a round, on him, because he had a small
problem, His “Pai Natal” for tomorrow’s event got
sick. All you need to do is to wear a red suit, hug a
couple kids, hand out presents, say “ho, ho, ho” all
the time and afterwards, enjoy the festivities with
some other Cape Verdeans.
Joe and Steve politely decline, leaving me. I
don’t know the language that well because the
children all speak what’s called “kriolu” a severe
derivative of Portuguese, which I was learning.
“Sure, when do you need me”, I said.
Santa Claus, Kris Kringle, Pai Natal, Pere
Noel, it doesn’t matter, the suit’s the same. Bufa ‘s
contribution was a huge woolen red suit. Cape
Verde doesn’t see days below 84 degrees, even in
winter. Add the full beard, and two pillows, and
boots. Oh, and high noon, Almost the hottest time
of the day.
When I get there by taxi, there’s a crowd
surrounding the restaurant, I wade through a
minimum of 700 humans of all sizes, am allowed in
the back door and led to an area where I can
transform into Pai Natal. Up the stairs, a curtain is
drawn, and I believe I’ve have been tricked,
perhaps by two Americans I know.
Joe and Steve are standing off to the wings
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bent over in laughter, slapping each other. I know I
look ridiculous, but really, guys. What I also notice
is that there’s a film crew and lots of lights, and I
still look ridiculous. Bufa explains what I’m to do.
“Sit here, get them in your lap, and any way
possible, talk to them, answer their questions,
hand them the gift, next… when everyone has a
gift, then we feed them a meal, they exit, and
hopefully they won’t slip in for seconds, but there
are a lot of them. Oh and I forgot, The Prime
Minister and the President will be here much later,
but don’t worry. That’s covered.”
The doors are opened, and a line of shabbily
dressed, the cloth scrubbed within an inch of its
life, and is just as clean as the child wearing it.
They are “Sunday going to meeting clean”. And
eyes, I could paint these expressions forever.
Emotions displayed right out of the Saturday
Evening Post illustrations of Norman Rockwell.
Almost 450 four to eight year olds climbed on my
lap, and not one of them pulled my fake beard, but
gently petted it as they would a cat or a dog. By the
end of the festival, because that’s what it became
and continued until around midnight, I imagine
Bufa depleted the food stocks of quite a few local
markets to feed everyone.
All this time, the lights are on the cameras
are rolling, and I’m sweating buckets. Of course I
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had to re-hydrate from time to time, and a gin and
tonic sure quenches one’s thirst. The children had
left by then and Joe offered one during a “break”.
“So what do you think?” he asked.
“It’s flipping hot under this beard you know.”
Steve adds, “yes, sir it is. We were the last
two year’s Pai Natals. Just wait, it isn’t over yet.
Have fun, Santa always gets laid afterwards.”
“Don’t listen to him. The hard parts over.
How do your arms feel? Lifting 350 or more kids
can be a bit of a workout. Have another drink. It’ll
hurt, so why not feel it tomorrow instead of
tonight?” Joe philosophy 101.
It sounded like good advice and after all, he
was a Veterinarian, right? Still sweating, dancing a
storm, with several different women, drinking
many more re-hydration beverages, in comes a
Brooks Brothers suited man and the music stops,
and everyone stands in place, except Bufa, who
comes over to me. “OK Pai, you’re on”, and hands
me two wrapped presents. Security members
advance two men I know to be Presidente and
Ministero Primero. A reporter, who I didn’t realize
was one, sticks a microphone into my mouth after
an introduction in rapid Portuguese, much of
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which I missed. I’m no Henny Youngman, but it
instantly occurs to me that this is midnight, and
these cameras are from the national TV and that
this visit from Pai Natal gets as much coverage
there as does NBC, CBS with their coverage of the
whereabouts of Santa Claus. Still smiling broadly, I
pan the audience and see Joe and Steve rolling on
the floor, so to speak,
Clearing my voice, I focus on the two
dignitaries and utter the traditional ‘ho, ho, ho”
and “Feliz Navidad” in Spanish, then rather
quickly “Boa Natal” in Portuguese’. I then slowly
ask them if they’ve been good, and this is when my
re-hydration liquid begins to seep into my
conscience. What the hell, I’m buzzed, in a great
mood, so I begin a dialogue with them about what
presents they want, did their children’s children
receive my gifts, then on to how I felt serving the
children I just spent the day with, and sort of put
each of them on the spot mentioning that I only
come once a year but you gentlemen are here
every day, and what have you done to help these
kids?”
Believe it or not, both answered truthfully,
and I gave them their present and the reporter
came back on and wished me a very safe journey
around the world, said the normal ending, this is
so and so reporting for you from Tira Chapeu, Boa
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Natal, God bless and good night.
From there, still dressed in red, still sweating
and still ‘re-hydrated’, they take me to the
American Embassy, where a much more affluent
Christmas party is happening. We are stopped at
the door, and security asks us to wait. The
American Ambassador comes down, dressed in a
business suit, and welcomes us, and leads us
upstairs.
“And you thought you were done, right? says
Steve.
adds.

“It’ll be Christmas in Boston in an hour.” Joe

“And I taped your performance”, says the
Ambassador. “It must be hot in that suit, care for a
drink before you hand out presents? He says.
“Merry Christmas to all” Steve adds.
“And to all a good night” this from Joe.
And from me, “what, no lime?”
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Chapter-Thirty-five- Huh?
“Dear Tiny,
Sit down when you start to read this, OK?
Do you remember I once mentioned my very
favorite relatives, Uncle Frank, and Aunt Pat?
Well, last year, I got a call from Aunt Pat,
explaining that my Uncle Frank had succumbed to
old age, a bad heart, and numerous other health
issues. They had retired to New Zealand, some
years back, so besides annual calls and the
occasional letter, I really was unaware of his
diminishing health. So, I was stunned by this
announcement of his passing.
He was my favorite Uncle when I was a kid.
And since I couldn’t attend the funeral, I told Aunt
Pat to send me the bill for all the funeral
arrangements, and as my tribute to him, I’d cover
the cost of the coffin, and the burial. She
reluctantly agreed, and thanked me.
A month after the internment, I received two
bills; one from a mortuary, and a hand-written one
from Brooks, Bates, and Bones, who were, I
thought, his lawyers. I considered that $7,800 was
r e a s o n a b l e fo r t h e c o f fi n a n d t h e o t h e r
arrangements. The second bill was for $19.99,
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which I figured included something like flowers, so
I paid that as well.
The next month, a bill arrived from Brooks,
Bates, and Bones, for the same amount. Perhaps,
they had forgotten an item. I couldn’t tell what it
was for from the writing, as these guys must have
learned their penmanship from a doctor in the
States. I wrote a check, sent it off and considered
the matter concluded.
On the first of the next month and for the
next seven months, a bill from Brooks, Bates, and
Bones appeared in my mailbox. Each time I paid it
in full, - $19.99. Finally, I got curious, and called
Aunt Pat. “Aunt Pat, I keep getting a bill from some
firm called Brooks, Bates, and Bones. Do you know
what it’s all about?”
“Lawrence, yes I do. You see, when your
Uncle Frank died, well, he didn’t have a suit good
enough to be worn in that beautiful casket you
bought, so I rented one.”
Gotcha!
Always, LM”
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Chapter Thirty-sixSEX SELLS BOOKS
Steve, my closest friend has read the draft of
this rather tedious project and commented that all
my characters must be very private or cloistered,
because there’s not a single sex act described or
even hinted upon.
Not to be undone at this late stage in this
process, I will delegate the final chapter to this
topic.
Late in the summer of 2005, ’41 stopped by
on a clear, crisp Sunday. “Lawrence, you deserve a
break and I have a tee time in a half an hour. Feel
like playing some golf?” he asked.
How was I suppose to refuse? One just
doesn’t. So I went to my car, drove back, loaded it
up, and drove onto the “Compound” where a detail
member showed me where to park.
“No clubs?” he asked.
“Nope.” I answered.
`
“No problem”, he said, and went into one of
the two buildings they use while on duty. Minutes
later, he returned with a brand new set of Big
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Bertha clubs, size 14 golf shoes, still in the box, a
box of Nike balls, a new glove, and a bag of tees.
“Wait for the boss here, OK?” he said and
went about his business.
Fifteen minutes later, and after nervously
smoking two cigarettes as casually as possible,
both detail vans approached, the front one
stopping next to me, the other idling behind. All
the aforementioned golf paraphernalia was loaded
and I was ushered into the idling van.
“Great, let’s go!” ’41 said, and off we went for
the short drive to Cape Arundel Golf Course. We
were to meet two people, that’s all I knew at the
time and I didn’t ask. I should have.
Arriving, all the equipment was taken care
of, all I had to do was to sit in a golf cart, which ’41
drove to the first tee. My jaw dropped. Waiting for
us were the golf pro, and William Jefferson Clinton,
’42. Introductions for my benefit were addressed
and we began to warm up. All of a sudden, the golf
pro’s cell phone rang, he listened for a second or
two and said: “Sirs, I’m sorry, my wife just went
into labor, my apologies but I have to leave.”
“Go! We’ll find a fourth somehow.” ’41 said.
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Still warming up, and believe me, none of the
waiting foursomes uttered a word, and if the
reader is a golfer, you know this to be unusual. We
waited another five or so minutes. We were
suddenly approached by an incredibly beautiful
woman, whom I recognized immediately. Kathy
Ireland!
“I heard you needed a fourth. I’ll play on one
condition- that no one tries to teach me to golf.”
She said. They agreed, I was star-struck.
We did the usual thing, tossed tees to see who
would hit first, ’42 won and hit his tee shot off to
the left. “A typical Democrat!” ’41 uttered as he
teed his ball, and proceeded to slice his shot off to
the right. “Typical Republican shot” Former
President Clinton muttered.
Mine went straight as they almost always do,
not far but straight. “Well if you can paint a
straight line, it makes sense that you’d hit a
straight ball.” ’41 laughed. Then Kathy addressed
her ball and smashed one down the center of the
fairway, at least 300 yards. Her next shot was
within a foot of the pin, putted for a birdie, and
while ’41 and ‘42 made bogies, I pared the hole.
Second tee, same result, Kathy’s ball went
straight as a die on each shot and ’42 remarked
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that it’s she who should tell us how to play. She
birdied every hole of the first nine. And what a
thoroughly engaging woman! She told jokes,
laughed at ours, discussed all sorts of topics, and
made me personally “fall in love with her”. At the
turn, she gets serious and continues to birdie each
and every hole. As we approached the 18th tee, ’41
remarked that he had never seen such great golf.
’42 mentioned that at 17 under par, she was about
to shatter Cape Arundel’s record as well as
probably one or two of Guiness Book records as
well. Me, I was glassy-eyed and still very much
star-struck, but dazzled by her golfing prowess, as
well as, well… everything else about her.
She has the honors and dubs her tee shot. It
goes maybe 3 feet in front of her. We tee off, and of
course, ‘41’s still slicing right, ‘42’s still hooking
left, and I actually crunched one straight down the
very center of the fairway, almost as far as Kathy’s
other shots. She walks up to her ball, hits it and
slices out of bounds, puts down a provisional, does
the same thing, and continues to do so for two
more shots when finally she’s in the fairway, now
somewhat distraught.
So, instead of being 17 under par, she’s only
10 under par, which is still a 62, not bad at all. Her
next shot lands on the green, a minimum of 75 feet
from the hole.
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“Remember when we started, I asked you
gentlemen not to tell me how to play?” she asks us
while sizing up her putt. “Well, forget it. If any one
of you can tell me the break in this putt, I’ll fly you
in my private jet to Las Vegas, wine, dine you, and
who knows what might develop…”
“It’ll break to the left about 3 feet”, William
Jefferson Clinton remarks.
“No way, it’ll break a foot to the right”, George
Herbert Walker Bush remarks.
Me, I don’t even hesitate. “It looks like a
gimme to me!” I say while picking up her ball. She
ended up with a 63.
So, my friends, if you think I’m going to tell
you what went on after we landed in Las Vegas,
you’re crazy! And discretion being the better part
of valor, I’ll end this book, and you can imagine the
sex scene!
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My first sketch after arriving in West Virginia
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Part II - Author’s Introduction
I would personally like to express my sincere
apologies to all of you who have either received as
a gift, or have purchased “No Longer Painting On
Sunday At Walker’s Point”. or “Painting on Sunday
in West (By Gud) Vorginia”. What can I say? After
publishing the second two books, I re-read them
and found them less than satisfactory. I could
plead multiple “Senior Moments” concerning the
creation process involved in writing the text, as
simple descriptions were omitted leaving you, the
reader, with a less than optimal mind’s view of the
places, or events detailed within that, admittedly,
quickly written novel.
I further decided that, as in the case of a great
wine, time was needed for the coalescence of my
thoughts on any of the following chapter’s
messages, and have allowed two years to pass
since submitting “No Longer Painting On Sunday
At Walker’s Point” and eighteen months to pass
since finishing “Painting on Sunday in West By Gud
Vorginia” to allow my mind to filter out the “wheat
from the chaff”, so to speak.
And admittedly, since then, I have found a new
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home, new acquaintances, and a new and fresh
outlook on my present-day circumstances.
I continue to converse with old friends, albeit,
infrequently, and try to keep in touch with my New
England roots. That said, however, I am growing
fonder of the “Sowth” each and every day that I
encounter a cultural lesson, or listen to an
historical reference that prior to this, was
completely unknown. That old expression: “you
cain’t teach an old dog a new trick” certainly does
not apply to my new life in West (By God) Virginia.
Also note that in reading some of the following
chapters, you’ll find references to that second book
as well as the process involved in writing a third
one. Believe me, I never expected things in my life
change dramatically, to cause me to write another
two books “Uncle Jimmy” and “Teddy Turtle” but
they did and I did. I am enjoying my chosen exile
from the rat race here at my little “holler”. Life is
c o n s i d e r a b ly d i f fe r e n t t h e s e d ay s w h e n
considering the past 21 years and the turmoil of
parent care, 23 hour days, and the daily drama of
a very dysfunctional family.
The new neighbors, and acquaintances seem to
let folks alone here and don’t force themselves on
each other. “Live and let live” seems to be the way
life is down here. Also, “time” seems to have slowed
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down considerably, due probably to the fact that
my old reliable Timex wrist watch’s battery ran
out 10 days after arriving in West Virginia and the
two Walmart Superstores, both, a considerable
distance from my home, no longer carry such an
antiquated battery, so it resides in my jewelry box
in a drawer of my dresser. My trusty MacBook
Pro’s internal clock tells me of the exact hour,
minute, and second, but recently I decided to
“hide” that function as well. I rise early, enjoy the
sunrise, feed my dog shortly before I myself eat
breakfast, and depend upon my internal clock for
most daily scheduling.
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And I repeat ...
Everything is possible. Anything is probable.
Something, well sometimes something is not only
improbable, impossible, but just plain old fictitious.
The characters in this book are based upon my
imagination and personal interpretations of
chance meetings with other inhabitants of this
planet who were and still are real people. I based
some of their characters upon fictional events and
some of the others on recollections and references,
that may have actually been altered slightly from
reality, due to the mental state of the real people
during these events, as well. Others, mentioned
however briefly, these accounts are just that,
factual, and provable. Certain historic figures are
mentioned, and certain events alluded to in the
chapters are for the most part a matter of record.
In some cases, those referred to will say “nope,
never happened. It’s a nice story, but it’s just that.
No, you can’t quote that book as containing
something I said!”.
I have neither obtained nor asked for
permission to use quotes and memories from these
public figures. I cite the First Amendment. Just
remember, this is a fictional account of my
experiences each Sunday, painting plein air during
the “Summah” months, in Kennebunkport, Maine
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and later in the woods by a stream of West
Virginia.
I hope your continued enjoyment of this book is
long lasting. And believe me, I’m glad I finally
devoted time to finish it. The covers are my design
and samples of my art as well. Inside these pages
you’ll find others as well as actual copies of letters
received, which I presume, I have permission to
reprint.
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Dear Mrs. Bush,
It has always been easy for me to write to
either you or your husband, until now, that is. On
September 15th, my father finally succumbed to
the after effects of a severe stroke, intra-cranial
bleeding, and a massive heart attack. Just five
days short of reaching his ninetieth birthday, and
with full military honors, he was laid to rest next
to my mother, yesterday. The event has prompted
me to do a lot of introspection, and this letter is
partly due to this activity. I am finally able to put
the finishing touches on my second book: entitled
“No Longer Painting on Sunday at Walker’s Point”.
You once wrote that I had a wonderful talent,
and that I could write “very well”, and I honestly
wish I could paint into one vision, the 10,000
words a painting is supposed to say rather than to
type this letter. Perhaps it will be the book’s cover.
And yet, conversely, it has been my dream for the
better part of the last 9 years, to pen such a letter
to you. I have already informed your daughter
Doro, but it took yesterday’s event for me to finally
have “closure” with my decision to let you both
know that I will no longer be there to salute nor to
tip my hat when you pass by me on your way to
and from church on Sunday morning.
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Neither you nor ’41 ever asked me why I
painted there on Sunday. It certainly wasn’t my
intention to become part of the local legend
surrounding Walker’s Point, although far too many
returning summer residents and scores of repeat
visitors from far away seemed to not only
remember me, but to seek me out when they came
back to Kennebunkport. I can’t say that I ever
made any “real” money from the hundreds of
renditions of your home that I sketched or painted,
especially since I gave almost all of them away.
Each Sunday morning I had three purposes in
mind. The first and foremost, was to spend a halfday each week alone, without the responsibilities
of being the primary care giver for my father.
When he finally passed away, he was relieved of his
advanced Alzheimer’s, his long time bout against
the pain he fought since returning from Europe in
1946, and his diabetes, COPD, lung cancer,
numerous congestive heart failures, etcetera ... I
ended that previous sentence with “etcetera” due
to the other ailments, the dual incontinence, his
inability to walk 5 feet without assistance, and
that (to quote my cousin’s graveside eulogy) “a cat
is said to have 9 lives, but my uncle had 39 lives”.
Dad once mentioned almost dying in Germany and
made it quite clear that he would die in the comfort
of his own bed, adamantly refusing additional help,
including the VA. Mrs. Bush, to be frank, caring for
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him these past 19 years has been a burden to say
the very least. In 1993, on her deathbed, I
promised my mother that I would be by his side
until the end, a promise I kept throughout his
remaining years, holding his hand as he drew in
and exhaled his last breath. With the exception of
relatives freeing me for an hour each day during
the week, and for the “half-day off” on Sundays, my
life was “constricted”.
The second and perhaps the more important
reason I drove from Sanford to get there just
before sunrise was to practice my trade. You
mentioned my talent, but without my discipline to
practice, my talent alone would never have allowed
me to be the artist I am today, That little area
across from your summer home, so close to the
“Blowhole” that your son Jeb once remarked to me
as being his favorite spot, - when it is vacant of
tourists, is absolutely quiet, with the exception of
the songs of the gold finches, and the constant
music of the tides and the surf, is ideal to study
and to record the endless varieties of waves, and
near the shore, to see the sea foam and to observe
all of it’s changing colors, dependent upon the
amount of sunlight available at a given time. In
addition, the rocks themselves, - dry when
exposed by low tide or just slowly being covered as
the high tide approaches, are magnanimous in
their diversity. The early morning skies intrigued
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me, especially when their colors were reflected in
the calmness of low tide. All of these sights and
sounds, I tried to record on my canvasses, and
quite frequently succeeded in capturing. When the
thistles which grow near to where I set up my
easels matured, you cannot imaging the joy it
brought to me to see the thousands of butterflies
resting on the purple blossoms and while listening
to the songs of hundreds of gold finches gathering
the seeds when “the down of a thistle” appeared in
late summer, only to vanish instantly when a
tourist approached, returning just as quickly when
they took their photos and left.
The third and no less important reason for my
painting on Sunday at Walker’s Point was to “clear
my mind” of my six-day work week of illustrating
children and adult books. I love what I do, but
determining what authors wish and “painting or
drawing that one picture to say their words” sometimes 48 individual scenes, sometimes 96
individual scenes, sometimes two illustrations
simply to adorn the cover of their book, is by no
means an easy task, and can be intellectually
exhausting at times. Painting a portrait, capturing
a person’t character who will forevermore be
“frozen in time” is no less demanding and it takes a
lot of trial and error to do so effectively.
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Painting on Sunday at Walker’s Point offered
me the solace to collect my thoughts and on
Monday, to work refreshed and renewed, ready to
face the challenges of my father’s health issues
and eager to assist with my client’s desires.
During these past eight years, I have been
thrilled to see your car stop, to see the window
rolled down and to have a chance to speak with
you and ’41 informally. I have been sincerely
appreciative of my unexpected friendship with
your daughter Doro. That “thumbs up” given to me
by ’43 as he drove past last July was just as
welcomed as your wave and genuine smile each
and every time I “tipped my hat” as you went by
those times without ’41. Your “Detail” always came
out of the entrance shack and greeted me with a
“good morning Mr. Matzkin,” as I walked by your
driveway so early in the morning, All of these
simple gestures brought me an indescribable level
of comfort, of pride and I shall cherish them
always and will miss you all.
I will not, however, miss the intrusions on my
concentration while practicing my trade, by some
of those “tourists”. I want to tell you a little story,
once which will be expounded upon at some point
in the pages of this second book. Very recently, one
middle aged tourist with his wife, I suppose,
interrupted me and commented that you (yes, you
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specifically) were probably very embarrassed and
ashamed by your son’s job performance. Usually I
ignore such banter. The wife reiterated his
comment mentioning that had her own son
performed so poorly in his own chosen profession,
and embarrassed her, that she’d disown him on the
spot. This last comment struck a chord causing me
to stop painting and I decided to address her,
especially since she was standing within reach of
me easel, and had previously commented on my
beautiful art. “Lady”, I began. “Each and every one
of our 44 Presidents were had a Mother and a
Father. There have only been 44 sets of parents to
see their sons rise to that office in the entire
history of our country. Considering that since
Europeans first colonized Jamestown and landed
on Plymouth Rock, trillions of individuals have
walked the earth between our two coasts, have
lived full lives, borne children, who have become
parents and in turn borne children, who have
married and became parents themselves during
the four hundred and four years since 1607, during
which only 44 of their sons have led this great
country. Do the math. Consider this fraction: 44
presidents / 4,000,000,000,000 (4 Trillion)
Americans born and buried since 1706 (an
estimate). Ma’am, honestly, can you stand there
and say that you wouldn’t be proud of your own
son if he beat those high odds, regardless of how
you, or anyone for that matter, thought that he
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performed poorly doing one of, if not THE most
difficult job on the entire planet? Can you actually
stand there and think that Calvin Coolidge”s
parents weren’t proud of him? Or that our fortyfirst president, who’s house you came all this way,
from wherever it is you came from, to see and to
photograph, that his own set of parents weren’t
proud of him? Heck, Lady (I actually used one of
those “language” words you didn’t appreciate in
my first book) I wish my own parents were as
proud of me and I had considerably less odds to
overcome to become who I am today. There have
been, you must agree, many more potential artists
born in this country since this past New Year’s
Day, than the total number of Presidents we ever
elected. That one of my parents was extremely
proud of what I do, and the other not-so-much, is
irrelevant, when compared to what Mrs. Bush
must feel about one, if not all of her sons and
daughter.”
There’s a bit more to the story, including the
ovation the other 20 odd tourists, who stood
behind us, gave me, but in essence, I think you’ll
have two less tourists here next year. and if I did
wrong, I’m sorry ... but my freedom to speak
suddenly overcame my freedom to listen. I
probably should have ignored her. I do, of course,
realize it was totally inappropriate to speak for
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you, and clearly “above my station”, but I do
believe my math skills aren’t that exaggerated.
Please relate “Fair Winds and Following Seas”
to your husband for me, and Mrs. Bush, thank you
again for that small signature you graciously
signed for my Mother so very long ago, and for the
smiles and waves which I always believed were
genuine gestures on your part, while painting on
Sunday at Walker’s Point. Talent, Mrs. Bush,
without inspiration, is just talent - boring, and
mechanical. You and your husband, unbeknownst
to you all these years, have inspired me to excel as
an artist.
And since we both know that we get better
with age, I personally can’t wait to see what I’ll be
capable of when I enter my “seventies”. In closing,
I will merely say that I, born to parents who
always struggled tremendously economically with
their two children, never could have imagined that
their son would be writing this casually to a “First
Lady”, and I sincerely wish to thank you for your
kindness on my behalf. Good-bye for now, but
please know that if you ever need me “to practice
my trade” on your behalf”, Doro will know where
to find me.
Very Fondly and Respectfully Yours,
Lawrence
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Chapter 37 - My Father
Lawrence T. Matzkin, Senior, was born on
September 20th, 1922. As a small baby, he was put
into an orphanage, run by the Catholic Church in
Providence, Rhode Island. He never knew why he
had been abandoned, but he was there until
sometime in 1926, when according to him, his life
began and he was adopted. He eventually learned
that his real father’s surname was Brinkman, but
that is irrelevant because he never had any
contact with his biological father nor knew what
his biological mother’s name was throughout his
very long life.
Every day, around 8:00 AM, Sister Mary
Margaret stood in the open door like a black
silhouette. She would fill the room with her harsh
voice, awakening the children. They had ten
minutes to dress into their dark clothes, complete
with stockings and shoes. Apparently, the nuns
believed that dark clothing would hide any dirt the
children would accrue while they performed their
chores, just in case a couple would arrive
unannounced.
Sometime in 1926, Sister Mary Margaret
called him into her office reported that a Mr. and
Mrs. Saul Matzkin would be coming to that
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orphanage looking for a girl to adopt. None was
available at the time, so he was ushered into a
room with several other boys, lined up according
to height. Sitting in front of them was a huge man
and his beautiful wife, looking very serious, very
businesslike. Lawrence Senior admitted much
later in life that he was so nervous, he almost had
an “accident”, but at some point gathered up the
nerve and broke the silence by asking them: “are
you taking me home with you?”
Still looking over this short line of boys, this
beautiful lady, with her funny hat and flowered
dress, smiled for the first time, and the huge man,
in his finest suit, let out a belly laugh that even
startled Sister Mary Margaret. He held out his
arms, motioning this precocious child forward,
gathered him into his arms and remarked to Sister
Mary Margaret that they had made their choice.
Once formalities were completed, Sister Mary
Margaret bent down and wished my father “the
best of luck, with an admonishment that she never
wanted to see him again.”
Walking down the front steps, he stopped
suddenly, looking at the very first automobile he
had ever seen. Ushered into the back seat, he was
told to call them “Mom” and “Dad”.
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While traveling north, he looked at everything
in sight, obviously spellbound by all the new sights
and sounds. Many hours later, they arrived in
Wells, Maine. The Matzkin’s lived in a three family,
three story house. Saul and Mary Matzkin lived
with Mary’s parents, Rene and Cecile Guillmette,
who owned a grocery store that was located in the
front of the building. They lived in the back of the
building, Saul and Mary lived upstairs, and Mary’s
sisters shared the top floor of this well built house.
It still stands today, although the grocery store has
been replaced with a hardware store.
As was the case with any new arrival, Mary’s
mother wasn’t very happy to see this new addition
t o t h e h o u s e h o l d , b u t my fa t h e r a l w ay s
remembered that “Granpepe Guillmette” hugged
him immediately, tickling his face with that huge
white mustache, and remarked in a strange
accent: “welcome home, Lawrence!”
“Granmemere Guillmette”, however, muttered
something in French. During all the years that he
lived with them, he never recalled one
conversation he ever had with her in English, but
was eternally grateful because she did teach him
to speak in her native tongue. She never treated
him badly, and made sure that he had a bowl of tea
with homemade bread each and every morning
before he went off to school. To the day my father
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passed away, whenever he smelled fresh oven
baked bread, he would think of her. I never got to
meet my own Grandmother’s parents, but
apparently they were very kind to my father.
Mary had two sisters, who also lived with
them for a short time. Remember, this is 1926.
Marie was the eldest, then Mary, and Madeline
was the youngest of the Guillmette offspring. Like
all little boys, occasionally Lawrence Senior would
get “into trouble”, and when he did, his Aunt Marie
would bellow for him to come upstairs, and his
punishment from both Aunts was to spend hours
learning to read and to write.
My father once remarked that for the longest
time, he thought Aunt Marie was “fat” when
suddenly a great commotion occurred and she
went into labor, delivering her own child, a boy, but
complications arose and she died shortly after
childbirth. Mary’s mother had a sister, who was
also named Marie, who took “Billy” into her home.
My father and Billy were friends for life even
though my father was four years older. Billy’s
father, however, often forgot that he had a son. I
know very little of what became of Madeline.
Saul, on the other hand, had a much larger
extended family. His own father, Joshua, was, as
my father once termed - “the meanest son of bitch
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who ever lived.” According to Dad, all of the
children and grandchildren, regardless of sex,
would be physically abused if Joshua didn’t like
the way they looked at him and he regularly beat
his wife Rachel. Again, this is 1926, and in no way
would that sort of behavior be tolerated in these
modern times. Saul’s siblings included Joseph and
his wife Lucy, Francis and his wife Rebecca,
Marion and his wife Emma, Rose and her husband
Joe, Mary and her husband John, James and his
wife Jean, and John and his wife Mary.
After a trip to a clothing store, where Dad was
fitted for his first suit, they took the short trip to
Kittery, Maine, where my father was received with
open arms by all, even, according to Dad, by this
very nasty man, who apparently took a liking to
this new relative. I met my Great Grandfather only
once in my life, luckily, at an age when I could outrun him. I remember spending most of that visit
outside, hiding behind our car. I must have been all
of 5 years old. However, listening to the stories
about my Great Grandfather, I always considered
myself very fortunate to be fleet of feet that day.
While large, this was not, in any sense of the
word, a perfect family. Joseph and Lucy ran to
California, Francis and Rebecca moved to be near
Saul and Mary. Apparently Marion was a
“troublemaker” especially after he had too much to
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drink. While “in his cups” he became drunk and
disorderly on a regular basis and when the police
were summoned, he would fight with them, losing
rarely, escaping from their custody often. At a
later point in time, the police refused to respond to
complaints about “Uncle Marion”.
In 1933, Joshua took James and his wife Jean
“Down East” to Stonington, Maine, to try to make a
living fishing. Apparently, they did quite well. Rose
and Joe stayed behind to care for Rachel, who was
dying. They joined James and Jean after her
death.
“Uncle” John. To me, and to my father, he was
the funniest, happiest, and nuttiest member of my
Grandfather’s family. He owned a plumbing
business, but also played piano and guitar. In fact,
he taught me my first set of chords, and a very
“racy” song which to this day, I can play on
anyone’s guitar. Funny isn’t it? I can’t remember
my first polio vaccine, or the taste of my first ice
cream sundae, or the name of the first girl I ever
kissed, but even now, I can remember “ you get the
legs from some old table, you get the arms from
some old chair, you get the neck from a broken
bottle, and from a horse ... you get the hair. And
then you put them all together, with some wire and
some glue ....” never mind, as I found out, an
author doesn’t need a sex scene to sell a book.
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Getting back to “Uncle” John. Time spent with
him was always “a kick”. Whenever anyone was in
his company, it was always music, laughter, jokes
and a lot of drinking. He would weigh 195 pounds
one month and top the scales at 260 the next
month He did take his work seriously, but only if
he could not find a party. Every Christmas, he and
a few friends would start drinking a week before
and sing in front of people’s houses. In those days,
day or night, afternoon or during the wee hours of
the morning, whenever “Uncle” John and his
quartet were finished, they were invited in for
snacks, such as pie, or a small bowl of soup and of
course, for a few drinks to take the edge off of the
cold. Ultimately, what this meant was that “Aunt”
Mary and her children wouldn’t see him until New
Years Day.

Chapter 38 - My Father, part 2.
Saul had fought in World War I. I was never
privy to, nor had the curiosity to ask my
Grandfather about his activities during that War. I
cannot remember when that time in his life ever
became a topic of discussion between us, even
when as an adult, I spent a couple of weeks with
them in their home in Florida and the most serious
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conversation we ever had concerned the basis for
his adoption of my father.
After marriage, he and Mary worked in a
factory that made textiles, which also had a wire
division. Mar y worked in the stitching
department. They both arose at 5 AM and began
work at 6 AM, returning home after the shift
change at 5 PM, five days a week. A few years
passed, and Saul became a foreman. He was in
charge of about twenty people, and was soon
working longer hours than his wife. Becoming a
foreman was quite a feat for him because he had a
sixth grade education. Joshua, and most fathers of
that era, made their children leave school to begin
working. It was common then, I’ve been told, for
children to begin earning wages at the age of ten.
Back in the late 1920s labor was cheap. One
could rent a house for $15.00 a month. Groceries
and clothing were also inexpensive according to
today’s standards, when one considers that a man
earning $20 a week, lived like a king. To increase
his salary, Saul worked nights as a deputy sheriff.
He walked a patrol down the main street of Wells,
making sure all the doors and windows of the
stores were locked.
Right next door to the Guillmette’s lived a
family with three children and for a time, they
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became my father’s playmates. Evelyn, Katy, Joe
and Lawrence Senior played all the games children
played in those pre-Toys-R-Us days. One could
regularly see the foursome playing leapfrog, kick
the can, and of course they made mud pies. Really!
My father, many many years later, while
recounting his childhood, emphasized the “mud
pie” game, because of an incident he remembered
which resulted in two hours of “Aunt” Madeline’s
method of punishment with an additional lesson in
the fine art of “laundry”, completed before his
parents returned home from work.
For those not acquainted with the Wells area, it
is very close to the ocean. During the summer
months, these four friends went to a beach that
was between two houses, where they learned to
swim. Summer always seemed to speed by and
before they knew it, school started. Dad and Joe
walked to school each morning and did so for the
next six years.
Then in 1932, disaster struck the foursome.
Saul was told that the factory was shutting down,
relocating to Biddeford, twenty or so miles north of
Wells. The management gave their workers a
choice of staying in Wells without a job or moving
with the factory. Saul, as a foreman, had no choice
but to uproot the family and move north. Mary’s
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family didn’t approve of this move at all, but in the
end, left the decision up to Saul.
So, in 1933, during the Great Depression,
Lawrence Senior found himself moving to a new
town, leaving the threesome, Joe, Evelyn, Katy,
and all his schoolmates behind. And although his
teacher told him he would make new friends, he
obviously wasn’t happy about the situation. That
he remembered these first friends for all of his
adult life is a testament to the bonds made during
those six years. But he never saw any of them
again.
Saul found a small house for the family, about
four miles from the new factory, and Lawrence
Senior went to a school near the house for about a
year. Saul then moved the family closer to work,
and rented one side of a duplex. Mr. and Mrs
Kievman and their four children lived on the other
side of the house. The five children, Sydney, Sylvia,
Lewis, Albert, and my father walked to school
every day, a long distance of approximately two
miles. The school they attended only had five
grades.
Children would go to the Central Avenue
School afterwards to continue their education,
during which time Saul moved the family again,
this time to an area of Biddeford from which
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walking to the Central Avenue School was far to
distant, so once again, my father had to leave his
friends and schoolmates, and again making new
friendships with other children. Getting to this
new school, the Trafton Street School, involved
walking down three steep hills, and after school,
walking up those same steep hills. He spent two
years dreading the walk home until he graduated
into High School. By the way, in 1935, there were
no school buses. Every child walked to school,
unless they were from very wealthy families. My
mother came from one of those very wealthy
families, was driven to school in a Duesenberg, to
and from school, but that is a matter for later
chapters. She is the one who encouraged me to
become an artist. She passed away in 1993 and I
will get to her eventually, but for now, back to my
father’s background.
The High School, named Hillside School is
somewhat famous because an architect built it on
the slope of a hill, thereby giving each floor an
entrance on a different street. It was (and is today)
directly above the Trafton Street School. The
marble stairway, which links these two schools, is
cut into one part of that “hill” with almost 100
steps and a vertical slope of sixty-five degrees.
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Chapter 39 - My Dad’s First
“Best Friend”
Saul rose in the company’s ranks, yet
continued to hold down that part-time position as a
deputy sheriff, now, in Biddeford. In 1936, as he
was walking through his designated area very
early one morning, he heard someone screaming.
Upon investigating, he found two men beating up a
finely dressed man. Saul, with his “billy-club” in
hand, ran into the fray, quickly knocking the two
attackers senseless, and helped this middle-aged
man to his feet. It turned out that this victim was
an artist of note, but more importantly, he also
raised German Shepherds. He thanked Saul, and
asked him if he had any children who would like a
puppy.
Saul mentioned that he had a son but that by
no means could he accept a gratuity for merely
doing his job. Not to be dismissed so quickly, the
artist mentioned that one of his champions was
about to have a litter and that he would be insulted
if, when the puppies were old enough to leave their
mother, he could not repay Saul for his assistance.
A month or so later, on a Saturday, my father
recalled, Saul asked him if he would like to take a
drive into the country with him. Off they went.
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Typical scene. Teenager and his father enter
the kennel and see a dog in a pen with eight
frolicking puppies. The artist tells the teenager to
pick one. Of course, you can imagine what took
place next. My father picks out one of them and
the artist’s face falls. But true to his word, he takes
the puppy, a male, and places him into my father’s
awaiting arms, whereupon my fathers face is
“licked raw” or so he said. The artist asked him
what he would name the dog and seeing the white
and gray face, still licking him, said “Silver”
without hesitation. The artist then led “Silver’s”
mother out of the pen so she could inspect her
son’s new master. She apparently approved. The
artist then had Magda, show Saul and Lawrence
Senior her “tricks”. Magda sat, stayed, rolled over,
shook hands, crawled slowly on her belly, retrieved
a thrown ball, heeled without a leash, and slowly
walked backward (today, it would be termed a
reverse moon-walk made famous by Michael
Jackson).
But that wasn’t the most spectacular trick she
knew. He put a cracker in each of his hands, then
told her the one in his left hand was for “Silver”
and that the one in his right hand was for her. Ears
standing up, she sat perfectly still waiting for his
command to find her cracker, as he held out both
hands, and once given, she placed her right paw on
his right hand gently and waited for him to open
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his fist, after which she ate the cracker and stayed
sitting perfectly still.
The artist then told her that if she wanted to,
she could have “Silver’s” cracker as well. Magda,
according to my father, didn’t move a muscle.
Finally, he put the cracker in his right hand and
told her she could have another cracker, which she
immediately ate. My father always considered
German Shepherds as being the most intelligent of
the canine nation, although throughout my life as a
child and afterwards, we never had one for a pet.
On the ride home, with his new “best friend” on
his lap, my father was told the reason for the
artist’s fallen face when he had made his choice.
Saul explained that he unknowingly had chosen
the “pick” of the litter, but true to his word, the
artist, somewhat crestfallen, let him leave with us.
Shor tly thereaf ter, from what my father
remembered, that artist moved away to Cape Cod
where he made a name for himself not as an artist,
but as a trainer of police dogs.
The truth be known, Silver, was a police dog
even before he knew it. When old enough to learn
to heel, Saul would take the dog with him during
his nightly rounds. One rather foggy and damp
night, Saul and Silver were walking their “beat”. In
those days, dogs weren’t leash-led by law, nor did
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they require licensing for that matter. According to
the family legend, Silver would approach each
door, stand in front of it and press his front paws
on the door, trying to push it open. Saul would then
check the lock, and they’d move on down the
street.
Unfortunately, according to my father, on that
rather foggy and damp night, one of the doors
Silver pushed, was in fact open, and the business
was being burglarized. Silver went into the store,
only to be confronted by two men, who hit him
over the head with some sort of metal object,
killing him instantly. Saul, it has been said, nearly
killed both of those burglars with his “billy club”.
Here, I have to take a moment to describe my
Grandfather’s “billy club” as I was the recipient of
it after he died. Not made of wood, nor did it look
like a miniature baseball bat. It was (and is,
although it has been affected by the ravages of
time) a rather deadly instrument. On the outside,
it appears as a one foot long by four inch in
diameter, wrapped with a thickly braided leather
shaft, with a thick leather wrist loop. Inside,
surrounded by the leather, is a six inch long bar of
lead connected to a two inch long, two inch in
diameter steel coil, ending with a four inch lead
bar. The latter, I surmise, was it’s handle. The coil,
again I surmise, gave the “billy club” not only
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added velocity, but directional functionality,
allowing the path of the lead bar ease in
transitioning from left to right for example, or in
my Grandfather’s case, which I once saw in action,
from under a person’s chin to the top of his head in
one smooth motion. If a perpetrator had a “glass
jaw” so to speak, he went “down from that first
uppercut” and if not, he surely would when the
“billy club” came down on his skull.
But that was the end of Silver, and my father
took it very hard. Very hard. Probably, this is the
reason we never had German Shepherds as pets.
We had Cocker Spaniels, and a series of “Heinz
Dogs” (36 varieties) that many call mutts, and
personally, I was “owned” by four Afghan Hounds,
but they are not subjects of this book. Sasha, a
Greyhound who now owns me, comes into this
book later.

Chapter 40 - War!
During High School, my father was introduced
to music, specifically the B-flat Cornet. Like a duck
takes to water, or a fox takes to the taste of eggs,
Dad relished his new found love. During May of
1938, (the 20th - the 21st) at the New England
Music Festival Association’s contest held by the
National Bureau for the Advancement of Music in
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Burlington, Vermont, Dad won the highest rating
in trumpet for a solo performance.
In his third year of High School, Lawrence
Senior decided enough was enough. He walked out
of school two days before Christmas in 1939, and
went to work at the same factory, Saul being not
only his father, but now his Supervisor. Seven
months later, he decided that he wanted to join the
Army. He was only seventeen. Saul and Dad went
to Portland where he enlisted. One week later, he
found himself traveling to Ft. Slocum in New York.
Two weeks later, he was on a boat bound for
Panama, and after passing through the Panama
Canal, he was assigned to play trumpet in the
Army Band.
Duties included giving concerts, playing
during parades held by the Company Regiment. It
was the oldest Regiment in the Army at that time.
Before being stationed in Panama, it’s home was in
Old Town, Maine.
Dad enjoyed in playing the concerts but was not all
that enthused playing in parades. Too much
walking! (You’ll find the irony of this statement
later on ...)
As first trumpet, he became very familiar with
the music of the “Big Bands”, played what we now
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call “Swing”, and I believe his favorite piece was
the trumpet solo within “the Flight of the
Bumblebees”, although personally, I will always
remember him, frustrated with my own attempts
at learning “trumpet scales”, grabbing my own
instrument and playing the entire score of “The
Barber of Seville” which required him “triple
tonguing” certain passages, after which, he threw
my trumpet at me and demanded that I take my
practice sessions more “seriously”. That was the
very last day I put that mouthpiece to my lips. Who
could ever hope to meet or surpass that standard?
As I found out later in life, there are still many
professional opera singers who cannot voice those
notes, due to the complexity and range demanded
by the piece. And of course, I found my own
musical instrument shortly thereafter - the
paintbrush.
Then, on December 7th, 1941, war was
declared, the Regiment dismantled, and Dad’s unit
and two others were sent to Ft. Carson, Colorado.
They were formed into the 71st Division which
fought in Europe. Just days before V-E Day, the
71st arrived at Gunskirchen Lager. The one and
only time Lawrence Senior had anything to say
about the entire time he spent in World War II was:
"then came the next indication of the camp's
nearness - the smell. There was something about
the smell of Gunskirchen I cannot forget. It was
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strong, yes, and permeating, too. Some six hours
after we left the place, six hours spent riding in a
jeep, where the wind was whistling around us, we
could still detect the Gunskirchen smell. It had
permeated our clothing, and stayed with us.
"Of all the horrors of the place, the smell,
perhaps, was the most startling of all. It was a
smell made up of all kinds of odors - decaying flesh,
human excreta, foul bodily odors, smoldering trash
fires, German tobacco - which stunk itself - all
mixed together in a heavy dank atmosphere, in a
thick, muddy woods, where little breeze could go.
The ground was pulpy throughout the camp,
churned to a consistency of warm putty by the
milling of thousands of feet, mud mixed with feces
and urine. The smell of Gunskirchen nauseated
many of the Americans who went there. It was a
smell I'll never forget, one that was completely
different from anything I had ever encountered. It
could almost be seen and hung over the camp like
a fog of death.” Gunskirchen was one of many such
places liberated after the German surrender. Dad
came home from the War, determined never to
speak of it again. But it had affected him deeply. I
only learned about it shortly before his death
during one of his “coherent moments”.
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Chapter 41 - Continuity
Since this is a book about my experiences and
those of my friends prior to my leaving my favorite
place on Earth, Walker’s Point, I suspect I should
mention some of the zany activities which
transpired since typing “The End” on the last page
of my first book. This will be a bit difficult since
many of you have not read “Painting On Sunday At
Walker’s Point”, and I really don’t want to repeat
any of the chapters I so easily wrote years ago, nor
confuse you with references to those experiences.
I will say that 5 years have passed since then two of which I spent every Sunday from April to
October, weather permitting, painting seascapes
based upon the myriad of geographical aspects
contained around and near approximately onequarter mile of Kennebunkport’s coastline. During
the other three ... and especially during the most
recent two years, it was very difficult to get away,
as Lawrence Senior developed Alzheimer’s and
leaving him alone in the house was not only
dangerous, but might be considered cruel and
unusual punishment without intention.
And by this time, his doctor had advised us to
adopt a dog to lessen Dad’s severe depression, a
depression caused by his loss of freedom, his
inability to come and go as he pleased because we
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had decided that he could no longer drive safely
and had sold his car; so one day, Dad, in a moment
of complete insanity, convinced me to drive him to
the local animal shelter and within minutes of
arriving, Dad rescued a Greyhound. A Greyhound!
A dog he could neither walk nor exercise in any
meaningful way, nor care for, nor feed, bathe, nor
take to the Vet, and of course, that burden fell on
me, and although I trusted “Sasha” in all cases, I
could not convince myself that it was a wise thing
to leave her alone with him for any great length of
time. I once found the two of them side by side on
the couch, watching a baseball game, sharing a tin
of Sasha’s dog biscuits, and while I had no fear of
the nutritional qualities they possessed, they
struck me as something not necessarily good for
my father to consume.
But sometimes, I’d arrange for my niece, or my
sister to arrive at 5 AM and to stay with him for
half a day, which shortened my own time to enjoy
my visits to Walker’s Point, to practice my trade,
unless I was interrupted by events beyond my
control.
Three years ago, I arrived at the overlook just
before sunrise and instead of unloading the car
immediately, driving down to my spot at Wamby
Beach, and walking past the “Guard Shack”, I
decided to sit on the bench behind where I painted,
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and observe an awe-inspiring sunrise. No sooner
had I poured a cup of steaming hot coffee from my
thermos, I heard an automobile come to a
screeching halt, and saw a Kennebunkport
policeman running towards me. He asked if I was
Lawrence Matzkin and I replied in the affirmative.
“We got a call from the Sanford Police Department,
your father had a fall and is on his way to the
hospital.” At this point, I’m a little concerned, as
Dad had started to fall repeatedly, and very
relieved that I had not set up my easel because this
would have added ten to fifteen minutes to my
reaction time. “Follow me”, he said, and promptly
returned to his squad car.
For anyone reading this book who has not
driven from Kennebunkport proper along Ocean
Avenue, to the Bush’s summer home at Walker’s
Point, I will explain that the speed limit is 25 miles
per hour for a very good reason. The road twists
and turns, banks at near ninety degree angles, is
supposed to be two lanes but sometimes narrows
considerably. It was great practice driving these
roads, believe me, because West Virginia roads are
much more complicated, with switchbacks that
involve g-forces to the uninitiated. Ocean Avenue is
very hard to negotiate even under perfect
conditions especially when cars are coming from
the opposite direction. With siren blaring, I
followed this young officer of the law doing a
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minimum of seventy miles per hour and learned
ever ything I ever needed to know about
centrifugal force, being shoved right and left
sideways almost to the point of nausea.
Fortunately, the hour was very early, and the
streams of tourist traffic were absent. In what felt
like a couple of minutes, we crossed the small
bridge leading out of Kennebunkport, and turned
right on Route 39. His speed picked up. As we
q u i ck ly a p p r o a ch e d t h e Ke n n e b u n k p o r t /
Kennebunk town line, a different cruiser awaited
on the side of the road and much like a relay race, I
was handed off for the long ride to Route 99, still
trying to keep pace with the lead car, trying not to
think of why we were going so fast, even though I
suspected it was to get me to the hospital before
Dad expired. And again, a short distance from the
Sanford/Kennebunk town boundary, I was handed
off to a third police cruiser, who tore off like a bat
out of hell. On one straight away, I passed 95 in a
30 mile per hour area. And then, unexpectedly, he
slowed down as we approached the end of Route 99
in front of the Sanford International Airport and
pulled over. I slowed and stopped behind his car.
Thinking the worst, that I was too late, he
approached my car and told me “I just got a call.
Your Dad refused to be taken to the hospital. The
paramedics on the scene agreed with him and have
returned to their other duties. Apparently, the
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young lady (who shall remain nameless) you left
to stay with him, gave him his night-time medicine
(a very strong pain pill and an even stronger
sleeping pill), rather than his day-time medication
and he got woozy and fell down promptly falling
asleep, which she believed was far, far more
serious. She then called the “Detail” at Walker’s
Point (going into my office and searching my
address book for the number), asking them to
inform you, and apparently you have some “pull”
with them, because they contacted all three
dispatchers, hence the most fun driving three of us
have had years. The Kennebunkport guy said he’d
always wanted to do “the Ocean Avenue 500” since
the day he heard that the younger President Bush
(’43) tried it when he was in his 20’s while driving
a Corvette StingRay.”
What I exclaimed next, I won’t repeat due to
my promise to Mrs. Bush about cleaning up the
language in my book. As I slowly followed all the
speed limits during the short journey from the
airport to my home, I cursed my niece numerous
times, not because of her inability to follow my
instructions thereby giving Dad the wrong set of
pills, nor because she, through her panicked
response, had never even thought to press the “life
alert button” installed eighteen months prior to
this particular Sunday, which once pressed, would
summon all the emergency assistance in the world
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in seconds. Worse yet, but believe me, not under
consideration at that moment in time, that she had
contacted ’41’s Detail rather than to call 911.
I honestly was really pissed-off because that
sunrise I was viewing was a once-in-a-lifetime
clearly spectacular event, and I was unable to
capture it.
I silently cursed her again, when I opened the
front door and walked into the living room, seeing
both Dad and Sasha, snoring, both spread out on
the couch, his legs resting on top of her curved
body, feet elevated as if she were his personal
pillow. Sasha didn’t even open her eyes, nor even
acknowledge my presence all the time I stood in
front of them listening to my niece relate her
explanation for “ruining my day”.
That very next day was spent finding a capable
CNA who would babysit my father on Sundays.

Chapter 42 - A Short Reunion
Following that short course in NASCAR
driving, a couple of weeks went by without my
“half-day” off. I was busy doing other things and
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respecting my client’s deadline requirements, I
gave them my full attention.
One weekday, though, a Wednesday I recall, in
early June, I received a phone call. “LM - Steve
here, doing anything this weekend?”
What do those kids say when something
surprises them? “OMG?”
I hadn’t heard from this old friend in a very
long time and had been thinking of sending him an
email just to “catch up”, but had put it off for quite
some time.
“Why, what do you have in mind?” I replied.
“Tell you what”, Steve began, “meet me at that
bench of yours, I’ll bring the Irish coffee, and we
can discuss the benefits of being old farts. I’m
flying into Portland, a quick in and out, arriving
Saturday afternoon for a business meeting in
town, and flying back Sunday night.”
“Sure, when? I asked.
“When else?” he joked. “Sunrise is at 5:30 AM,
right? Isn’t that when you famously arrive there?”
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Plans set in concrete, so to speak, I labored
through the rest of the week, not wanting to have
anything left to chance which would prevent me
from seeing my old friend. Hell, I couldn’t even
sleep Saturday night, excited as I suppose a child
anticipates ending the summer and returning on
the first day of school.
I arrived at 5:15 AM, and drove down to the
Wamby Beach parking spot, left the car unpacked,
and jogged up the hill to the overlook, and sat
down catching my breath. It was still relatively
dark, but on the horizon, a small reddish, yellow
band started to appear. Ah, sunrise! So where the
hell is Steve I thought. And more importantly,
where the hell is the coffee? Even in June, early
morning on the sea coast can be 40 degrees until
the sun comes up.
I sat there a while, watched the exact moment
when the sun broached the curvature of the Earth,
sending distinct rays of light across the expanse of
the ocean, and believe it or not, one wide span of
rays continued on it’s journey from the cosmos
and completely bathed me in light and warmth.
The birds, mostly gold finches, which had been
intermittent in their “morning calls” suddenly
burst into song at that very same moment.
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“You weren’t wrong LM, this place is fucking
unbelievable!”
I almost shit my pants. During my
concentrated effort to experience this moment of
“rapture”, Steve had silently walked up behind me,
tapping me on the shoulder as he spoke.
Jumping up, spinning on my heels, I looked at
my old friend. It took a couple of seconds to calm
my nerves. “Son of a bitch, Steve, you nearly gave
me a heart attack!”
“LM, you don’t want one of those, believe me.
Had two so far but with this new plastic crap in my
chest, I’m told that I shouldn’t have another one
for decades”, Steve retorted.
We went through the amenities, shook hands,
clapped each other’s backs, hugged, smiled, and
finally I asked: “so where’s that coffee?
He handed me a half cup of Aroma Joe’s, black,
no sugar, of course, sat down, and took a pint of
Jameson’s out of a pocket, snapped off the cap, and
filled each of our cups, emptying the pint. Fingers
are good, not only to stir in the whiskey, but are
excellent tools used as temperature gauges as well.
Hot steaming Irish coffee, a growing sun rise, and

295

my oldest, best friend to boot. What a way to start
a day!
Ceremoniously, and as a matter of habit, we
raised our cups up in remembrance of Dr. Joe, and
drank a toast to our lost friend. “And now to Tiny”,
Steve said.
“Huh?” I blurted. “Shut up LM, I’ll explain
later but for now, Here’s to Tiny!”.
I responded in kind, and thought to myself
that the news forthcoming wasn’t going to be
especially wonderful. Swallowing this second toast,
Steve looked away, taking in the sunrise, and I
noticed that it was low tide, the ocean as calm as a
mountain lake, reflecting not only the sky, but
Walker’s Point as well.
“Yeah”, he said. “Last month, died in his sleep.
Hope I go like that!”
“Ditto buddy”.
We sat there silently taking in the sights,
drinking the coffee, which, because my “breakfast”
was still in my unpacked car, gave me a glow, well
not a glow really, but a “serious buzz”, and listened
to the gold finches begin their morning routine.
Time passes slowly at the overlook and we sat
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there for what seemed an eternity until both our
cups were empty. Steve took my empty cup, put it
in a bag, and reached behind the bench, produced
two more half cups, took off their lids, reached into
his other pocket, revealed a second pint of
Jameson’s, emptied that one and handed it over.
“This one’s for us!” he said, raising his cup.
“Cheers!”
“Maisha, Marefu!” (Swahili for: to a long life!,
Joe had always used that salutation) I said as we
tapped cups and drank.
“So what’s this business deal you have that
brought you into my neck of the woods?” I asked.
“Later, LM”, Steve said. “Nothing important,
really, just dotting an i, crossing a bunch of
t’s ...nothing more. How’s your father?”
“Stubborn as ever, not in the best of health,
loosing his mind slowly, and all in all, not going to
get better.”
While the sun rose higher, the area got
brighter, and Steve noticed a spider’s web off to the
left of us, a web perfectly constructed, glistening
with dew drops, reflecting and refracting the
sunlight, each drop a prism of the full spectrum.
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By now, I had more than a “serious buzz”,
Jameson’s will do that to me every time, which is
why I usually only drank it on St. Patrick’s Day.
“You know something LM?” Steve began, “Joe
really respected those little eight legged creatures.
I remember him once telling me that of all the
spiders in the world, the most beneficial ones he
ever encountered were Black Widow females.”
“Sure,” I muttered.
Chapter 43 - Joe and the Black Widows
Ignoring my reply. Steve went on, “yeah. I
remember him telling me once that during his first
Peace Corps tour in Kenya, besides building his
own house, he had to dig his own ‘latrine’. He hired
two local boys to dig a thirty feet deep, three foot
wide hole in the ground, using the dirt to start a
vegetable garden and eventually laying a floor with
a medium sized hole covering the pit. Over it, he
constructed an outhouse, even sawed a half moon
through the front door, said it would remind him of
Maine whenever he responded to the call of
nature. (Steve actually said ‘when he took a shit’,
but again, Mrs. Bush, I’m watching my language).
“After a couple of days of answering the ‘call’,
his outhouse was filled with flies, making it
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uncomfortable to be in there for any length of time.
This went on for a couple of weeks, when suddenly,
according to Joe, the flies almost disappeared
completely. For several months after that, he told
me he was actually able to sit and during his
morning ‘BM’, to read his mail without the
inconvenience of swatting at flies. He couldn’t
understand the why or the wherefore, but figured
they were down closer to the mounting pile of
poop.
“One night, he said, after a meal of some very
spicy soup containing some kind of jungle animal
provided by his closest neighbor, he got a case of
the ‘trots’. Going into his outhouse, flashlight in
hand, he squats over his hole, begins to relieve
himself while scanning the inside of the outhouse
with his flashlight.
“Lo and behold, inches from his right shoulder
is a larger than normal spider descending by a
single strand of silk, rather rapidly. And opposite
that is another one about a foot from his left
shoulder., coming down at roughly the same rate of
speed. When the light from the flashlight strikes
the second one, it revolves, displaying that red
hourglass.
“I cracked up when Joe described how, while
still defecating, he duckwalked out of there post
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haste, apparently covering his ankles and feet with
the aforementioned ‘trots’, and runs into his
house, grabs a five gallon can of ‘paraffin’ which is
what Kenyans call kerosene, rolls up a newspaper,
runs back, pours the entire contents of the
kerosene can into the hole, runs back out, lights
the end of the rolled newspaper, and tosses it in.”
“No, way, not Joe” I said complimenting my
friend for his high state of intelligence.
Now Steve is laughing heartily. “Yep, our Joe.
No sooner did the newspaper hit the floor, did Joe
and his entire neighborhood hear an explosion.
The outhouse was on top of a minimum of 5
months of brewing methane, add to that 5 gallons
of kerosene, and a spark. Even Joe laughed as he
described how his outhouse took off like an Atlas
rocket, straight up about couple hundred feet and
arched down, or as Joe reminded me, ‘what goes
up, must come down’, crashing into his nearest
neighbor’s house, setting his roof on fire. Funnier
still, was the column of flames rising from the nowuncovered latrine, which lasted long after they put
out the neighbor’s roof fire, in fact, according to
Joe, it burned and smoked for two more days
before finally being extinguished.
“Unabashed, Joe said he immediately rebuilt
the outhouse. And the same thing happened, a
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couple of days of waste material, more flies than
one could stomach. So Joe goes over to this
neighbor and asks him what to do. ‘Francis’ I think
that was the name Joe gave, anyway, Francis goes
into his own roughly constructed outhouse, and in
his hand no less, believe it or not, he has two Black
Widow spiders. and says to Joe: ‘Bwana, here. put
them in the rafters above your hole. The last time
you had so many damn flies, I put a couple of mine
in there while you were at work. Please don’t kill
these ones.’
“So Joe, very nervous, with his new found
respect for them, gingerly places them in the
rafters of his new outhouse. Two days later, he
said, no flies. Further, and this really cracked me
up, he said he named them George and Gracie, and
would discuss his mail with them.”

Chapter 44 - And I took The Road
Less Traveled
We laughed at that story for a short while,
when Steve asks: “So LM, how the hell did you
become this famous artist, anyway?”
Now for me, this is the story of my relationship
with my mother. “Practice, Steve, practice”.

301

“No, really LM, we always wondered how
someone, anyone for that matter, and especially
you of all people, would aspire to a profession
where fame and fortune comes only after the day
you die. For real, guy, while you might paint
something nice today and sell it for a couple
thousand, the day I give your eulogy, that painting
will be worth ten to a hundred times that, and you
even probably know why, because I sure do.”
“Thanks for the reminder Steve,” I said, “...
because after that, there ain’t no more.”
“Precisely, my friend.”
“I never told you guys?” I asked. “I could have
sworn I mentioned it some time during my
drunken reminiscences with you clowns in Cape
Verde, but thinking about it just now, I probably
didn’t.”
“Seriously, LM, I’m interested, and I might
add, drunk enough right now to probably
remember it forever.” Steve said, finishing his
second cup of coffee.
I took a long pull on mine, and finished it
rather too quickly as the whiskey must have been
heavier than the coffee, and it tasted like I was
drinking it “straight”.
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“ I had Scarlet Fever at seven years old. I could
read pretty well, write OK, and for some reason or
other had become pretty good at painting those
‘paint by number’ scenes. But Scarlet Fever meant
no school, no family contact, no outside, just lay in
bed. I was probably receiving medication as well,
but how many of us remember every day’s
activities, especially now, with so damn many
years under the bridge since then. But I do
remember Mom feeding and changing me, and
every once in a while, letting me out of my
bedroom when Dad and my sister were absent
from the house.
“On one of these rare occasions, I saw a book
on the coffee table, and asked Mom if I could read
it. Hesitantly, she looked at the title and said
‘Junior, that really is too sophisticated for you, and
besides, I haven’t finished it.’ Seeing my face drop,
she suggested that she read it to me, which meant
she’d have to re-read what she had already
digested.
“The book, hardbound, was a first edition of
Irving Stone’s ‘The Agony and the Ecstasy’. While
she read chapter by chapter to me, and at some
point I read every word to her, I was pulled into
the turbulent life of Michelangelo di Lodovico
Buonarroti Simoni, from his earliest days as a
teenager, until his death at 89. Mom had traveled
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once to Florence and to Rome, and where Stone
had left out sights and smells of scenery, she
provided her own memories. She had studied to
become an architect and could really describe the
streets, and buildings which were either visited by
or in fact built by ‘The Master’.
“She also had picture books, filled with
photographs of his statues, his paintings, his
sketches, you name it, which were available when
S t o n e c o v e r e d a n y o f t h e s p e c i fi c s o f
Michelangelo’s accomplishments. In 1963, I got to
see, at the World’s Fair in Flushing, New York, for
myself, ‘The Pieta’ and even though it was behind a
huge glass enclosure, to this day, I can recall it well
enough to draw it almost perfectly, I was to
influenced by the sight of what is deemed, ‘the
most perfect piece of marble every carved by one
man in the entire existence of mankind’.
“And to read how he did it, when as a twenty
year old, he barely knew how to sculpt. Steve, I
was in awe then and still am today. According to
Irving Stone, Michelangelo’s advice to everyone so
inclined, was ‘to faithfully draw something every
day’.
“And when we got to the end of the book, his
deathbed oath that ‘I regret that I am dying just as
I am learning the alphabet of my profession’,
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struck me as odd until Mom explained that I would
understand someday. That day has come and gone.
But you have to remember, Steve, I’m seven, and
this is some really heady stuff to absorb. I did
garner two things from that experience though.
One, I was going to be an artist. And two, I would
draw something every day. Now, however, I draw
and paint thirty or more ‘somethings’ every day
and am still learning, still improving, still learning
my alphabet. If I could live to 200, I’d probably
only be able to ‘write’ a few words using that
alphabet by then.”
“You really mean that, don’t you?” Steve
asked.
“Absolutely, Steve.” I said. “There isn’t a time
while I’m here, looking at the ocean when I see
something completely new to my eyes - and being
able to quickly record the impression I get, maybe
not a ‘Xerox copy’ of whatever it is, comes only
because I can draw fast, faster than most, but with
48 year’s worth of practice, I’m really not better
than my peers, but by shear repetition, I’m faster,
and when one considers that with the ocean,
changes infinitely in a matter of minutes, so fast is
good in my case.”
“Just for curiosity sake, how many paintings,
drawings, commissions, gifts and freebies have you
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painted in your lifetime?” Steve asked in a very
soft, humble voice.
“Hell if I know!” I blurted. “Besides, these days
most of my work is on my computer’s external
hard drives, as I do still take a photograph of each
piece before I sign it and send it off. A guestimate?
Maybe 8,000 since my very first sale in ’58. How
many I consider as being my ‘masterpieces’? I
count them on both hands. Certainly five Walker’s
Points, now residing in some of the humble homes
of Kennebunkport residents, the family across the
inlet being one of them, and one I suspect that
made it’s way to ’43. The dual portraits I did of the
first servicewoman killed in Afghanistan came out
very well, and a long lake scape I finished just after
Mom passed away is particularly good. I don’t
know. Never gave it much thought. Certainly this
latest seascape has to be my very best although
one ‘real, professional art critic’ that watched me
paint it here asked me to paint out the two seagulls
as they detracted from the overall tension of the
storm. You know me by now. They stayed right
where they were.
“There are a couple of illustrations done for
those ninety plus authors, which, by the way, I
think will be considered as my most prolific work,
but a mural on a wall opposite a swimming pool,
that I once completed for a woman in Florida,
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would be an example, had she not sold the house
and the new owners painted it over with latex.”
“How’d that make you feel?” Steve asked.
“Angry at first, then acceptance. I think I went
through those stages of grief rather quickly.” I
added, “besides, what’s gone is gone, no use crying
over spilt milk, right?”
“True, LM, unless someone slips on that spilt
milk, slides across the kitchen, and upturns a table
before you have a chance to wipe it up.” Steve said.
“Always the optimist, Steve.”
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My best Seascape- 40” x 40” painted at Walker’s Point
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Chapter 45 - This is as much as I can
remember.
The early morning hours flew by, as did the
severe buzz brought on by the coffees, and at their
regular time, 41’s convoy left the compound on the
way to St. Ann’s for morning mass. Steve joined me
in standing on the sidewalk, and we both smartly
saluted the passing Lincoln TownCar and received
’41’s returned salute and naturally, Mrs. Bush
could be seen waving good morning. There was an
additional passenger this morning, who I
recognized. After they passed us by, Steve
remarked: “That really felt good, you know? I
haven’t saluted anyone in a very long time, and
since I really respect that man, it made it all the
more enjoyable. Was that Laura Bush between
them?
“Sure looked a lot like her”, I noted.
“Tell you what, LM, why don’t you go get your
painting stuff, and while you do that, I’ll drive this
rented car into town. pick up some breakfast, and
we’ll shoot the breeze some more. I have to leave
sometime after 1 PM, but until then, we’ve four
more hours to catch up.”

309

“Fine with me, and besides, this will give me a
chance to tap a kidney.” I said.
That said, Steve went to his car, and I trod
down the path to a secluded tiny inlet away from
prying eyes, and added my insignificant addition
to the ocean’s volume. Returning the way I came, I
noticed that a couple now occupied the bench. I
passed by, muttering “good morning” and strode
down and up the hill to Wamby Beach, started my
car, and drove back, promptly did a U-turn, parked
and unloaded my rather cumbersome tools of my
trade. I always started first, carrying the two 2
gallon Tide detergent jugs full of water for easel
ballast which any “plein air” artist will tell you, are
of enormous importance if the wind, in any
direction, reaches past 4 mph, as easels are very
light and artwork attached to them can act as a
“sail” at any given moment, propelling the easel
and art tens of feet away.
The second trip normally is when I carry my
thermos of coffee (always containing some Korbel
Brandy) and my lunch, followed by my carrying a
“cooler” full of my acrylics, paint rags, and water,
an Air Force “carry all” in which I packed my
ancient cigar box containing my brushes, a fishing
box full of clothes pins and metal clamps, my cloth
travel portfolio containing small pieces of art in
various stages of completion, then finished this
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excursion adding my two easels and backboards,
which would ultimately display the art as it dried
in the sun, and the two “camp chairs” I place in
front of each easel.
This usually takes a couple of minutes, after
which, I get back in my car, drive back to my
“parking spot”, lock the car doors, and walk the
quarter mile back to the top of the overlook.
Today, though, since ’41 and Mrs. Bush and
their passenger had already driven out of the
compound, I walked a bit slower as I saw one of the
Detail leave the Guard Shack, and head in my
direction. “Good Morning, Mr. Matzkin”, he said
cheerfully.
“Beautiful sunrise we had, wasn’t it?” I said.
“Yes Sir, it was. Mr. Matzkin, I was asked to
relay this message to you from Mrs. Koch. (Doro
Bush Koch) She wanted to remind you that our
annual picnic is tomorrow afternoon, and
mentioned that you’d probably be dropping
something off here. Since we have a second set of
Detail personnel on the compound this week, and
since ‘43s bunch are so competitive, this year, I
want to get in early on the bidding. Those door
prizes you provide are getting to be famous with
us. What are you doing for this year’s picnic?”
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Each year, I have donated either a dozen or
more of the small Walker’s Points that the tourists
love, or I recreate a dozen or more scenes that only
the Detail members are privy to, namely the view
of the ocean from the various locations within the
compound that houses one of the many “Guard
Shacks” and it gives them a little reminder of their
time sitting in them during various weather
events. If you can imagine a lone man or woman,
inside a small “hut” being blasted by waves and
wind and rain during the wee hours of the morning
as a hurricane passes slowly by Maine on it’s way
to Canada and north, you should be able to imagine
some of the more interesting aspects of Detail life.
Last year though, I had given Doro a 28” x 36”
canvas depicting Walker’s Point at Christmas,
which I painted from a photo of mine taken during
a snowstorm, something the Detail, and the family,
I suppose, hadn’t seen for many many years, due
to their departure to Houston at the end of
Autumn.
Doro wraps each piece in brown paper, and at
the picnic, participants bid blindly, and honestly I
have no idea what the value placed on them is, but
I do know that the funds are placed in one of the
Detail’s “charity” recipients and that one in
particular, was given to a Senior Detail member
during his retirement ceremony.
312

I do so, without a thought of gain. Hell, these
people, on any given day, would “eat a bullet for the
Principal” and I respect their courage their
dedication to the “Principal” and their honor.
“If you would, please ask her if, while walking
her dog after church, she could stop by where I
paint. I intended to drop it off this morning, but
was visited by a very old friend, who’s off getting
breakfast right now and unpacked my car rather
quickly, forgetting to leave it in my car. She might
want to bring a companion to carry it, as this year
I painted something special for ‘you all’. But no you
can’t see it, you know the rules, it’s a blind
auction”.
Knowing the traffic and distance, I knew I had
plenty of time before Steve’s return, so I thought I
converse with him a bit more. “You know, changing
the subject, I have always wondered what kind of
language training you guys receive. I’m sure you
have to know Spanish for the winter months spent
in Houston, but are any other languages part of
your training?”
“Well, Mr. Matzkin, to be truthful, and I cannot
speak for anyone else, but the only language other
than English that I can speak is ‘Sig Saur’”.
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I thought for a nano-second, and started
laughing. If you aren’t versed in weaponry, a Sig
Saur is a hand gun. And then I said, “for that reply,
I’ll let you in on a little secret. Think sunrise, high
tide, a very active ‘Blow Hole’, oranges and
yellows, reds and purples. And large, very large.”
Then we exchanged salutes, I spun smartly, and
continued on my journey back to the Overlook
muttering to myself, “Sig Saur, ha, that’s a good
language for one to know everywhere!”
It didn’t take long to broach the small hill, pass
by the “fifteen minute only” stretch of parking
areas designated for the tourists, passed by
singles, couples, and families, all taking pictures of
the house, before I got back to the bench. Steve still
hadn’t returned, so I set up my area. If you visit
the “Point” one of the first things you see besides
the house across the inlet, is a large ship’s anchor
set into a large rock, with a plaque expressing
Kennebunkport’s gratitude to ’41’s contributions
to the history of the area. directly below that is a
path leading down to an outcropping where resides
the famous “Blow Hole”. Opposite this path are,
compared to the one anchoring ‘the Anchor’, two
small rocks which for all of my time there were
level enough to support each of my easels. It gave
me room to paint while there was enough space for
the tourists to tread down the path unobstructed,
and I cannot remember once when any of them
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inadvertently knocked over one of the easels, nor
walk away with fresh paint on their clothes. I
sincerely tried not to get in their way, preferring to
blend into the scenery, and in that way, also be left
alone to practice my trade, off to the side. That the
bench mysteriously appeared one day and it’s
functionality will be mentioned at some further
point. But this gives you a visual idea of the
surroundings. Also, within the book, you’ll see a
section devoted to photos of me, sent to me by
people who asked, “Sir, may I take a photo of you?”
something that mystifies me to this day. Why on
Earth would anyone want my photo?
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Like I said, who would want to photograph me?
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Soon, Steve reappeared carrying a couple of
paper bags. I stopped sketching a rendition of
some sea foam meandering through a group of
rocks, and quickly repositioned the other “camp
chair” relatively close to me as the bench was
again occupied, this time by an elderly couple who
had been watching me “doodle, warming up so to
speak”.
“Croissants, buttered nicely, were all I could
find. When does the town wake up?” Steve began.
“I parked next to your car at that beach. How come
you don’t paint there? It gives such a wide vista of
the ocean.”
“Honestly Steve?” I answered, “take a look
below us, magnificent isn’t it? Besides, once when
we had a ‘storm surge” from a hurricane, I got
washed out, literally. That beach and the vista you
mentioned, is very shallow, and during high tide,
oftentimes the water crosses that road, and fills
that beautiful little marsh to flood heights. Believe
me, buddy, those huge rocks that contain that little
beach weren’t placed there by humans.
Historically, it is named Wamby Beach because an
unfortunate sailing ship, named the Wamby, sunk
slightly further out during a squall in the late
1900’s. Furthermore, even my car is vulnerable
during extremely high tides. Don’t laugh Steve,
318

one day after hurricane Rita churned up a huge
storm surge, I’m up here painting when a ‘biker’ on
his Harley Davidson, stopped and told me that my
car, then a GMC Jimmy, was up to the door panels
in water and it looked like it was in peril of
washing away. He gave me a ride to the beach and
he was right. What a thrill I had backing up and reparking in one of the driveways up here. Luckily,
that neighbor was congenial and let me park for a
while, but he wasn’t all that pleased when all the
salt water from the inside of my car seeped out and
onto his lawn. Furthermore, three days later, my
poor old GMC had so much undercarriage rust, the
interior smelled like dying seaweed, so you know
what I did later that week. Loved that car, but, I do
like the Mercedes I replaced it with even more. Of
course, I take a trip to the car wash place in town
before going home after painting here as a matter
of routine.”
“We do get smarter with age, don’t we?” Steve
remarked when I finished relating this story.
I reached into that Air Force “carry all” and
pulled out my thermos, pouring us a cup of coffee
each, still steaming as if it just came out of a coffee
brewer. “Mazel Tough!” I said lifting my coffee,
after taking a bite out of the croissant. And drank
the hot coffee.
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Steve did likewise, only sputtering “what the
hell is this?” He recovered and said: “LM, only you
would come to Walker’s Point with a thermos
three-quarters full of Brandy and throw in some
coffee just to flavor it.”.
“Damn straight, skippy” I said, laughing, “get’s
cold here in the morning!”
And with that, we quietly ate our fill, finished
most of the thermos, and returned to that “slightly
buzzed feeling”, we shared earlier in the morning.
It was now close to 10:00 AM, which I knew would
be roughly the time the “Family” would be
returning from church. “Time to snap to and
render honors again”, I said, promptly standing, a
bit too quickly, I might add, and slightly staggered
to the same place we had stood when the “caravan
of cars” had first passed, Steve, less awkwardly
joined me, and we “rendered honors” as straightbacked as was possible at that point. Since there
were few cars in that area, to my chagrin, the
black Lincoln slowed, stopped, and the rear
window rolled down. “Oh shit!” I thought.
Beckoned over, Steve and I did our best to walk
without giving our present condition away, and
approached, kneeled down, but kept a distance
should anyone smell our breath.
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“Lawrence, how are you today” ’41 said after
shaking both our extended hands.”
“Never better, Sir. I replied, and may I
introduce my best friend, Stephen E. Rosenbluth.
You might remember him from my friend Joe’s
funeral ceremony. Steve, this is President Bush,
Mrs. Bush, and I believe, Laura Bush.”
“Honored to meet you again Sir, Mrs. Bush and
Mrs. Bush”, Steve mumbled as he shook their
hands.
Mrs. Bush (’41) congratulated Steve on
picking a beautiful day to visit with his friend, one
that should remind him of summer by the shore in
Maine for a long time. They stayed for merely
moments when some of the tourists standing
nearby, turned and realized, I imagine, just how
close they were to the residents of the house
across the inlet were to them, and cameras started
clicking everywhere. “Well, enjoy your day
Lawrence”, ’41 remarked as he tapped the
shoulder of the agent driving the Lincoln, “and
Steve, it was nice meeting you again, take care of
this guy for us” he said as his window slowly
closed. We stood up, saluted once more, and after a
siren blared, they pulled away and returned to the
seclusion of their estate.
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“Are you kidding me?” Steve said as we
returned to my spot. Twice in my life I meet this
man, the first time, crying my eyes out and the
second time, I’m too shit-faced to remember to put
a mint in my mouth.
The commotion over, we went back to our
coffee, by now the croissants were gone, and
settled back into swapping stories. However, those
damn tourists decided to turn their photographic
attention to us, making Steve, he later admitted,
somewhat uncomfortable. But I was used to the
attention surrounding a surprise visit from ’41,
and I said loudly, “OK folks, show’s over, please let
me get back to work.” Which they did and
dispersed, but I didn’t “get back to work” because
we were to be interrupted yet again, shortly
thereafter.

Chapter 46 - Doro and Laura.
If you ever get a chance, read the book, “My
Father, My President”, by Doro Bush Koch. But
even after that, I doubt you’ll get a chance to get a
glimpse into one of the nicest, most genuine
women, I have ever had the pleasure to be a
“casual friend” of and with. Someday, I’d like to
meet Mr. Koch, because he is, in my opinion - “one
very, very lucky man”.
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I remember the first time I saw this young
woman walking her boxer while I was standing
behind the long concrete barrier behind the area in
which I painted looking and critiquing a painting I
had almost finished. She looks almost exactly like
her mother Barbara Bush, but I never had the
opportunity to see Mrs. Bush at the age of Doro,
yet, I will admit that even though she is not “model
nor movie star beautiful”, her face has a
“wholesome” quality, her voice soft and direct, and
her demeanor, in a word “proud, very selfassured and always compassionate”.
Long ago, her first words to me were, “hi
Lawrence, I’m Doro Bush. In the summer, I live on
the compound, and finally I have a chance to see
your art.” My reply? Pretty simple, for me. “Doro. I
know who you are. You look like your Mother, and
besides, I read your book. That dust jacket photo
doesn’t do you justice. I did wonder, however, why
it’s taken you so long to stop by and by the way,
can I give your dog a cookie?”
Everyone with dogs that walk by me gets
asked that same question, I am a dog- lover,
admittedly. And I always have treats with me
when I paint.
Since that day so long ago, whenever time
permitted, Doro and I would discuss everything
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but art. I have no idea how many renderings of her
parent’s house I badgered her into taking for her
mother to use to raise funds for the Barbara Bush
Children’s Hospital in Portland, but the number 35
comes to mind, besides all those for the Detail’s
picnics and one specifically sent through her for
her Mother’s private collection. Mostly we
discussed “Senior Care”, and with no specifics
mind you, we shared the “pains and forts of
outrageous arrows” life presented our father’s
with, both knowing that whatever discussed was
between us and her boxer, who for obvious
reasons, was more concerned munching on the
treats than to listen. For years, we saw each other
infrequently, yet whenever I’d email her that I
could possibly get time away to come down and
paint, I suspect her boxer knew this and “all of a
sudden” needed a long walk. Yes, dear reader, the
cookies I dispensed were “that good...”
Regardless, Doro had already made
arrangements to escape the compound, and on this
day, approaching us, she had her dog, four other
women, and a man (dressed in a tan vest with RayBan sunglasses, and had an ear wig very
noticeably positioned) in front of the procession,
and a duplicately attired man bringing up the rear
as they walked thorough the gauntlet of tourists.
Next to my friend walked, and I do not mean this
disrespectfully, a slim, very attractive woman in a
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“lavender jump suit, adorned with sunglasses”,
about Steve’s and my age, who even the most
politically insensitive individual in America, could
discern as the Former First Lady, Laura Bush.
“Oh double shit!” Steve uttered. First I meet
’41 smelling like Brandy, and now I get to meet his
son’s wife, dressed like I’m going for a swim.”
Which is exactly what happened next. Her own
Detail, and women I believe were her assistants,
kept the tourists quite far from us. Doro and
Laura, after we stood and greeted them, took seats
on the bench, Steve and I pulled my camp chairs
close for ease in keeping the vocal level of our
soon-to-be conversation strictly private, and
Doro’s boxer stayed close to me as I fed him cookie
after cookie while we talked.
Laura complimented me while looking at the
pieces I had displayed, clearly though, she didn’t
enjoy my photo-realism, and couldn’t quite get a
handle on the fact that they were not, in fact,
retouched photographs. But compliments are
compliments, and I smiled and nodded my thankyou ma’ams as best I could, which if you
remember, wasn’t all that easy, as I still had a
“severe buzz on”. In a short lull in our ten minutes
together, I stood up and retrieved from my travel
portfolio, the painting I was going to give Doro for
the Detail’s picnic. At the end of this chapter, I’ll
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include a black and white image of the painting so
you can see what I presented to Doro.
Doro had a habit, each time I gave her a piece
of art for her Mother’s charities of saying,
“Lawrence, you know you don’t have to do this”, or
“I really can’t accept this”, but with gentle
prodding, and a definitive clear explanation of my
motives, the gifts were always accepted. When I
showed her this one, her reply was both
statements. Laura chipped in “sure you can, they’ll
love it!”
“One minute, Doro”, I said, “I have to cover it
up,” and stood up and took a few more minutes
wrapping the 30” x 40” stretched canvas painting
using black plastic garbage bags.
That done, I returned to our little group, and
asked Laura if she’d like a few of the small
paintings, which I would finish during the rest of
my day’s activities.
“I’ll inform them to expect your visit.” Laura
said. “Well, now, we’d better get going. Stephanie,
take the painting down for my sister-in-law, we’ll
continue our walk and you can catch up with us.”
She extended her hand with a “nice meeting you
Lawrence, ... Stephen”, and stood to go. Doro
simply waved with “thanks Lawrence, some lucky
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agent of the Detail will be very pleased, I’m sure.
Steve, believe me, it was a pleasure finally meeting
you. If half of what he wrote in his book about you
is true, you are one remarkable man.” And after
shaking Steve’s hand, said, “Come on Roxie, let’s
get out of here before you eat all of Lawrence’s
cookies and fertilize too many of the lawns of our
neighbors on the way downtown. Lawrence, see
you around. Thanks again.” And with that, the
group left, walking in the direction of
Kennebunkport at a brisk pace.

The last painting I donated for ’41’s Secret Service
Detail’s summer picnic.
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Chapter 47 - The Priest on the
Podium
From time to time, the overlook can either be
“standing room only” or deserted, depending on
the time of day. Usually, as the hour approached
noon, tourists were elsewhere, probably snacking
on the delicacies offered by the multitude of
Kennebunkport restaurant fare. When the
younger First Lady and her Sister-In-Law left us, it
was about 11:00 AM, and after a brief session of
interruptions by on-lookers, all, incidentally, who
wanted my business card, Steve and I were left
with one remaining visitor, dressed in a black suit,
wearing a white collar rather than a tie, and I
surmised that he was either a Catholic Priest, or a
Protestant Minister.
“I overheard that you regularly donate some of
these paintings for charitable purposes”, he began.
“Here’s my business card. Should you be so
inclined, I have a small project which is funded
annually by a silent auction of artwork. Perhaps,
you’d be interested in assisting me. Don’t feel
obligated, but my card includes the web site. I’ll
leave the final decision up to your compassionate
soul.” Then he handed me the card, and left us
alone in the area for the first time in hours.
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“Which of course, you’ll find a reason to do so”,
Steve said as soon as this priest was out of ear
shot.
“Probably”, I concluded.
“It just occurred to me that you never heard
one story that Joe told me about his first Peace
Corps tour in Kenya, which came to mind seeing
this priest give you ‘the touch’. And after I finish
this tale, I suppose I’d better scoot.”
“Yeah, you definitely have overstayed your
welcome, my friend.” I laughed.
“Well, according to Joe, this took place in
Nairobi and I’ll try to tell it exactly as he did.”
Steve began.

Chapter 48 - Thanksgiving in Kenya,
Joe’s Remembrances
“... And now, a Thanksgiving Proclamation by
our President Gerald Ford” ... he said, standing on
the risen gold carpeted platform while speaking
into poorly adjusted microphone; for as soon as the
priest began reading the ‘Proclamation’, as if from
guidance from above, the microphone fell from it’s
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holder and dangled until he reached down and
fitted it into it’s holder once again.
“We were all standing, we Americans who had
assembled in a Baptist Church on the outskirts of
Nairobi to celebrate an all faith service to
commemorate this particular day of Thanksgiving,
one that had occurred almost 300 years ago, in a
small village not quite 100 miles from my home in
those United States. The congregated Americans
had all chuckled as he remarked that “you all”,
pronounced “yawl”, would probably be snoozing
peacefully at this point in time had “yawl” not been
here, which I took as an oblique reference to the
time difference between Kenya and the U.S. We, or
rather they, had laughed as he told a funny
anecdote, that for the life of me, I cannot
remember, prior to his, comical introduction of
President Ford’s ‘Proclamation’. We, or again,
rather they, listened intently as he read what the
President would be reading later that day to the
entire population of the United States of America.
“I did not listen, for my mind had begun to
wander, and my stomach began to rumble - no
doubt caused by the digestion of the lobster dinner,
Amos, Carole, his wife, and I had consumed the
night before at the Hong Kong Restaurant in
downtown Nairobi. Amos glanced my way and

330

motioned that I should contain my stomach noises.
In any event, I was daydreaming, again in church.
“Bwana Joe, tafadali, nipe Tusker, baridi.”
(Joe, please give me a cold beer, Tusker was
the local variety)
“Hapana, Bwana Amos”, I replied.
(No Amos)
“Tafadali??? (please)” he pleaded in a whisper.
“Look Amos, you cannot have a cold beer in a
church, first of all, and secondly, we both have to
get through this happy horse shit before either of
us can wet our whistles. Besides, who brings beer
to church?” I retorted. “Listen to what that man is
saying, egad, man, where’s your sense of
country?” I said throwing my head backward in an
exaggerated sense of shock. Looking up to the
heavens, I added.”where is this country going to?”
“You mean ‘that’ country, don’t you?”
“Yeah, right,” I answered, “sometimes I forget
that I’m in Africa, especially here in Nairobi.”
“So, do you think the Peace Corps will find you
a place to work?” Amos said facing me. “That first
assignment really was a cluster-fuck, wasn’t it?”
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“I’m sure they’ll find a suitable location for
someone of my skills, no doubt, but will Klonio talk
with the tribal elders beforehand, like he forgot to
do for so many of us when we first arrived? I can
still see the expression on the head elder’s face.
His very first question to me as he met the Land
Rover, driven by an Embassy employee, was: ‘who
the hell are you and what are you doing here?’ in
perfect English, no less. That they needed an
English teacher, and not some animal doctor, just
out of residency, sure didn’t sit well with him at all.
And after he was told that he’d have to provide
land for me to build myself shelter of sorts, he got
down-right angry”
“I hear that the rumor mill has Anthony, that
kid from Ohio State, still wandering around Nairobi
looking for a place to sleep”. Amos whispered.
“Me, I wonder why Sheryl’s Headmaster
refused to let her put him up even for a night, even
after he hitch-hiked to Thika. Luckily, Kathy’s
Headmistress has no such moral fiber. Spent a
weekend last month with her, and that saying that
distance make the heart grow fonder certainly
applies in her case.”
“How is the little woman? By the way, where is
she? Wasn’t this one of those mandatory ‘have
funs’ all Volunteers were suppose to attend?”
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“I really don’t know for sure. She mentioned
that this week she’s running around Masai Mara
with Angelo, who you’d only remember when he
had all that long hair, and I remember that you
said that his beard looked like it hadn’t been
washed in years. Well, he’s clean cut again, and if I
didn’t know he was of ow do I put this...‘a different
persuasion’, I’d be a little worried.
“He’s gay?” Amos said shocked. “Are you
sure?”
“Either that or bi-sexual. One day in Mombasa,
during a break in language training, I had the
misfortune of walking into our room and found
him with Craig doing the nasty deed.”
“What’d you do?” Amos asked.
“Nothing, couldn’t care less. I walked over to
my backpack, took out some of that reefer we got
from that bartender at the hotel, rolled one and
left without a word. I imagine being caught upset
them much more, because neither spoke and both
avoided me from that time on, and to this day, I
suspect their own Headmaster or Chief turns a
blind eye to their fraternal activities behind closed
doors.”
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“As we talked in a whisper, and as the speaker
continued to read President Ford’s rather lengthy
dissertation on the importance of Thanksgiving, I
noticed Amos’s gray hair glistening, caught by a
sunbeam that had entered through a window
somewhere behind us. I noticed immediately, the
black hair underneath that disguised Amos’s age,
making him appear older than he actually was.
The salt and peppered mustache, full, almost
brittle, stood out in his profile, transcending
almost a distinguished air about him. The Peace
Corps had assigned the couple to be Assistant
Curators for the National Museum, the one Louis
and Mary Leakey had founded, the museum where
their son, Richard now presided in the Director’s
chair. Amos and Carole were experienced, having
been Curators at the Smithsonian in Washington
D.C. which is why the Peace Corps sent them to
this particular spot on the planet.
“I turned once again to face the speaker, my
mind actually began to wander. This sure was a
different way to spend Thanksgiving Day. Only a
week ago, I had reminded myself that I had not
seen my friends and family for a year and three
months, give or take several days.
“It had been fortunate for me to check my
mailbox at the Peace Corps office yesterday, where
in solitary confinement so to speak, was a single
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air mail letter postmarked in February, that had
been crumpled by some hand, somewhere,
sometime, during it’s 7,000 mile journey to
Nairobi. Mom had written, “enjoy a nice dinner,
think of us when you do”, and as soon as I met with
Amos in his office in the National Museum, I
immediately
mentioned the letter and it’s
contents.”
“Wow, twenty dollars, huh?”
“Furthermore, Mikumba at the office gave me
eight and a half Shillings on each Dollar.” I said.
The actual currency exchange at that time was
7:1.”
“Where are we eating tonight?” Amos asked.
“Let’s wait for Carole, and I’ll surprise you”, I
said.
“Sounds OK with me.”
“Seriously though Amos, can we talk?” I asked.
“Sure, I’m not that busy this week. Carole has
a little problem up in Meru, but she’ll be back
today. Seems, the museum up there is full of
termites. Some fool put up an exhibit using a fieldrush matted ceiling and forgot to have it fumigated
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first. A lot of rare exhibits of petrified fowl are
being eaten dead, if you excuse the pun, but much
worse is that many of the antique wood carvings
and ceremonial masks are being turned into wood
pulp. Nothing that can’t be cured with some good
old American insecticide, but some of the priceless
Kenyan artifacts aren’t worth a Kenyan Shilling
right now. So what’s up?”
“Well, at the office today, Klonio gave me ‘the
Peace Corps Shuffle’ again. Couldn’t commit to a
decision, couldn’t even suggest a solution. He
seems very indifferent to the fact that I’m not
doing, nor will do, what the American taxpayers
sent me over here to do. He mentioned he might
have a solution in March. Since my tour is up in
July, it doesn’t equate to a lot of time to be
effective, does it? Besides, here in Nairobi, I’ve
been sleeping on your couch for a month so far,
until, that is, I leave ‘on vacation’ for Lamu next
week. And God knows I’m grateful, I mean, I could
be in Anthony’s shoes, but I wish I could do more.”
“You do more than enough, Joe, for chrissake,
think of all those hours you spend at that
veterinary hospital attached to the National Zoo.”
“Yes and according to Lao Tsu, ‘the man who
says enough is enough has enough, but Amos, I
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really have to do more. Enough is enough for today,
but what about all the tomorrows?”
“Forget about them for a while, my friend”,
Amos said.
“And do what?” I asked.
“Take the taxpayer’s money, enjoy this oncein-a-lifetime pleasure cruise to Africa, and make
some memories.”
“Really?”
“No, just playing devil’s advocate.”
“And I’m getting a little too worked up, right?”
I asked.
“To the Snake Farm?” Amos asked.
“You always know the right thing to say.”
“We left his air conditioned office and took to
the path leading out of the administrative section
of the National Museum which meandered through
a maze of grass huts, wooden huts, earthen huts,
displaying many of the various and sundry living
accommodations that the different tribes of
Kenyans inhabited. As we did so, Richard Leakey
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shuffled by, head down, muttering to himself,
never noticing us as he passed, while we continued
walking.
“What’s he like to work with?” I asked.
“If you want five minutes with him, let me
know and you can decide for yourself.”
“I’d really need more time than that, Amos.”
“Not with him, you wouldn’t. He’d pick your
brain so fast ...”
“Not mine!”
“Piece of cake, rather for him, I swear.”
“And no more?”
“Not a chance, Joe. He even takes out his
stopwatch and times my meetings with him. I’ve
seen him in action with Rhodes Scholars and very
accomplished Archeologists that come here as
visitors. His favorite introduction, and I’m not
kidding, is ‘hello, I’m Richard Leakey, you have five
minutes, start’, after which he stops talking and
goes on his merry way to his next appointment.”
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“I’ll be sure to take you up on that offer
someday”, I said.
“As we passed through the front gates of the
Snake Farm, cages of snakes surrounded us, some
merely covered with chicken wire, some glassed
and sealed. Kenya had on record, ninety-two
varieties of snakes, ninety of which were
poisonous to humans. The other two were of the
python family, and were housed in huge steel and
glass enclosures because these snakes were both
long and wide and very powerful.
“We continued past the green and black
mambas, the vipers, through tree dwellers and
sand strikers, crossing in front of a make-shift
swamp where giant crocodiles crowded each other,
their enormous bodies filling the swamp. Going by
the glass enclosed cages housing the cobras, we
tapped the glass, hoping to elicit a response,
knowing full well that this was inhumane, but
enraging cobras was a lot of fun and a bit exciting,
especially if we forced a spitting cobra to attack it’s
own reflection and spit at itself.
“I had met one of those in the “Bush” one day,
which lucky for me, hit squarely in the center of
my sunglasses, causing me no harm. That I
retreated immediately to where I had been, is a
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given. I’ve aways been considered somewhat
adventurous, but I’m certainly not stupid.
“By this time, we stopped in front of the cage
that housed the largest black mamba that was in
captivity. Large, no, huge, yes, and very ugly,
absolutely! This Snake Farm’s purpose, you can
well imagine, was to educate foreigners about
those 92 different snakes, especially if they were
going on “safari” or were workers like the Peace
Corps Volunteers who were sent into the “interior”
where most, if not all, of these snakes called home.
Standing in front of a snake that could end my life
in two seconds, was a bit humbling.
“That’s when I related my “Black Widow
Spider” episode to Amos, who laughed so loudly,
that the mamba rushed over to investigate the
vibrations surrounding it’s cage and struck,
displaying the most gruesome set of fangs I’d ever
seen.”

Chapter 49 Thanksgiving, continued.
“... and that this, the 25th of November has
been set aside as a day of giving thanks by act of
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Congress ... blah, blah, blah, Gerald R. Ford,
President.”
“The congregation, by shuffling and sighing
their relief, and then sitting en mass, made me
aware that the President’s ‘Proclamation’ had been
concluded. There would follow two songs sung by
the Rift Valley Academy choir, two rows of ten
teenaged girls, all caucasian, all blonde haired,
dressed in identical uniforms.”
“They’re really good”, Amos remarked.
“I’m partial to the blonde in the back row”, I
quipped.
“That brought me a jab in the ribs, with
‘they’re all blonde you idiot,’ from Carole.
“OK, then I like the whole back section”, I
added quickly returning the rib jab. They had
begun by singing “Over the River and Through the
Woods” and did so beautifully, which was followed
by a rendition of “America The Beautiful” allowing
a pace wherein the entire congregation sang along
with them. I found myself singing with an easy
peaceful feeling in my throat and although I do not
have a good singing voice, my ears told me I was
doing better than usual, much better than if I were
alone in a shower. Amos and I must have been the
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entire bass section, because after we sang the final
stanza, I could clearly see that many heads of hair
had turned into faces that were nodding
and
smiling with appreciation, or glaring at us for
being so loud and somewhat off-key.”
“You boys better cut that out!” Carole said in a
soft voice. “They’re supposed to do the singing”,
she said cheerfully, pointing to the choir.
“The congregation hushed, and we all sat down
while a man walked to the podium and began to
introduce the next speaker, a Bishop who headed
all the missionaries in Kenya; who began by saying
that he didn’t want to take us away from our
dinner table ...
“Amos, look”, I whispered, “he’s got a stack of
paper that’s at least as thick as the New York
City’s yellow pages”.
“Damn, short speech huh?” Give a Priest a
podium and an audience and watch what happens.
Plus, which is worse, he’s a Southern Baptist, like
me. This will be a long one, a very long one. Full of
lots of innuendo, and guilt.”
“Hush!” said Carole, and we obeyed.
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“Bishop “whatever his name was” began and
talked and talked, and talked and talked, about
how we Americans in Kenya had to be thankful for
what we had, how we should share our bounty with
those unfortunate Kenyans, that we should gather
as much as possible for distribution to the African
brotherhood. He talked and talked and talked
about how those “at home” were suffering right at
this very minute, suffering because all the youth in
America were protesting the Vietnam War, causing
all of them “at home” to be caught up by inflation
and lowered prospects of financial gain, or income,
saying that had those upstarts on campuses not
rebelled, victory could be achieved in a few more
months, and then after a sip of water, he went
right into the heart of the matter, those
revolutionary Marxist university educators.”
“Wasn’t this moron the presiding judge at the
Scopes trial?” Amos asked me.
“Nah, but I heard that he was a spiritual
advisor to Richard Nixon, though?”
“I wonder how Richard Leakey would handle
this guy.” Amos laughed, “Five minutes my ass.”
“What I’ve gleaned so far from this ‘you should
be thankful’ speech seems to blend unemployment
in America, linked to not enough servicemen in the
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‘field of glory’, which, I for one, know from
personal experience isn’t glorious, and that during
those battles against the forces of evil, our boys are
responsible for the separation of the righteous
from the ignorant.” I said.
“That’s about it, but you forgot that one triad
during which he mentioned that the widows and
orphans of those brave souls had no hesitation in
contributing to any of his ‘collection baskets’
afterwards, hinting that we here should be as
generous”. Amos said with dripping sarcasm in his
voice.
“And still he talked and talked and talked, until
a slight breeze filtered through the aisles, blowing
many of his pages quite a distance from the
podium. However, this sign from God did not
distract him at all, as he grabbed the microphone
from it’s base and talked while he went to retrieve
the papers, allowing his sermon to continue for a
minimum of an additional twenty-five minutes.
“I sat back, closed my eyes, and tried to
conjure up images of the more pleasant times
spent in Kenya, the sights and sounds, While
others continued to listen, I could hear the shifting
of bodies making the wooden pews creak, could
feel the breezes caused by hundreds of makeshift
fans made from the programs we had been handed
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as we entered the church, and folded my hands,
and kneeled forward, making one, and only one
wish. I wished he would stop talking long enough
for me to stand up, shout, ‘You hypocritical, son of
a bitch,’ and walk out. But that was not to be. For,
as I opened my eyes ...
“The highlight of this lengthy diatribe came
suddenly. Two of the side boys could be seen
dragging a very large wooden basket filled with tin
cans, reminding me of “sea rats” or “cans of Spam”
for the uninitiated. They left it in front of the
podium and retreated slowly. Then this Bishop
walks down and picks out one of them. “Spam”. I
was right! He then turns it over, looking for that
little “key” used to open these disgusting hunks of
processed meat, breaks it off and addresses us.”
“This little key has been taken off of all the
cans in this basket. I want you, with your Shillings
and your Dollars, to contribute to this missionary
fund. Each key will be adhered back on a can if you
donate one Dollar, or eight itty-bitty Shillings when
we pass the collection plates. Then, this food will
be delivered to an unfortunate group of natives,
who will have a thanksgiving meal, just like you
will soon enough.”
“Amos”, I whispered, “is this schmuck serious?
Did I hear right?”
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“Bwana Joe, I told you there’d be a bit of guilt
thrown into his speech. How are any of these
people not going to ‘buy’ a key? Who in their right
mind would send a bunch of Spam cans into the
‘Interior’ with no way of opening them?”
“That I understand, but clearly there are
hundreds more people here than cans in that
basket. If he rakes in more money than the total
number of ‘keys’, who gets the remaining funds?”
“Precisely. What, do you actually think he
stood there and spoke for all this time for free?”
“True, but I still have one question. Amos, have
you met anyone in the ‘Interior’ who would
actually eat Spam?”
“Ah, therein lies the rub. my friend. Of course
not. The Brits have tried to pawn off that stuff to
the Kikuyu since the early 1900s without much
success. The only people who will see those cans
are the employees of the British Embassy, who will
actually enjoy that crap. In truth, our entire
‘donation’ today just about covers the airfare for
this jerk to fly back to America for Christmas in
Las Vegas with a little left for him to tip the show
girls.”
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“Ha!” I said, as we three left the church and
the congregation behind.

Chapter 50 - Another Ending
Steve finished his story, then looked at his
watch. I hadn’t painted a single stroke all day but
wasn’t interested in anything other than this
reunion. I hadn’t seen him in a long time and was
loathe to have this one end, regardless of his prior
commitment.
“Holy shit!” he blurted, I’m going to be late. Ok
guy, I gotta go.”
We hugged, shook hands one final time and as
he walked back down to retrieve his car, that “see
you later” hung in the air like a fog. I shuffled back
to my camp chair, and sharpened a number two
pencil, ready to finally begin my warming up
exercises with a blank piece of watercolor paper. I
did hear a car horn blare in the background,
sensing it was Steve’s final salute until we met
again.
I never did find out what that meeting was
about, for about ten minutes later, I heard the
sounds of police cars and that horrifying blare of
an ambulance racing past the overlook on their
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way back into Kennebunkport. I gave it no mind,
for I couldn’t think of any reason that it would
affect me, and once the sounds receded, I
continued sketching.
Four hours later, I packed up my easels,
walked down to my car, returned to my spot and
loaded my trunk. I did my usual U-Turn and
headed away from Walker’s Point in the same
direction my friend had gone. I did see the remains
of a car accident, broken red glass swept to the
side of the road, but gave it little notice and
without incident, I returned home and relieved the
CNA babysitting Dad.
The next morning, while eating breakfast at
my usual haunt, Dad sitting across from me,
taking his usual snail’s pace while eating two
poached eggs and toast, I picked up the Portland
Press Herald scanning the headlines. “Tourist
Killed in Car Accident” grabbed my attention
because the photo looked particularly gruesome.
According to the report, an SUV filled with
teenagers going North on Ocean Avenue in the
town of Kennebunkport, crossed over the lane
while taking a curve at a high rate of speed and
collided head-on with a lone driver heading South.
Alcohol and drugs were found in the SUV which
the report deemed caused the accident. The dead
were listed and I stopped reading immediately.
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Steve never had a chance. Returning to the photo,
I saw that the smaller car’s front windshield was
pulverized, and that the whole front of the car was
pretty much compressed. Not realizing it, my eyes
watered, and I had trouble seeing the paper. Even
Dad came out of his concentration, and asked what
was wrong. I was speechless, and got up from the
table and staggered outside, where I lit a cigarette
to calm my shaking hands.
When we returned home, I called the
Kennebunkport Police Department and was
informed that they needed someone to identify
Steve’s body, and that no one had made
“arrangements” at that time. They did mention
that they had left messages with his wife, but had
not received a reply. I said I’d call her, and would
go to the morgue at Maine Medical, where all the
parties involved had been taken, as it was the
closest hospital to the site of the accident.
I had never met Louise in all the years Steve
and I had been friends. When she answered my
call, she was surprised to have heard twice from
people in Maine and then she mentioned seeing a
message on her machine, “please contact the
Kennebunkport Police Department at your earliest
convenience” but thought it was for Steve and
ignored it. Taking a deep sign, I asked her if she
knew who I was, and she replied in the affirmative,
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telling me to expect a visit from Steve sometime
during the week, as he was in Maine on some
business. I told her a bit about our visit, and then
asked her if she was “sitting down”. She was.
Tearing up myself, I related a brief summary of
what I had read in the paper earlier that morning.
Anyone who has had to deliver this horrific
news, can well imagine the rest of the
conversation. Being so far away, being on the
phone, being one of her husband’s friends, made it
a bit easier for me, but twice as difficult for her. I
managed to assure her that I would see to the
details and would of course accompany Steve
“home”.
We exchanged condolences, and after looking
it up in the phone book, she gave me the local
mortuary’s address and telephone number in a
clearly shaken voice. I asked her if she had anyone
to stay with until we arrived, and she told me she’d
be fine, would contact the rest of the family, and
then asked me how I was doing.
“Louise, I’m OK, right now. But I’ll have to
make some arrangements of my own on this end,
and will call later tonight.” We ended this call, and
I got ready to find Dad a “sitter” when my sister
called, told me that she had seen the article in the
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paper, and assured me that she’d stay with Dad
and Sasha for as long as I needed to be away.
It is amazing how easily the process following
this last phone call came together. She was driving
into my driveway, just as I had received driving
directions to the morgue. I got in my car, drove to
Portland, identified Steve, mostly from his clothing
as his face was very disfigured, but yes, that was
Steve, beyond a shadow of a doubt. Louise had
already spoken with them and I was allowed to
take possession of his personal belongings, there
and then. A mortuary representative was also
there and I signed forms selecting an appropriate
“travel casket”. He recorded Louise’s local
mortuary’s address, promised to arrange the
“shipping” and would call me the next day after he
booked a plane ticket to me to accompany the
casket. He mentioned that there would be no need
to pick it up as he would meet me there and deliver
it in person. I said thanks and finished with,
“here’s my credit card number. Do not ‘bill’ Louise.
I will cover all the expenses, period,” then took a
few minutes alone with my friend.
Alone. That’s what I now was, alone. Joe had
died in that air crash, Tiny went in his sleep, and
now this. Our little group, we four intertwined
bunch of fun seekers, earth shakers, and all
around do-gooders, were now down to one... me.
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When I got home, there was an email from
Doro, who expressed her private condolences, and
that her Mom and Dad had been affected as well,
so much so, that her Dad had gone into his office
and had hand written a lengthly sympathy note to
‘Mrs. Rosenbluth’, mentioning that he couldn’t
believe that he had just shaken Steve’s hand that
morning. Doro asked me if it was possible to come
to the compound today and to pick it up and to
personally hand it to Mrs. Rosenbluth at an
appropriate time.
Stopping to fill my gas tank, I took Sasha with
me for the ride down to Kennebunkport. As I took
the right on Ocean Avenue and continued towards
my favorite place on the Earth, I came to where
those youngsters had crossed into Steve’s lane
while taking a sweeping right, left, right “S-curve”.
I, of course, doing the 25 mph speed limit,
managed the series of curves easily, yet as I drove,
I almost became physically ill. For the second time
in two days, I saw the scene of Steve’s accident. I
knew, from the sirens on Sunday from the cop cars
and the ambulance, than an accident had taken
place, I had seen the pieces of automobiles that
had not been cleared away totally as I drove by on
my way home the day before, but then, it really
meant nothing to me other than that it was a scene
of an accident. I slowed down even more, resulting
in a loud honking horn from the vehicle behind me.
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I ignored it and took in as much of the visual
scenery that I could, There were no skid marks,
none that I could see. The car behind continued the
honking, as I must have slowed down to about a
snail’s pace, but I ignored it. Slowly, I drove past
the Outlook, continue down the hill. I wonder what
that driver would think of his behavior had he seen
the Detail member simply wave me through the
large protective gate without hesitation. He didn’t
see that though, because the idiot, sped by me on
the left rather quickly as I took the turn, and
nearly side-swiped a car coming down the hill from
Wamby Beach, who blared his own horn. That one,
I heard.
Continuing to where cars usually park before
the walk or ride to the “Big House”, I saw Doro
walking towards me. I didn’t leave my car, but
rolled down the window. “I am so very, very,
sorry”, she said, handing me a white envelope
a d d r e s s e d t o ‘ T h e Fa m i ly o f St e p h e n E .
Rosenbluth’. “Do you want to come up for some
coffee?” she asked. “No Doro, not today. Too much
to do. Thank your folks for me, though”, I said, and
backed out of the parking area, the gate opened
and I left Walker’s Point for what turned out to be
the last time I “drove” into the compound.
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Chapter 51 - Steve’s Funeral
On the plane to Boise, Iowa, where Steve and
Louise had resided for many happy years, I
remembered an incident, a funny one at that,
regarding another funeral, I’ve mentioned it
before, but somehow, it seems perfect to re-tell at
this point. In a letter to Tiny I once wrote:
“Dear Tiny,
Sit down when you start to read this, OK?
Do you remember I once mentioned my very
favorite relatives, Uncle Frank, and Aunt Pat?
Well, last year, I got a call from Aunt Pat,
explaining that my Uncle Frank had succumbed to
old age, a bad heart, and numerous other health
issues. They had retired to New Zealand, some
years back, so besides annual calls and the
occasional letter, I really was unaware of his
diminishing health. So, I was stunned by this
announcement of his passing.
He was my favorite Uncle when I was a kid. And
since I couldn’t attend the funeral, I told Aunt Pat
t o s e n d m e t h e b i l l fo r a l l t h e f u n e r a l
arrangements, and as my tribute to him, I’d cover
the cost of the coffin, and the burial. She
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reluctantly agreed, and thanked me.
A month after the internment, I received two
bills; one from a mortuary, and a hand-written one
from Brooks, Bates, and Bones, who were, I
thought, his lawyers. I considered that $7,800 was
r e a s o n a b l e fo r t h e c o f fi n a n d t h e o t h e r
arrangements. The second bill was for $19.99,
which I figured included something like flowers, so
I paid that as well.
The next month, a bill arrived from Brooks,
Bates, and Bones, for the same amount. Perhaps,
they had forgotten an item. I couldn’t tell what it
was for from the writing, as these guys must have
learned their penmanship from a doctor in the
States. I wrote a check, sent it off and considered
the matter concluded.
On the first of the next month and for the next
seven months, a bill from Brooks, Bates, and Bones
appeared in my mailbox. Each time I paid it in full,
- $19.99. Finally, I got curious, and called Aunt Pat.
“Aunt Pat, I keep getting a bill from some firm
called Brooks, Bates, and Bones. Do you know
what it’s all about?”
“Lawrence, yes I do. You see, when your Uncle
Frank died, well, he didn’t have a suit good enough
to be worn in that beautiful casket you bought, so I
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rented one.”
Gotcha!
Always, LM”
I almost lost it when I saw Steve’s closed casket.
But I was not about to ask Louise if Steve would
forever be wearing that Hawaiian print shirt he
wore on his last day on Earth. I could see it in my
mind though ...

Chapter 52 - Nothing To Say
Dear Reader,
At the graveside service, Steve, of course,
received full military honors prior to his
internment, including a soulful rendition of “Taps”.
Louise was handed the triangular flag by a white
gloved member of the United States Navy who
saluted all of us in the first row. She wept, I wept,
his kids wept, and that’s really all I have to say
about the ceremony. Too personal, too emotion
provoking. She had asked me to say a few words. I
said them, knowing that whatever I said couldn’t
hold a candle to the man I knew. Concluding my
remarks, I took out ‘41‘s hand-written letter, put
my glasses on, and read every word, looking
directly at no one but Louise. I folded it up,
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returned it to the envelope and handed it to her.
Afterwards, at their home, I silently greeted the
neighbors, their friends and acquaintances, and
drank some of Steve’s 30 year old Single Malt
Scotch. Louise had to stay behind, obviously, so
when my time came to go to the airport, her
brother Bob drove me there. I went through the
security in a daze, boarded the plane, landed in
Portland five hours later, picked up my car at the
parking garage, paid the attendant for two day’s
worth of parking, and drove back down Route 95
deep in thought.
Returning home, I was greeted by Sasha, tail
wagging a mile a minute, who also had her leash in
her mouth. You know what I did next, and after a
long, quiet walk, full of memories, full of visions of
my departed friends, an occasional stop here and
there, I shook my head, walked back home,and
then settled back into some resemblance of my
former routine.
LM
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Chapter 53 - Visiting the White House
The following weekend, I was combating the
“doldrums”, feeling out of sorts, and decided I need
a break from Dad, the dog, and since I had, in a
flurry of creativity, finished a 40 page children’s
book worth of illustrations in that week, I needed
to refresh myself internally. The choice of where to
do this is, by now, is familiar to you the reader, and
that’s exactly where I went. However this was a
weekday, and after asking my sister for one “more”
day to watch my father, which was was no easy
task, reluctantly, she agreed, sensing, I suppose,
that I needed a day to myself.
In early October, the Bush Family “close up”
Walker’s Point and make the trip down to their
home in Houston, Texas. Countless tourists have
asked me the significance of the two flags flying
below the American flag from the very large flag
pole that cannot be missed while looking at their
house. It’s relatively simple to explain, and my
explanation goes like this: “ The blue flag is the
state of Maine’s banner, the red, white and blue
flag is for the state of Texas. It’s significance is that
when all three are flying, the Family is up here,
enjoying the Maine ‘summah’, and if only the
American flag is flying, they’re in Houston. Period.
Mystery solved. But do you know how many people
don’t know what Maine’s state flag looks like?
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On this final Sunday, as I unloaded my
supplies, only the American flag had been raised,
which also heralded a very quiet day for me,
because most tourists want to see ’41 and Mrs.
Bush walking around the property as they snap
their photos with their telescopic lenses and are
informed of the three flag significance in town. If
only one flag is flying, they curtail their visit for
some reason or other.
Good for me, not so good for the restaurants
and little shops downtown in Kennebunkport
because it really signifies the end of that “tourist
season”, for the most part.
I took out a quarter finished seascape, and
stared at it, not wanting to start, not wanting to
ruin it by careless strokes, so I put it down, poured
a cup of coffee, sans brandy, lit a cigarette, and
stared out at the ocean. It was an overcast day at
first, a cool breeze reminded me that I probably
should have dressed warmer. The gold finches had
stripped all the thistles and migrated elsewhere,
the leaves of most of the oaks had peaked, leaving
them that dirty brown they turn just as they fall.
It was quiet, very quiet, even the tide was low
and very inactive. I started thinking about my lost
friends. In my mind, I saw us sitting around a
restaurant table in Cape Verde, and settled on one
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scene from our mutual past. Joe was once again
regaling us with his oftentimes “unbelievable”
remembrances from the days before he and I had
met. While sitting and thinking this particular
Sunday, their voices filled my mind as if it were
happening at that moment.
Joe and Steve were discussing an event in
1982, which began with Steve asking Joe about a
photograph Joe usually displayed in his office
before he decided to throw it all to the wind and to
commit to another Peace Corps assignment. The
photo, signed “with Warmest Regards, Ronald
Reagan” was of course a cameo of the former
President, and I was told that it was a miniature of
the same one that appeared in most government
buildings at that time. Reagan, smiling in front, the
unfurled American flag behind.
“One of Reagan’s speech writers, who shall
remain nameless for obvious reasons, had come to
Bethesda for a ‘man’s problem’ due to his
occasionally frequenting a certain dubious
establishment in Georgetown”, Joe began.
“Not wanting this to be a part of his official
medical file, I agreed to treat him as an anonymous
patient with one condition.
“I made the guy promise that I could have an
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evening tour of the White House, without all the
fanfare, just him as our guide. I told him that my
parents were planning a trip down to visit, and
that I thought they’d really enjoy seeing the White
House without distraction.
“He told me he’d get back to me, noting the
dates of my parent’s visit, theirs and my social
security numbers, and true to his ‘promise’, on a
Saturday night, I arranged to have them picked up
at their hotel in Arlington, to meet me at Ft. Myer,
and from there, after going through the White
House main gate, we’d meet, (call him Fred), who
would escort us as we meandered through the
White House.
“All went according to plan, Mother was
dressed smartly, Dad had on his best suit, which
astonished me, I was in my very best dry-cleaned
dress blues, and we began our tour. Got to see the
Lincoln Bedroom, the Blue Room, the Red Room,
and almost every room on the ground floor, walked
over to the other side and actually got to meet the
future ’41 in the Vice President’s section of that
massive building. Asked if we liked seeing the ‘Oval
Office’, Fred informed him that this was to be his
last item on the agenda.”
“Well”, said the future ’41, “ you’re in for a
treat, the Boss is there, signing papers with his
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secretary, and I’ll make a call, and perhaps your
friend and his parents may actually meet with him
for a couple of minutes.”
“This thrilled my Mother, a devout Republican
for as long as she lived.
“Before long, we stood in the outer office, and
quickly, the door opened and President Reagan
himself stood in the doorway, inviting us inside the
Oval Office. And please don’t ask what was
discussed as our ‘meeting’ began to get lengthy, as
my folks, clearly at ease, sitting on one of the
couches, discussed his acting career, as all three
were roughly the same age, and Reagan was
clearly enjoying himself, shooting the breeze with
common folks without a ‘political agenda’. While
walking around, looking at all the historical
mementos, the paintings, the personal trappings, I
glanced at my watch and noticed that almost a half
an hour had passed since we first entered. The
three of them were laughing at some story
President Reagan had just related, something
about a film he had reluctantly agreed to do,
‘Bedtime for Bonzo’, when the door opened and
before us stood the First Lady. Without a glance at
the couch, she immediately addressed me, saying;
“Young man, isn’t it the custom of all military
members to be at ‘parade rest’ while attending to
the President in this office?”
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“I suppose so, Ma’am.” I said, which got a quick
frown from her, but me being me, I continued my
leisurely ambling looking at stuff, but I instantly
became aware that the conversation on the couch
had abruptly ended, and she clearly was not
finished with me. “What are you doing? I’m sure
your superiors would be very interested in your
lack of military bearing.” Whereupon I turned to
face her, I was certain she had to see that little tiny
ribbon on top of the other rows, The one with all
those tiny stars, which usually brought very
impressed Generals, Admirals, and such, to their
feet and salutes from everyone in uniform. Not her,
though. She continued with “and who are these
people? They are on no schedule that I’m aware
of”, again addressing me.
“It’s OK, Nancy”, ’40 said softly.
“It clearly is not!” she said. “You’re late for a
meeting with the Joint Chiefs, and this is much too
late to be socializing with voters, no matter who
they may be.”
“At this point, I saw that my mother clearly
shaken, had stood up, looking for an exit, which of
course, none could be seen due to the very nature
of the Oval Office’s decor. My Father’s expression,
however, had turned from levity to a determined
look, that even I feared, once upon a time.” Joe
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stated as a matter of fact.
“Really, Dear, they were just leaving”, ’40 said
as he pressed a button on his desk and told ‘Fred’
that he was needed to escort these “really nice
people” out of the office.
He had just finished that request, when Dad, to
my ultimate horror and to my ultimate pride, put
his hands on his knees, stood up and walked over
to where Mrs. Reagan stood, looked her straight in
the eyes, and said; (I kid you not) “Nancy, my
father always taught me that you treat a Queen
like a whore and a whore like a Queen, and since
I’ve never met a Queen, nor a First Lady, but did
meet one or two of the other in my youth, I’ll
simply ask, which one do you want to be treated
like?. My son there, that military member you
confused with one of the staff, arranged for our
tour, and if we stayed too long in your opinion,
blame your husband”. Turning towards President
Reagan, while talking in a breath, he said, “and, I’ll
bet he hasn’t had such a relaxing time since he
married you!”
“Fred walked in while Dad was giving this
oration, immediately blushed scarlet, and
motioned to me that we’d better make a quick exit
before she had time to digest my father’s words.
You bet your ass we left quickly. And while walking
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out, all I could think of was that my next duty
station was to be either Adak, Alaska, or Tierra del
Fuego, Argentina, or worse .
“Which thankfully, never happened. Dad
became a lifelong Democrat after that. And Mom,
she was furious all the way back to the front
entrance, I never knew who she was more angry
with, - Dad, or Mrs. Reagan. The following week,
though, a manila envelope appeared on my desk,
labeled simply The White House. In it, was that
photo and it’s inscription, with instructions to
forward it to my folks. They wanted no part of it,
so on my wall it went.”
When we packed up Joe’s collective “estate”,
long after the plane crash, Steve took down that
framed photo, and turned it over. Some very
professional framer had made a cutout on the
back, had covered, with clear vinyl for all to see,
the inscription, written with President Reagan’s
own pen, which said; “I truly enjoyed our chance
meeting and sincerely apologize for it’s abrupt
ending”, again with his signature and a date.
“This I’ll keep”, Steve had said.
So, sitting there, immersed in memories, I
didn’t even hear my dear friend Barbara Hennessy
as she sat down, lit a cigarette, and settle down for
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her usual own moments of meditation at Walker’s
Point.
“Lawrence!” I heard about your loss. I am so
very sorry!” she whispered. “So what are you
going to do now?” she asked.
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Walker’s Point Flower Exercise
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Walker’s Point At Christmas
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Walker’s Point Outcrop Exercise
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Walker’s Point Calm Seas Exercise
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Walker’s Point Low Tide Exercise
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Walker’s Point Just Before the Rain Exercise
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Walker’s Point Crashing Wave at Dusk Exercise
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Walker’s Point Sunrise Between Tides Exercise
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Walker’s Point High Tide Storm Surge Exercise
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Walker’s Point Windy Low Tide Exercise
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Chapter 54 - The Passing of Time
“Time waits for no man”. How true. And yet,
while writing about the very recent passing of my
father, the death of my mother, so long ago, and
now reviewing what I have written concerning the
last time I saw Steve focused my attention on my
own mortality. And made me a bit melancholy,
which is no way to end a book.
As I look out the window and see the leaves in
full Autumn color, I am once again faced with an
ending and a new beginning. That “date on the
calendar” hopefully won’t arrive for me for at least
35 years. I promised myself long ago that I’d see
my centennial birthday before I too, slip into
history and my facial features “frozen in time” by
some future photographer or by a really good
future portrait artist. And trust me, I won’t “go
gentle into that dark night” but will certainly “rage
against the dying of the light”.
Funny, though, I have actually dreamt of my
final minute on this Earth. I see myself sitting in
front of an easel, mixing a color to apply the
finishing touches to a painting, and simply
slouching over, never hearing the sound of my
paintbrush as it falls from my hand, appearing to
whomever finds me as if I am asleep.
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Hopefully, that someone will do so very quickly
thereafter, as the smell of decomposition isn’t
something I like to have etched into anyone’s
memories of this artist.
Memories... I have a lot of them. And while I
cannot recall the names of all those thousands of
nice people who complimented my talent during
Sundays at Walker’s Point, nor can I recall all the
names of the people who for so long have been
patrons, who’s walls or shelves bear the fruits of
my labor, every once in a while I do see their faces,
smiling while complimenting me, or those
expressions of the astonished person who views,
for the very first time, the completion of a painting
they asked of me. That simple “oh my God, that is
perfect!” has driven me to please others in exactly
the same way. I cannot express the pride I feel
when this happens. But I can honestly say that
those times really are not a result of one man’s
effort.
My Mother introduced me to the world of art
and I have to acknowledge this with love. My
father, who, at his end, actually admitted that I
had a job, a skill, a profession. They are part of my
paintings. That effort to fill a blackboard with
“dogs”, which I completed as a third grader, all
those dog portraits I sketched as they sat in their
master’s cars while sitting in front of a Perkins
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Pancake House on Sundays of my teens, amassing
all of five dollars apiece, which was later applied to
my own breakfast bill, certainly led to a success
while illustrating “It’s A Dog’s Life”, Book one, and
Book two- “Adventures In The Mystery Caves”,
while attending to the writing of this, my own such
effort, I am once again characterizing dogs.
Those “stage-set” backgrounds I painted for a
college theatre-arts department, led, I suppose, to
my short-lived career as a muralist - have I
mentioned that I once was tasked by the members
of a Congregation with the replication of part of
the Sistine Chapel’s brilliant fresco, painted so
long ago by the “Master”, Michelangelo? I know my
own effort there has not “stood the test of time”
because I once drove past the street where that
church stood, and found only a shopping mall.
My ex-wife, heretofore, for privacy reasons,
has not been mentioned, one-because it wasn’t a
good marriage, probably due to her not being
willing or incapable to understand the economic
factors and daily routine of a struggling artist and
two- because it is a part of my life I prefer not to
place into the “public laundry”, but she certainly
taught me “sacrifice”. Many were the arguments
concerning the costs and needs of art supplies
versus the costs and needs of a thriving household.
Would my life been radically different had I “given
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in” and acceded to her demands for a new washing
machine, or the need for me to spend more quality
time with her rather than with one of the paintings
on my easel? Probably so, but that’s useless
conjecture on my part.
Melancholy? I don’t know. Perhaps a bit of
pride, and a pinch of ego. I have always thought of
myself as a “capable” artist, even a “good one”
from time to time. We artists aren’t like the rest of
you, no matter how one traditionally “sees” us. We
all don’t say: “hey honey, wanna see my portfolio?”
Nor, when we say to a very beautiful woman, “I’d
love to paint your portrait”, are we referring to a
nude. Some of us actually find pleasure in
recreating a face for all “time” to see. Some of us
actually enjoy hours spent alone sitting by the sea
shore, in the middle of a forest, or by the side of a
road, painting that scene, much more than we’d
enjoy sitting in a stadium filled with other
spectators, watching the New York Yankees beat
the Red Sox, or the New York Giants beat the
Dallas Cowboys, even though to me, it’s a close
second as enjoyment.
Being an artist is not without it’s challenges
though. There are schools that actually offer
instruction to teach someone to paint. Luckily for
me, I never attended a single one of these even to
this late date in my career. I had Mom as my first
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and last teacher, making me draw, and draw, and
redraw simple shapes, solids like pyramids and
ovals. She taught me the actual delineation
required to include a shadow, to always consider
my “light source” first and foremost and with light
lines, to fabricate the focal points where the
horizon line met with that specific light source’s
rays. She taught me to see that their intersections
usually defined the outline of that shadow- even
when the light source was behind my back. Maybe
they teach that in school, I don’t know for sure, but
without shadows, a drawing or a painting has
always seemed “flat” and “lifeless” to me, in my
modest opinion.
I had Dad’s blistering commentary on the
faults contained in hundreds of my early attempts,
and while away from his sight, could hear his voice
in the back of my mind critiquing, saying stuff like,
“hell, kid, what the hell is that, can’t you do any
better?” or while pointing out a specific area of
one of my drafts -“what the hell is that thing? It
looks like a glob of snot to me!”. Are art teachers
as critical? Again, I don’t know, but when I taught
art at a later point in my life, I certainly wasn’t as
critical and perhaps I erred in my judgement,
letting my own students “off easy”. None of them,
that I know of, have become as “good” as I am, but
again, they are still young and have more time left
in their lives to practice their trade.
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I always wanted to find some budding artist to
take in as an apprentice. Perhaps that will be in
my future, especially when I slow down and cannot
meet all the self-imposed deadlines I make to the
authors I now serve. Maybe that will be the subject
of my next book. I sort of hope so. I’d really not be
very pleased at the end of my life to have all this
practice and all this completed art to go the way of
that mural I mentioned that is now gone, replaced
by that shopping mall. But as my dear friend Steve
so aptly quipped: “ just think of the millions
somebody will make after you’re a pile of dust,
scattered somewhere.”
I remember that I laughed when I retorted
that I’ll make sure that my “Last Will and
Testament” includes a mandate that my ashes be
given to an artist to mix into their pigment and
apply me to a canvas while painting an Abstract.
“Not gonna happen buddy”. Steve had
retorted, “remember, we already had this
discussion. Your ex-wife told you that when you
died, she would dance on your grave, and Joe and I
simultaneously suggested your being buried at sea.
“If she can walk on water, ...”
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Chapter 55 - Relocation
Lawrence T. Matzkin, Sr. passed today due to
complications due to a very lengthy illness. He is
survived by his daughter Mrs...........
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The painting referred to in Mrs. Bush’s letter
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Chapter 56 Relocation part 2
January 7, 2013
Dear Mrs. Bush.
I received your secretary’s note that your
letter written prior to Thanksgiving, apparently
took a great deal of time to reach me here in West
(By God) Virginia. I called the number on the card
that she had enclosed and left a message, hopefully
forwarded to you, that your letter, received on my
birthday, today, January 7th, was the best
bir thday present I’d ever received, even
surpassing a bicycle given to me while very, very
young, - a bicycle, I might add, that was a burden
to my family’s income at that time, something only
revealed to me when I was in my thirties.
Thank you very, very much, first, for your
condolences and belief that Dad is in a better place
and is enjoying his time reunited with my mother.
She, on the other hand, might not agree with you,
for I honestly hope she has enjoyed her nineteen
year vacation from him. I adored my mother, but
my father was not especially nice to her.
However, that they are both now resting in
peace, and that possibly God has finally convinced
my father to be a much nicer man while in Heaven,
388

I can hope that they are at least “friends” for
eternity. And I agree with you that I, too, am not
sorry he has finally found peace. His was a lifetime
of pain beginning during WWII, his pain became
agony for many years, and I can only thank God
that for the last few years of his life, his
Alzheimer’s caused him to be unaffected mentally
by his bodily disintegration.
As for Doro, again being honest, half of me
wishes that I met her in the flower of my youth. I
have “known” very few women, besides you of
course, who are gentile yet immensely strong,
truthful to a point beyond social correctness, wise
beyond her years, and I suspect this is because of
her heritage. But, being the simple man that I am, I
will only say that she has a friend whenever she
needs one. I had no idea as to her place in your
heart, except the words you wrote to me, and
these have enhanced my opinion of Doro. I
sincerely hope that she knows how you feel about
her. I say this because in my own family,
expressions of sentiments like you stated, were
few and very far in between and I would have
sincerely appreciated hearing your words about
Doro, coming from my father while speaking about
me. Actually, I would have settled for him
acknowledging my profession as being “work”, but
it is too late for that now. Besides, between you and
I, I have no doubt whatsoever that the time and
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labor I take to earn a living equals the time and
labor my father took to support our family, given
that the work done is quite different in nature.
I also wish to thank you for appreciating that
sketch, the very last one done while immersed in
the solitude of Walker’s Point. I sent you and ’41 a
Christmas card in December, with a very different
sketch, one that also brought tranquility to me. As
for what life will bring next, I have to tell you how I
decided to be where I am now, and I suspect you’ll
think: “Lawrence, were you out of your mind???”
After Dad’s funeral, and the travesty that my older
sister and I went through with the lawyers, of
which I will not burden you, it was “legally”
determined that I was to leave the house in which I
had spent the last 21 years, within a month’s time,
and that my older sister would handle all of Dad’s
affairs without my input, even though she was
absent during his nineteen “critical” years, and
took little part in his daily affairs, medical and
otherwise. I think the term is “prima genitor” or
“the first born gets it all,” as I tend to think these
days. And instead of fighting for what may or may
not have been “mine,” at the end of October, on
Halloween night to be concise, I placed a map of
the US on a wall, and after a bit (maybe too much)
of single malt scotch... stood at the end of the room
and threw a dart at the map.
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Lo and behold, the dart stuck in a really
remote section of West Virginia, a state I had never
visited in my worldly travels. Since I had
determined that I would “throw my fate to the
wind”, I “googled” the town that the dart landed
on, and actually found a Bed and Breakfast Inn
which would accept myself and Sasha, my
greyhound, for a week (animal friendly motels are
very rare in West Virginia). I packed up the
essentials, filled my wallet and gas tank, put Sasha
in the back seat, and left Maine the next day.
Thirteen hours later, we arrived. While at this
lovely, but extremely remote Bed and Breakfast, I
contacted a realtor, found a very small trailer with
an attached studio to rent and signed a six month
lease, which is where we now reside. Glenvilletown
has 1,500 inhabitants and has a single stop light in
the center of town, where all directions are based...
take a left at the stop light, go through the stop
light and take the first right, etc... no need to
belabor that description. It’s very quiet, and I have
remarked to friends that I could swear I heard a
chipmunk on my porch “pass gas” the other day.
There are flocks of cardinals who seem to find my
small lawn a source of enjoyment and there’s a
Walmart one hour north and one about 45 minutes
to the south, just in case I need items unavailable
in town. The locals speak a form of English that
isn’t quite “southern”, isn’t quite “mid-western”,
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and I do find at times that I have to ask my new
friends and acquaintances to repeat a sentence
again so I can actually understand what they’ve
just spoken. They are, however, for the most part,
very friendly and very similar to my own
personality - hard working and direct. Sasha, isn’t
adjusting well, as she no longer has an acre of
fenced in lawn to run her daily laps, I cannot leave
her off leash due to the fact that she resembles a
white tail doe, and hunting season just ended.
She’s almost 8 now and that is quite old for her
breed. We do take a lot of walks though, and since
the residents close by have not been acquainted
with a greyhound, as we pass, she is greeted,
petted and fawned over by my neighbors. I do have
a new friend who has miles and miles of property
in a “holler” and last weekend Sasha was able to
run like the wind for a couple of hours, unfettered,
and afterwards, she seems to have perked up a bit.
She does miss Dad.
Through the rest of November and all of
December, I illustrated three books (two are
included with this letter that perhaps your Great
Grandchildren will enjoy when they visit) and two
covers, and so far in January, I’m contracted to
illustrate two books, design the conceptual and
patent drawings for a Doctor at the University of
North Carolina who has invented an innovative
device for throat cancer survivors, and just
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contracted for a 30” x 24” painting which
resembles one of Frederic Remington, (lots of
horses and calvary riders in Monument Valley
during the 1880’s), so I’ve been busy since my
relocation with the expectation of more work in
the future.
Which brings me to this month, and the New
Year. I do have a television, and am happier
beyond description that your beloved George, or
’41 as I am more comfortable referring to his as,
has recovered from his bout with pneumonia.
“Gracie do Deus” which is Portuguese for “by the
Grace of God”, and I sincerely hope the warmth of
Houston will further progress his health. Please
relate my “stay well” wishes as I truly hope to
someday salute him as he passes by again. But
alas, I fear it will not be at Walker’s Point, as I do
not foresee a return to Maine, even after Dad’s
estate is settled. But again, my mother did instill in
me to “never say never”. Conversely, though, if you
remember the book I sent you two years ago, “In A
Fisherman’s Language” written by my then 98
year old GrandUncle detailing his learning to read
and write at the age of 92, well... news on his front
is not that good. As a matter of fact, I expected a
call from my relatives there announcing that he
had finally “rested,” as I was informed at
Christmas that he was in “hospice” and that all
medications were being withheld due to his
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deteriorating condition. Apparently, he wanted to
finish his second book. I may write a book about
him someday, I don’t know.
So, that’s about it for now. It’s been a long time
since the day you walked into that pet supply store
asking for “diapers” for Sadie, when we met for the
first time. And yet, today, with the arrival of your
letter, it seems like yesterday. I sincerely hope this
letter finds you in good health, and that we can
continue to correspond in the future.
Again, thank you for your kind thoughts
regarding my father and “that straight figure
saluting my George.” I do believe each of us has a
specific purpose in life and that “do Deus” did not
place us here to waste His gift. And, I believe, Mrs.
Bush, that not all events in our lives happen
randomly. As I approached the day of my birth, I
have to admit it was with a certain degree of
uncertainty, and quite honestly, with “slumped
shoulders” due so some of the hardships I faced
before and during my relocation. However, when I
went to the Post Office this morning, and opened
your letter, I felt a very strong “wind beneath my
sails” and spent the rest of the day, with
confidence and hope, rekindled by the knowledge
that one of my sketches, albeit a small fragile final
expression of all of my feelings during those years
painting on Sunday at Walker’s Point, has found a
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home where it is valued. An artist can ask for no
more than this. And that, Mrs. Bush, was my
birthday present and I thank you with all my
heart.
Always,
Lawrence

Chapter 57 - Settling In
Since West Vorginia,... yes reader, I actually do
know how to spell, but that’s how the locals
pronounce it, really has no real winter to speak of,
certainly not as bad as in Montana where a fellow
expressed remorse that thirteen of his prize cattle
had electrocuted themselves while walking over
the power lines exposed by a drift of snow that
covered the entire telephone pole, nor can it
compare with my own expense in having paid a
teenager to scrape off four foot drifts on the house
in Maine’s roof, two days after receiving Mrs.
Bush’s letter. As the weather was still quite warm,
that Sunday, I decided to grab my easel, dog, and
supplies and find some remote area to paint.
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While settling in, and sketching a stream, I
noticed Sasha’s ears perked, and then heard the
rustle of leaves and a voice calling to me, asking
me “what in tarnashun I was doing on his
property?” I apologized for not knowing the
boundaries of his land, after which this elder man
began a triad that I had difficulty comprehending. I
asked him to explain himself a little better and he
replied that I looked “as nervous as a long-tailed
cat in a room full uv rockin’ chairs”. Which I was,
because I apparently was trespassing on his land
and I had, as many of my generation, seen the
movie “Deliverance”.
Calming me down, he told me he had no
trouble with my painting the stream, and took a
liking to Sasha instantly. Then he sat down on a
rock nearby so he could look at the half sketch,
half painting and told me in no uncertain terms
that I was “pretty dawg gon gud”. I must have
laughed out loud, and thanked him.
“Ya’ll won o dem nawthurn boys ain’t ya? Don
bother ta answer, I got eas,” he said. “What brung
ya to dees pharts, sun?” he asked.
It took a while to explain my relocation, and I
will not burden you with a rehash of what has been
stated before, all the while painting a bit at a time,
because I wasn’t over my nervousness and wanted
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to finish as quickly as was humanly possible. After
which, it dawned on me that I had not made a
proper introduction and told him my name, and
Sasha’s, and learned that his was Montgomery
Beauregard Jackson. I had to ask him to repeat it
three times because to me it sounded like muntgumry boyrahguard Jakshun. However, he was
patient with my ‘come agains?’ and after a few
shakes of his head actually spelled it out for me.
When I sounded out what I believed he had
uttered, he smiled and said “dahs rite, only it
sounds funny cumin frum u”.
He continued, “All folks tawk funny, don’t
they? Yes suh, aftah listenin’ to the speech uv
peoples frum all ovah, ‘n not hardly undahstandin’
half uv whut they was tryin’ ta say, I have all but
decided thet folks definitely do tawk funny
everwhair... everwhair except in West By Gud
Vorginia. Sun, heah yawl will discovah thet the
English language iz spoke like it oughtah be spoke.
‘N we don’t pay no ‘tenshun to them what poke fun
at us cauz this iz a result uv just plain ol jelosy on
thair part.
“Pay close attenshun, digest ever lil ole wurd
Ima gunna say, ‘n remembah thet yawl iz down
heah in owah terotory... yawl ain’t up thair no mo.
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“yawl must know thet whin the settlers come
ovah the big watah years ago, the smart ones
picked the mountain areas uv the Sowth to settle
in ‘n the smartist wuns staid right heah. Heah,
they remained isolated in thair speech, even aftah
many, many years, remained the same az theys
foefathas ovah in Shakespeare’s paht uv England.
Most of thair wurds ‘n dialect then spred all ovah
the Sowth. So yah see, Lahrance we got most ov
the culture thet yawl dinna get up thair whairs you
frum. Alls I no bout Main is thet itz cold az ALL
ASK HER (which I believe meant Alaska).”
Fascinated, and badly needing a lesson or two
in speaking southern enough to be to have my ears
attuned to be able to understood by my new
neighbors, thinking about all those episodes of the
Andy Griffith show and The Beverly Hillbillies, I
figured I could use the help and proposed a trade- a
painting for a couple of lessons, ending with “if
you’d be so kind Mr. Jackson, to let me paint here
while I learn.
“Whail Lahrance, ifn you ken listen ‘n lurn as
gud as you ken paint, we got us a deal,” he said.
When I asked for his phone number so I could
call and arrange a time, he remarked that he
would know instantly if I parked my car on his
property, and that Sundays would suit him just
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fine. I did express the fact that the weather would
deter mine my presence, and he actually
understood, saying that I looked like a man “wid
sense enuf to cum in outtah the rain.” With that
quip, he got up and walked back in the direction
from whence he came.

Chapter 58 - Relearning English
April 29, 2013
Dear Mrs. Bush,
I may have been a bit busy and haven’t had
much time nor energy to correspond. I’ve moved
from that run down trailer into something a bit
more challenging.
As of now, I’ve finished the renovation of the
interior of the two bedroom home and am starting
on the art studio which will be in the area above a
staircase I had to build due to the old one falling
down the very first time I tried to ascend it.
The property is owned by an elderly couple
whose daughter used to reside here until cancer
took her quite a while ago. They decided not to
disturb the grounds until I met them in April and
asked if I could rent it. After a two and one half
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hour interview, they decided that I would be the
very first non-family member to live “above” them.
The husband’s mother used to live here before his
daughter took over the place and many of the out
buildings are from the turn of the century, and are
in desperate need of attention.
Sasha, my faithful Greyhound, loves the place
as I’m on a plateau surrounded by hills, about 35
acres of them and to get here you have to drive up
a half-mile winding road. She has more than three
hundred yards to run in my front yard and almost
6 miles of a very clear logging road to run in the
back yard. It’s very quiet, with only the sounds of
birds, and an occasional coyote howling at night.
I’m told that a bear has the tendency to wander
into the yard, and every morning I see 6 - 10 deer
meandering in the front yard. I’m about 6 miles
west of Glenvilletown and absolutely love it. I have
the hope to purchase it, but right now I’m renting
the whole place for $300 per month, and if you can
believe it, they asked me if I thought it was “too
much”. The owners of the property also decided
not to charge the first two months rent due to the
huge amount of renovation needed to make the
property more up to date.
I’ll hope I’ll be painting again very soon, as the
studio is going to be very easy to renovate. My
house in Maine is under contract, bought by a
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teacher relocating from Portland, so my coffers
should be full soon (well as best as can be
expected). I feel very blessed these days even
though I haven’t picked up a paintbrush (other
than the kind used to paint walls) for almost three
months, and have a sense of joy that all my friends
comment upon when they hear my voice on the
phone. So, I suppose that dart I threw at the map
and landed here, had a purpose after all. Finding
this place is a gift from above, perhaps as
repayment for the two decades lost while
attending my parents’ health issues. I sincerely am
happier than I’ve been in countless years. I do miss
the ocean, but the gentle breezes wafting through
the flowering apple trees and dogwoods have
kindly afforded some of the same sounds.
My vegetable garden has yet to be started as
I’ve concentrated on the renovation of the house
first and now that this has been achieved, I should
be able to start growing enough to keep me fed.
Otherwise, I sincerely hope this short (for me)
note finds both you and ’41 in good health, and
that your summer in Maine is warm and
refreshing.
Sincerely yours,
Lawrence
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Chapter 58 - My reply
June 5, 2013
Dear Mrs. Bush,
I suspect you are settled into Walker’s Point at
this time. And I am settled into my new home as
well. I still have three large windows to install in
my new art studio and am awaiting funds from the
sale of my house in Sanford to complete the work.
June 26th is the big date. Afterwards, my ties with
Maine will be somewhat severed, although
memories of it and my family both relation -wise,
and those of Kennebunkport, will always remain in
my heart.
My writing and painting has become less
important these days as much of my daylight
hours are filled with digging an irrigation ditch by
hand. And believe me, I feel very old after
completing 20 feet per day of the 1000 feet I have
to dig which will ensure that my driveway will not
erode completely when it rains. It is, however,
great exercise in the morning and afterwards, I
usually spend an hour or two mowing the vast
expanse of lawn I try to maintain. After my Maine
house is “closed”, of course I’ll purchase a “rider”
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but for the rest of this month, it’s walking behind a
push mower.
I did receive your short note, and thank you
for that comparison to your son. While he may
never be a “Lawrence Matzkin, Jr.”, he may well
get “there”, as I have always admired his “stick-toit-tiveness” and suspect that since he is doing it for
relaxation, in much the same way as he
approached “golf”- (unlike ’41, you, and I) it will
take him some time to be genuinely “good”. Let him
know, and I mean this sincerely, that should he
ever want to improve, really improve - three
lessons from me (I shouldn’t need any more) are
not only available, but “free” (other than the fact
that he’d have to come to West Virginia)... but all
kidding aside, I have room enough and buildings
enough for his detail to be comfortable, since much
of May was spent renovating and “mice proofing”
them.
My only worry would be the mother bear and
her cubs who have decided to meander where
Sasha likes to run near one of the buildings. I don’t
think “Momma Bear” enjoys her cubs (two darling
creatures) being photographed and she is a bit
ornary. She is tagged though, so you’d have to
mention to ’43 that she isn’t “game”. However, he
could easily find artistic models using the 14 deer
and that pesky groundhog ((I should ship him up
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to Pennsylvania)) who seem to think my garden is
their “Bistro”. And trust me, should you and Doro
decide to visit, venison will be on the menu once
the season arrives, although my “secret sauce”
includes single malt scotch. My tomato and potato
plants are huge and should produce a bounty for
me when ripe.
And I discovered a small brook nearby, which
is a double edged sword, in that I am relaxed by
the running water, but find myself comparing it to
the gentle sounds of the ocean and then images of
Maine enter into my mind’s eye, and well, I think
you do not need me to explain further. That’s one
edge of the sword. The other is Montgomery
Beauregard Jackson, the elderly gentleman who is
teaching me (and very patiently), to understand
“Sowthern”. Actually, you’ll enjoy this little side
comment and I hope you’ll share it with Doro: Mr.
Jackson has taken it upon himself to assist in my
re-learning the talent to take the spoken word to
produce those 10,000 words painters attempt. I
hope I get this correct and please tell me if I err:
“Upon hearhin’ my first conversation with a
real West Virginian, I wuz slitely confused ovah
sum uv the language thet reacht my ears. I
thought thet I nu the meanin’ at furst, only to hav
my brain inform me thet it reely din’t know whut
wuz sed at all! I wuz told that this heah wuz not
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unusual fur fahunahs , and thet sumptimez a wurd
jist mite have several meanin’s.
So I talked with neighbors and made a list of a
bunch of them and also included spelling and
grammar tips like- COAT- “Yawl bettah put yoah
coat on ‘fore yeh go into thet coat house (the jedge
‘n jury place). And of course FIX - (cook) Saddie
Lou, fix me sum aigs ‘n bisgits, ‘fore I fix (tidy up)
mah room. Then I’ll fix (repair) thet worn out
stove pipe and fix (put) a new knob on it. Make
shur you put all the fixin’s (cooked items) on the
table ‘cause afternwards ah’m fixin’ (getting
ready) to go to town.”
There are times, though in which I really am
saddened that my mother and father couldn’t be
here to enjoy the solitude and the vista I now find
totally inspirational. The goldfinches that I loved to
see and hear while eating the thistles near that
bench (near the anchor) have migrated here and
are almost as numerous as at Walker’s Point. But
it’s still early in the season and quite possibly they
are stopping off for a bite and a breather before
journeying north to the Maine coast. I also have
Orioles, which aren’t up there and their songs in
the early morning are quite fascinating. So are
their nests... long things reminding me of
“stockings hung by the chimney with care”. And
there’s one Whip-or-will, or some other kind of bird
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which drives Sasha nuts. It replicates my whistle
which is used to call her, so every time that darn
bird sings, Sasha runs to it, and of course the bird
flies away then calls from another tree, causing
her to run to that one. I think the Whip-or-will or
whatever species of bird it is, does it on purpose
just to have fun. I cannot help but laugh. Seems
I’ve been doing a whole lot of that lately, “laughing”
that is. Sasha has discovered chipmunks. I laugh
when she tries to chase them- oftentimes several
at once. I laugh when she chases after the huge
bumble bees that seem to have a home in the
woods above me. And I laugh when she looks at me
thinking “hey Dad, come on let’s run on the
plateau” and then takes off running faster and
farther than ever, tail wagging tongue hanging out,
and now has decided that it’s an interesting game
as she returns towards me, to run between my legs
like I’m a gateway or a crochet wicket. I feel
younger, somedays, caused of course by the
laughter. I don’t miss the tensions of caregiving.
Well, all for now. Give your family my best, I do
think of you often, wondering how yawl are.
Always yours,
Lawrence
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Chapter 59 - I wish I was in da land
ob cotton

Actually, Mr. Jackson was a wealth of
knowledge for all things “Sowthern”, and one day
while painting the stream from a different
perspective, we meandered onto a subject of which
I caused to begin, by inadvertently whistling
“Dixie” while painting during a lull in my
education.
I have to apologize for not writing the story as
he told it, but the spell checker of my computer has
been indicating more misspelled words than I have
seen since my first grade’s first spelling test, I
cringe at all these words underlined in red which
brings back that unwholesome memory, and by
now, I’m a bit better now at unnerstandin’ what he
says. As to the truth of this story, I honestly have
no idea but suspect that it has some kernel of truth
to it.
Mr. Jackson began by saying that this tale had
come down from his great-granddaddy: “It was a
day during what was called the ‘wildcat currency’.
There was no real stable system of issuing
government paper. Each state, each county, even
each bank, issued it’s own notes and naturally
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many were worthless, or if they were worth their
face value, were not trusted a stone’s throw from
the bank from which they were issued.
“But one bank during the 1830’s and 40’s had
established a record for integrity and soundness
that resulted in its notes being accepted as
exchange in all markets of the entire country. This
was a bank within the Mississippi Valley.
Louisville and Cincinnati, and Pittsburgh, New
York and Philadelphia knew and honored the ten
dollar notes issued by the Banque des Citroyens de
la Louisianne of New Orleans.
“Up the Mississippi River, on the steamboats,
came the ten dollar notes, in English on one side
and in French on the other. In bold letters on the
French side was engraved “DIX”, the French word
for ten. Great-granddady said that you could see
the DIX before you saw the note. He said a DIX
note was always good, and many remarked that a
‘dixie’ was ‘bon-bon’, as the French fellows said
when they were down south from Canada, visiting
their relatives in New Orleans.
“Now you have to remember that Greatgranddaddy was, as they say, ‘unlettered’ as were
most of his associates in that they couldn’t read or
write real well, and they pronounced DIX as it was
spelled not as the word is pronounced in actual
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French. They called the town where the ‘dixies’
came from was called ‘dixie’s land’. Flatboatmen
went down the river after ‘dixies’ as late as 1850.
Some remarked that they bought a horse down in
the ‘dixie country’.
“As time went on, as the South solidified and
headed towards the inevitable Civil War, the term
‘Dixie’s land’ gradually was applied to the vast
section of the country in which the ‘dixies’ had
their largest circulation, almost everywhere south
of the Mason-Dixon line.
“A man by the name of Daniel Decatur
Emmett, as every ‘Sowthern male can tel u’, made
a song about ‘Dixie, the Land of Cotton’. It was
common knowledge that in his travels way up
North in winter, he longed for the warmer climate
of ‘Dixie-land’ and expressed it in a walk-around
song beginning: ‘I wish I was in de land ob cotton.
Simmon seed and sandy bottom, look away, look
away’, etcetera.
Instantly, it made a hit and when Emmett took
it South in 1859, the Southerners claimed it as
their own property- especially those in and around
New Orleans. It became ‘chanson de guerre’ of the
gray armies of a few years later.”
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Chapter 60 - Sasha’s New Friend
There comes a point in every person’s life when
the dog that owns them does something
remarkable, worthy of praise, worthy of notice.
Something “to write home to Mom about”...
During the Spring, a month after moving to
this new home, Sasha and I were returning from
town and I noticed that there were two deer in
front of my mailbox. One lying down, one, a tiny
fawn standing off to the side. I stopped the car,
turned it off and got out. Neither moved. I walked
over to them and immediately was saddened
because the one lying down was a doe, quite dead.
Someone had hit her with their car and just left
her there. The fawn, much smaller than Sasha,
stood shaking, unaware of me, the car, or anything
else.
I opened the car door, and simply said to
Sasha, “take her home buddy” and as doubtful as
you might consider what follows, I too was equally
astonished. Sasha, went nose to nose with the
fawn, turned towards the driveway and began to
walk slowly up the hill. To my everlasting surprise,
the fawn followed her. They ascended, and went
around one of the many curves my driveway
includes, and went out of sight, while I stood there
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disbelieving what I had just witnessed. A
greyhound, who looks like a springtime fawn and a
real one, white spots and all, walking side by side,
slowly going home.
I opened my trunk, lifted the doe and closed the
trunk lid, started the car, and very slowly began
the journey myself. By the time I reached the
summit, the two of them were standing near a bird
feeder and bird bath I’d placed in front of a
flowerbed, the fawn drinking what water was left. I
drove to a distant area of what I call my north
lawn, parked the car, walked back to the house and
proceeded to go into the root cellar, grabbing a
shovel, intent on burying the doe because, well, I
was not about to have a bunch of vultures picnic on
this particular casualty of a West Virginian
motorist.
After digging a deep grave, compounded by the
fact that West Virginia soil has more rock layers
than any New England soil I have ever dug into, I
buried “Bambina’s” mother, and placed all those
rocks over her to prevent any other woodland
creatures from despoiling her further.
Unbeknownst to me, Sasha had used that time
to dig out a huge pit and she and “Bambina” were
lying side by side, Sasha cleaning her as if she
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were a whelping puppy. I left them alone, went
inside, stored the groceries I had purchased while
in town, and occupied myself with illustrating a
book I was under contract to finish later that
month. Time passed rather quickly.
At dinnertime, I called Sasha into the house
and noticed that “Bambina” was nowhere in sight.
Since I live on 35 acres of wooded land, I figured
she went off to graze, or just left, period.
9:15 AM the next morning, and please
remember this time as I will not burden you
repeating it over and over, I look out the kitchen
window and see “Bambina,” who walks into the
yard, and lays down in the pit. Sasha wants out, so
I open the door. Where does she go? Yep, right into
the pit, lays down and they sleep side by side for
the rest of the morning and afternoon. Anyone
who has rescued and been owned by a greyhound
knows that they sleep 22 hours a day and during
the two hours they are active, burn more calories
than an Olympic distance runner. Sure enough, at
about noon, Sasha and “Bambina” head for the
south lawn- the flat plateau I’ve mentioned before,
and run together as if they were on a dog track.
For a while, Sasha led, but eventually the fawn
caught up and they ran together, doing the entire
circuit a minimum of four times. Then back to the
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bird bath for water, and then back to the pit for a
nap.
You can believe this or not, and even though
some folks around here would rather “tell a lie on
credit than tell the truth for cash”, I’m telling you
right now, that this exact scenario took place day
after day, after day always beginning at the
aforementioned hour. I even went so far as to
purchase a couple bags of whole corn, which I
dumped under the bird feeder, which of course,
“Bambina” ate. Until she got used to me however,
she’d make sure Sasha’s body was between us.
Whenever I spoke to her, her ears would perk up
just like Sasha’s so I actually thought she was
considering what I tried to say to her. I actually
had a vision whereby I would pet her, but alas, that
never happened during her time with us.
The months flew by, and “Bambina” came by
every morning at her usual time, they would
exercise together and she started to grow. Quickly.
Too quickly for Sasha. I noticed that during their
“races” Sasha had trouble keeping up, due, I
thought, to her advanced age. But still they’d visit
the bird bath together, still they’d rest in the
afternoon, still, she’d leave at sunset for parts
unknown. Unknown, that is, until I was weed-

415

whacking a dense area in my “north lawn” and
found her bed among the fallen bracken.
All this time, I really wasn’t concerned with
“Bambina’s” presence, I enjoyed the fact that
Sasha had a friend. However, as the summer
months waned and fall approached, I was shocked
to discover that I was going to have to change her
name because one morning I actually looked
closely at her and discovered that “she” was a two
point buck! That’s a male deer for those of you not
versed in “venison”.
It should be known that I enjoy both hunting
and venison, and since my yard was visited by so
many deer all season long besides “Bambino”, I
wondered if at some point in time, I might mistake
him for another buck worthy of my freezer so to
speak. Weeks went by, a month went by, and
“Bambino” missed a few morning outings with
Sasha. I could tell, however, that the “bed” I had
discovered was still in use.
During one visit, I did notice that his “rack”
was growing and decided that I needed to be able
to identify him so as to not break Sasha’s heart if I
mistakenly found him in my gunsight before I
recognized him. And I had to do so without
touching him.
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Above the garden with the bird feeder and the
bird bath is a poplar tree which has one limb which
shades both. My solution was taken from a child
hood “traumatic event,” one in which I learned two
valuable lessons - the value of a neighbor’s
property, and the value of a good aim. As a youth,
one Halloween, I had thrown a water balloon
through a neighbor’s window and spent the
remaining winter shoveling their sidewalk to pay
for the damage.
The idea came to me to fill a water balloon with
florescent orange acrylic paint, hang it from a
string above the bird bath, and when “Bambino”
came to drink, take out my B-B gun (yes, I actually
have one to frighten the vultures, as I really dislike
them damn things), and break the balloon over
“Bambino”. It took several days for the scene
described to occur but being a patient man, and as
luck or providence would have it, “Bambino” now
has a new set of spots clearly visible. I’m well
aware that acrylic paint, once dried, lasts on my
blue jeans even after countless washings, and my
belief holds that the orange just might confuse
other hunters in the area, enough so, that
“Bambino” might survive the hunting season. He
still comes to our bird bath, Sasha still goes out to
meet him, although they no longer sleep together
nor do they race on my plateau. And if you’re out
hunting one morning, very early I must add, and
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see a handsome buck with orange spots, do me a
favor ... don’t break my dog’s heart!

Stranger than Fiction
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Chapter 61 - Mr. Jackson’s yarn ...
or maybe?
“Did I ever tell you about my great-granduncle,
Thomas Jonathan Jackson?” Mr. Jackson asked
me one Sunday shortly after I had completed the
underpainting of one more stream scape. It was
early fall, the leaves were turning, reminding me of
many a New England autumn, if fact more so,
because with the sun shining directly through the
foliage, all around us was a golden hue, almost Walt
Disneyesque, because I felt like I was in the middle
of a fairy landscape or in a scene from the
animated movie ‘Pocahontas’ where she and
Captain John Smith are in a canoe and enter and
area under a weeping willow tree. Even the stream
held onto ripples of the golden shimmer. This
would make a spectacular
painting, I had no
doubt, once I captured the aura of the sunlight.
“No, Sir, you haven’t,” I muttered, not wanting
to lose my concentration.
“Know anything about the war of Northern
Aggression?” he asked. I had to chuckle a bit
because I had been forewarned that most folks
down here didn’t refer to the same activities
during 1861 - 1865 as I did. “A bit,” I said.
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“Well, Greatgrand-uncle Tom, was a bit of a
figure then. The way I heard it, it was on the field
of Manassas, on the twenty-first of July, a bright
Sunday afternoon. The armies of McDowell and
Beauregard had been grappling with each other
since early that morning. Hotly, the field had been
contested, and the hours passed slowly to men who
had never tasted of battle before. It was soon
evident that the advantage was with the Federal
Army and before Great-granduncle’s brigade went
into action, it seemed that the day was lost.
“Oh, I did ferget ta menshun that this heah
Great-granduncle was a general at the time. After
changing position several times, without fighting,
he learned that another general, a General Bee, I
recollect, was hard pressed and Great-granduncle
Tom moved up to assist him, marching through the
wounded and the stragglers, who were hurrying to
the rear of the action. It was then about two o’clock
in the afternoon, and Great-granduncle Tom
formed his brigade along the crest of a hill, the
men lying down behind the brow of it, in support of
two pieces of artillery placed in position to
confront the advancing foe.
“General Bee, his own brigade being crushed
and scattered rode up to Great-granduncle Tom,
and with the excitement and mortification of an
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untried yet heroic soldier, reported that the
Federals were beating him back.
“Great-granduncle Tom’s reply was something
like; ‘very well, it can’t be helped. If they come this
way, we’ll give them our bayonet!’
“General Bee, by all accounts, wheeled his
horse and galloped back to his command post. As
he did so, Great-granduncle Tom told one of his
lieutenants to ‘tell the colonel of this brigade that
the enemy are advancing, that when their heads
are seen above the hill. let the whole line rise,
move forward with a shout, and trust to the
bayonet. I am tired of this long range work!’
“General Bee just about made it back when his
horse was shot out under him, forcing him to walk
among his men, encouraging them to hold against
the hordes of Federal troops who were advancing.
And finally, and you can take this as a fact, Bee
shouts out above the clamor of the battle as says;
‘Oh men, there are Jackson and his Virginians
standing behind you like a stone wall!’ and then
falls dead upon the field of battle.
“Anyone can tell you what happened after that
immortal cry. Great-granduncle Tom’s brigade
421

turned defeat into a rout. And Great-granduncle
Tom was forever after called ...”
I finished his sentence for him whispering ...
“Stonewall Jackson”. Who would ever have
imagined being in the company of a relative of one
of the most famous Confederate Generals. Then it
hit me, Stonewall Jackson Lake State Park was
only 20 minutes away from were I sat. I’d driven
by it several times without it meaning much to me.
Sometime, I promised myself, I’d have to stop and
walk around it.

Chapter 62 - Speaking of yarns
After a couple of months conversing with Mr.
Jackson, I found myself wondering if when he
began a conversation with “Did I ever tell you ....”
it either meant that I’d best put my feet up to keep
them from being covered with “BS”, or that indeed,
I was about to learn something very valuable. The
fact that his facial expressions were the same
when he spun a yarn or when he told the truth,
made my task harder. One Sunday, for instance, I
had just finished a three hour session, was packing
up my gear, gave Sasha her afternoon treat, when
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Mr. Jackson began: “Son, I’ve seen a heap of things
in my days, sure’s you borned. I’ve seen the sun go
down in the East and the moon go down in the
West. I’ve seen it snow in June, and blossoms
growing in January. But one of the strangest this I
ever did see was a dog getting a tick out of his ear.
“The old dog was named Sparky and he was a
big blue speckled hound. He was always getting
ticks in his ears and my children were always
picking them out. One week the kids had gone to
their Grandma’s and there was nobody to git the
ticks out of Sparky’s ears except me, and I ain’t
that kind of man. Sparky kept his ticks ‘till long
about Wednesday and then he must have decided
he couldn’t keep them in there no longer.
“I was settin’ on the river bank fishin’ when I
saw Sparky breakin’ off a forked limb from a willer
bush. He gnawed and gnawed, and after he git it
off, he hilt it with his paws and pulled the leaves off
with his mouth, he gnawed off the twigs and left
just the forked stick. Now willer bends real easy
and that dog didn’t have a bit of trouble holding the
stick in his mouth and bending the prongs back
into his ear. He went down to the river so’s he
could see what he was doing, and he used that
stick just like a woman does with a pair of
tweezers. He hilt it in his mouth and used his paw
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to clamp the prongs together and dad burned, if he
didn’t pull the last one of them ticks out’n his ears.
“But that ain’t the best. No siree! One night
‘bout twenty-five years ago, I was coming home
from a neighbor’s when I saw a (rac)coon. The
moon was shining bright as day so I lay down and
watched him. He gnawed off a little limb and went
down to the crick holdin’ it in his mouth. He didn’t
get the leaves off like Sparky done, but just toted it
off like it was. When he got to the crick, he turned
back’ards and backed in. First he stuck his tail
under the water and you could see the fleas
hopping up on his back. He let his back go under
real slow and as he went under, the fleas kept
hopping until they were all set on his nose. The old
coon took his time and he let them set there and
git good and scared. Directly he hilt up that little
bush, and so help me, the fleas jumped on it just
before he dived under the water. As he went under
he chucked that bush as far as he could send it, the
fleas drowned to death, and believe it or not, that
old coon come out laughin’.
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Chapter 63 - Did I ever tell you ‘bout
the time...
“Like I said, I seen a lot of things in my time,”
he continued, “and I ain’t never been scared but
once, but that was enough to make up for all time. I
was walkin’ through the woods one night after a
‘possum hunt. I hadn’t killed no ‘possums cause,
like usual, I had done seen the human side of the
thing. I found an old ‘possum but she was a
mammy and she had ten little ones in her pocket.
She wanted to cross the crick but she couldn’t get
across with the youngin’s in her pocket and they
couldn’t swim. I saw that she looked worried but I
thought she’d figure it out, so I waited and
watched. Way atter awhile, she took them outa’ her
pocket, bent down a tree, and hanging her tail onto
the top limb, she jumped to the other bank. The tail
hilt the tree down and made a bridge from one
bank to the other bank, and in due course of time,
the little ‘possums got across. I wouldn’t think
about killin’ a ‘possum atter that and so I was
walking along the woods when I jumped a bear.
“Maybe the bear jumped me, but that’s the
only time I ever been ascared. I saw that he meant
to eat me and I didn’t have a single thing to defend
myself with. I run until I give out and then climbed
a tree to rest. I knowed the critter’d git me, so I
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pulled off my shoes and hung them on a limb so’s
he could make a quick job of it.
“I really didn’t want to die, so even as I seen
him coming up the tree, I tried to think of
something. I couldn’t think of nothin’ but of one
thing and that looked like a mighty slim hope to
me. I watched and when he opened his mouth to
growl, I dropped my big chaw of terbaccker down
his throat and while he was gaggin’ and trying to
get the terbaccker up, I drapped both my shoes in
his mouth, and choked him to death. That’s the
onliest time I’ve been plumb scared to death and
ifn’t I didn’t have that chaw of terbaccker I might
not have lived to tell the tale.”
“You don’t believe me??? Well?... “Did I ever
tell you about...”
“One time me and Buck Turner went a-fishin’
and hit was so hot tell we got to the crick we met
all the catfish a-swimmin’ up the road in the dust!”
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Chapter 64 - Did I ever tell you about
my cousin?
I swear, sometimes Mr. Jackson could tell one
of his stories and believe me, I often felt like the
most gullible person on the earth. He must have
decided early on that this flaw in my character,
that is, taking a person at his word, and that this
was going to be just a lot of fun for him. I’d sit there
mesmerized, imagining the scenery and the
characters, in exactly the same way I visualized
one of my author’s text in order to illustrate a
passage adequately. I’d be so immersed in one of
his tales, that when he ended it, I’d find myself
either laughing at myself for believing such hogwash, or actually believing what he said was “bibletrue”. Case in point “Did I ever tell you about my cousin Lem over
in Boone County. He had some powerful good luck
with ‘taters (potatoes) oncet. They was planted on
a steep hillside and when he dug under the row,
one of the big ones rolled down the hillside and a
great slew of earth followed after. The dirt
dammed up a good-sized stream and made a fifty
acre lake, bored a hole through a little mountain
where the railroad company was fixin’ to dig a
tunnel, and went down a half mile further and
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dammed up a stream where a company was
plannin’ to build a power plant.
“With the money he got for his lake, and what
the railroad paid him for the tunnel and with what
he got from the power company for savin’ them the
price of a dam, he was settin’ pretty much on top of
the world.
He didn’t always have such good luck though. I
mind the time he couldn’t buy a hen and chickens.
He got so down and out, he tried to kill hisself. He
had an old pistol but was afraid it wouldn’t work so
he went down to the store and bought a gallon o’
kerosene, a piece o’ strong rope, and some rat
poison. Then he went down to the river and got in a
boat and rowed down to where some trees hung
way out over the river.
“He tied the rope around his neck and to the
limb o’ a tree, soaked hisself in kerosene, et the rat
poison, an’ set his clothes afire, figgering on
shootin’ hisself just as he kicked the boat from
under.
“Well, he kicked the boat away and the pistol
went off and shot the rope in two, he fell in the
water and put out the fire in his clothes, and he got
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to chokin’ and stranglin’ when he went under - and
throwed up the rat poison. He figgered his luck had
changed. so he swum over to the bank and
announced hisself as candidate for the legislater.
Got elected too!”
This is probably a matter very quickly
determined as truth or a downright tall tale, easily
verified with a trip down to Boone County and a
visit to their archives. Just don’t ask me to do it.
I’ve heard strange tales about Boone County, West
Virginia, but they were mostly from “cityfied”
residents here.
Apparently, Boone County was formed in 1847
from Kanawha, Cabell, and Logan Counties,
Virginia. The county was named for Daniel Boone,
a noted hunter and explorer, who made his home
in the Great Kanawha Valley from 1788 to 1795.
Although Boone County was named for that
great American frontiersman, it was another
explorer, John Peter Salley, who had a more
significant impact on what was to become Boone
County. In 1742, while on an exploring trip, Salley
and companions discovered coal near the present
day community of Peytona.
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The discovery of coal has played a vital role
in fueling the steel mills and power plants of the
United States, and remains, to this day, the
backbone of Boone County's economy. In pioneer
days, a small log courthouse was constructed
when the county seat was known as Ballardsville.
That name source was St. Clair Ballard, a Virginia
legislator. It was through his efforts that the
county was named for Daniel Boone. Boone had
rescued Ballard's mother from the Indians and
reared her as his own child.
Sounds like it’s steeped in history.

Chapter 65 - How are things in
Houston?
November 5, 2013
Dear Mrs. Bush,
Since I haven’t heard from you or Doro in quite
a while I thought I’d drop a few lines, hoping all are
well. It’s November, several months since my last
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letter which I hope, found you in Kennebunkport. I
suspect you’re back down in Houston by now.
I spent the summer renovating the house, and
refurbishing a very run down “root cellar” into the
art studio of my dreams. Later, the house in Maine
sold and Dad’s estate finally settled so I had a few
extra funds to enjoy myself and did so. I had the
dedication for my new studio attended by some 65
locals, complete with a fiddler and banjo player, a
roasted hog, lots of smoked chicken, steaks and
other items catered by a local restaurant and had
a wonderful time. Then, I settled down and got
back to work.
One would think that retirement would offer
leisure time but not so, as you can tell from my
artistic production. The highlight, of which, was
being asked to reproduce from a very small
photograph, the “Seven Stars” painting for the Odd
Fellows 200th Anniversary. That painting is 54” x
38” due to the size of the antique frame they chose
for it. It will be installed in their main office in
Baltimore shortly.
However, the summer did not pass without an
incident which I am both sad and happy to relate.
One misty afternoon, Sasha and I were almost
home from town, when “Bertha”, my poor antique
Mercedes, slipped on some oily pavement on a
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curve, while doing only 30 mph, rolled twice and
landed upside down in a very muddy ditch.
Sadly, my car was beyond repair, and
fortunately, both Sasha and I were unhurt, thanks
to “german steel” I suppose. However, even such
an event had a bit of humor. After crawling out of
a broken window, crawling through mud and
whatever else inhabited the ditch, and with great
effort finally forcing a door open, I left Sasha with
a neighbor who had witnessed the crash and went
back into the car to get the groceries I had
purchased - the reason for the trip, left both bags,
one containing a roasted chicken, which I had
planned for dinner, placed the bags of groceries
next to them, and went back into the car one more
time to turn off the ignition and put on the
emergency flashers and of course to retrieve my
insurance card and car registration for the
authorities I knew would soon appear.
By that time, both the fire department and the
state trooper had arrived, but they were surprised
to find me because they had been called to the site
of a similar accident a mile up the road. Since I
wasn’t hurt, well, a couple of cuts and bruises, the
firemen continued to the other scene, leaving a
young trooper to make his report. While answering
his questions (all of about two minutes), I noticed
Sasha lying on the ground with 85% of the chicken
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eaten. Oh well, if after that experience she was
hungry, I figured she was OK. And later, I found out
that she was and is indeed unscathed by the
incident.
Now the really good part of this, is soon to be
another chapter in the book, which I am still
writing slowly. Two days later, I noticed that
someone had a similar Mercedes for sale, and
being rather used to driving one, I guess, I called
the number. “Lawrence”, a voice answered (caller
ID I supposed), “I thought I’d get a call from you
sooner or later. I heard about your accident. You
might want to walk down that driveway of yours,
take a left and walk three houses down, and ring
the doorbell.”
I must have a Guardian Angel because there,
in my very close neighbor’s garage, sat my next
automobile. I won’t bother you with the make and
model but “Brenda” (I name my cars after women
for some reason, always have, probably always
will) is much longer, wider, heavier, and even older
than was “Bertha” with less mileage, if you can
believe it. Of course, the transition from driving a
black car to a white one took a bit of adjustment,
but all things end well that end better, so they say.
I mentioned my book as being far from
finished. “third time’s the charm” Mom used to
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say, and due to all the artistic requests, I haven’t
had much spare time nor energy to continue since
I last wrote to you. But, winter, (if you can call it
that in West Virginia) is approaching so maybe I’ll
force myself back to it. It will be the best I’ve
written, but I’m thinking that leaving it unfinished
for so long will allow me to view it with fresh eyes
whenever I get back to it.
My friend, Barbara Hennessy, who used to sit
behind me on that bench every Sunday while I
painted, keeps me posted on all things
Kennebunkport. Sadly, she lost her husband,
Admiral Bill recently. He graduated from the Naval
Academy in ’51 and was a good friend to me. She
remarked seeing you and ’41 dining several times
in the “port” and since she goes to St. Ann’s
occasionally, mentioned that both of you are
looking well, hale and whole. Of that, I am glad. I
also wonder how George Jr.’s art career is
progressing. I have seen Jeb frequently on the
television and he seems to have lost a little weight
and looks good for his age. I think he’s younger
than I. Haven’t heard from Doro at all, but perhaps
I will again someday.
Regardless, you have my thoughts and good
wishes for your family’s continued good health and
prosperity. You are always in my thoughts, as is
Walker’s Point. I do miss the sounds of the ocean,
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but since part of the property I’m on has a large
stretch of thistles, I was able smile while listening
to my favorite gold finches sing their little hearts
out during late summer and early fall mornings as
they fed on the “down of a thistle”, in much the
same way as they did while I was painting across
from you.
I wish you well, and hope you find a few
moments to drop me a line while in Houston. And
while I’m at it, please relate “Happy Thanksgiving”
to all your family- “great-grands” included. I did
get a chance to read Laura and Jenna’s children’s
book at the local library while doing some research
for one of my authors. Please tell them that I
thoroughly enjoyed it.
All my best,
Lawrence
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Chapter 66 - A Secret revealed
As summer fled, and fall waned, the mornings
began to be a bit cool. November in the holler found
mornings as low as 40 degrees which meant for
me, that if I wanted to paint, I had to wear an old
pair of black woolen gloves of which I’d cut off the
fingers half way, covering most of my hand, leaving
only my fingertips exposed. By the time of this
writing, they weren’t completely black as after
years of holding dripping brushes, they were
speckled with a rainbow of colors.
On one such cool and damp Sunday morning,
Mr. Jackson appeared carrying a small burlap
sack. “Mite cold today,” he said nonchalantly. “Got
sumptin’ to take the edge of ‘ol Jack Frost, if you’re
amiable. Put ‘er in that coffee of yern if you want.”
Now reader, my Grandmother had introduced
me to Scotch at an early age, and experience
through my life had taught me one thing. There
aren’t a whole lot of people who have a pallet for
Scotch, it’s an acquired taste, so folks say. In the
course of my life, I’ve consumed, and you’d know
this if you read my first book, a lot of different
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types and names of alcohol. Some really tasty,
some more potent than rocket fuel and not so
tasty, some aged for thirty years, and some right
out of the pot. I’ve learned to distill my own and on
occasion have set some of this ‘up‘ for several
years.
I’ve made beer, grape wine, grappa, apple jack,
dandelion wine, tried my hand making potato
whiskey, which is known to most as vodka, and
consider myself fairly knowledgable concerning
the chemistry involved when sugar, water, and
yeast are combined and allowed to ferment. In
Cape Verde, I learned the difference when the
sugar is replaced with a stalk of sugar cane right
from the field, or by molasses, or by brown sugar,
and even straight honey from the bee. In all cases,
once the yeast reacts with those sweeties, soon
enough, you have alcohol.
I had heard countless times from locals that I
needed to try “Shine” or “Moonshine” or “Cawn
likker”, as apparently West Virginians consider
themselves as the best “Shiners” in the nation. So
when Mr. Jackson offered something to take the
edge offn‘ the cold, I was sure that I was about to
have my first taste of West Virginian “Shine.”
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“Sounds good to me,” I said. “My fingers are a
bit numb and I could use the warmth. But if you’re
offering what I think you’re offering, I’d really like
to taste it straight first and then decide about
adding it to my coffee,” I added.
“Good for you boy!” he said and then chuckled
quietly to himself as he poured out roughly a shot
glass full of clear liquid into an old tin cup he took
out at the same time as he uncorked a ceramic jug
straight out of a ‘Lil Abner cartoon. Sure, I
remember ‘Lil Abner and Daisey-Mae... don’t you?
I swirled the liquid once or twice and was
immediately aware of the image of a rusty can or
the aroma a rusted automobile has after a
rainstorm. And drained it in one fell swoop.
It went down as smooth as any of the finest
single-malt Scotches I’d ever tasted and the taste
lingered for a brief and shining moment. Down it
went, ever so slowly, until it cleared my throat.
And then I coughed. And immediately felt a
burning sensation, thinking that it wanted to come
right back up in reverse. Wow! I willed it back
down, and wiped a tear that somehow had found
it’s way out of one eye and rested on my cheek. It
took several seconds for me to catch my breath
long enough to utter, “can I try that again?”
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“Shore ‘nuf youngin’” he said, after slapping
me on the back quite forcefully, causing me to
cough yet again. “But not too much, young
Lahwrance.” With that, he poured out twice as
much as he did before. This time, I sipped it slowly.
And actually, it was kind of nice. Both my tongue
and throat by this time had become accustomed to
the taste and the burn. After several minutes of
tasting, I finished this second amount. A couple of
minutes later, something quite unexpected
happened. I was quite dr unk, inebriated,
hammered, whatever term you wish to describe
my state of euphoria. There was no way on God’s
little Green Earth that I was going to continue to
paint right away.
“Whoa!!!” I think I shouted. “What was that?”
I asked.
“Nuthin udder than some of my very best
moonshine, Lahwrance. You like it?”
“Well, ifn’ I never did tell you about the time I
was happier than a cow chawnin’ on her cud, I’m
about to do so, cousin’ it’s right cheer, right now!” I
blurted out in my very best ‘Sowthurn’.
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Mr. Jackson got quite a kick out of that and
laughed heartily. “Damn Lahwrance, I think you
got it!” he said and slapped my back for emphasis
again. “Here, have another!”
“Oooohhhh Nnnoooo! No, no, no, no, no!That
was enough for a while Mr. Jackson. And I thank
you. But right now, I’m going back to my coffee and
see if I can’t unfuzz my head. Funny though, I
hain’t cold no mo’”, I laughed.
We started discussing the various liquors I had
previously mentioned, as well as my own attempts
which obviously paled in comparison, and Mr.
Jackson revealed to me that he is a retired
moonshiner. And that how far back that
retirement extends is nobody’s business but his
own. A very long time perhaps, I don’t know, but in
my altered state, the intellectual side of me took
over, and I wanted to know everything about the
subject.
“It hain’t the makin’ of the moonshine that’s
the hard work”, he began, “it’s the cookin’ off.
That’s the hardest day’s work you ever done!”
“Heck, I like to cook”, I blurted. Were upon he
starts, “it’s more than cookin’. There you are,
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lookin’ after the f’ar, keepin cold water in the
barrel, seein’ thet the whiskey’s runnin’ smooth,
and all the time you got to keep watchin’ fer the
Law.
“Now take that time me and another feller was
cookin’ all over the holler ‘longside of the Little
Kanawha River. Durned if the prosecutin’ attorney
hisself didn’t walk right on up on us. Yep, that
shows what can happen. He was driving through
the county electioneerin’. Drove right past my
pardner’s house. Pardner’s wife seen him and
knew him ‘cause he came from the place she was
raised. So she run out of the house and peered
down the road to see that he kept on a-goin’. Then
she high-tailed it to the woods to tell us that the
Law was in the neighborhood. Well, that darn
prosecutin’ attorney happened to look up in his
mirror and seen her lookin’ after him. He mustof
‘spected sumptin’ was up. So he just parked his car
over the hill and snuck back through the woods.
When she run to warn us, he jest followed her
down. Ketched us right there with the ‘shine
pourin’ out in them quart jars pretty as a pitchur!”
“Did he arrest you?”
“Oh shore!” Mr Jackson said with a chuckle,
“Fifty dollar fine and ninety days in jail.”
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“So let me get this right,” I said. “And if cooking
off is the danger time, isn’t there some way it can
be avoided?” I asked seriously, because by now my
head had cleared a bit.
“Where you been raised boy? nah never mind,
I knows the answer to that.” He started.
Lahwrance, get out one of them pencils and a
couple sheets of paper and I’ll give you my recipe
f’r makin’ moonshine, then you won’t be askin’
such damn-fool questions like thet!”
He waited until I found both items and began,
“Reckon you ought to start with Rye whiskey.
That’s the kind they mostly make around
hereparts. Corn whiskey is jest as good but it takes
longer to make. And the Law has that much more
chance o’ catchin’ you. Now put this down, jest as I
say.
“Put one peck o’ rye in hot water- jest enuf to
cover it. Let it set three days. Then put it in a 50
gallon barrel. Put the barrel about two-thirds full o’
water. Then you take a tub and heat some water
an’ you pour fifty pounds of sugar in the tub. Stir it
up good ‘till the sugar dissolves. Then you take the
warm water with the sugar in it, and pour it into
the barrel. Then you put in nine packets of yeast,
the old fashioned kind is best but don’t stir nuthin’.
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In four days, it will ferment and finally settle down
to jest a blubber. Then you want to commence
cookin’ it off.”
Innocently, I asked, “Should I let the barrel
stand right there in the kitchen?”
“Geemunee! No!” shouted Mr. Jackson.
“Damn, boy, might as wells put up a highway sign
for all yer neighbors to see. Git thet barrel hid
someplace. Sometimes I dug a hole out in the
woods and put the barrel in it. Then I’d put boards
and leaves over the hole and a feller could walk
right over it and never know they’s anything
there. Or a good way is to chop down a tree and let
the top fall over the barrel. In summertime, with
all the leaves on, hain’t nobody a-goin’ to see thet
barrel. But that cookin’ off - he groaned at the
memory - that’s when you got to look out.
Everthing’s in plain sight!”
Now I knew that always, at some point, one
had to boil off the alcohol, capture the steam, cool
it down completely and have a method to capture
the cooled liquid. That’s simply elementary alcohol
making and I had my own system of copper coils
cascading into a washtub filled with ice to do that
whenever I made my grappa. To make it, you cook
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off the alcohol from wine, usually Zinfandel, or a
nice Cabernet. A heady Port is my favorite to use.
“Well, right off, you need a fifteen gallon
cooker. A copper wash boiler is the best,” he
started.
I interrupted him suddenly. “Sure for rye, it’s
the same for grappa, but how does this differ for
moonshine?”
“Yer right, it’s the corn mash that’s the only
difference, and I haven’t told you how to make that
yet, so jest sit there an’ listen and write.
“With that copper wash boiler full of the rye
mash, you build a small, I say, small fire ‘neath it.
A big fire will fer sure blow it up. Then you take
about thirty feet of copper pipe and coil it around a
keg. That makes the ‘urm (worm). Don’t be like a
feller that coiled his ‘urm around a tree. Damn fool
had to cut down the tree to get his ‘urm loose. You
put that ‘urm into a bigger barrel and fill the barrel
with cold water. The you have to have a leeed line
from the ‘urm to the copper wash boiler. That
ought to be copper too, but I’ve used an elder
branch with the pith dug out. (notice that I spelled
it incorrectly on purpose, as I would hate for
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anyone to think that “the lead line” meant that it
was made from the metal with the chemical
symbol Pb- giving you lead ((led)) poisoning!)
“The whiskey drips out o’ the end of the ‘urm
thet’s stickin’ out of the barrel. You put a fruit jar
under thet to catch it!” he concluded.
“And it’s ready to drink right then?” I asked.
“Well, purt’ nigh! only one more thing. You got
to fill a funnel full of wood or charcoal and let the
whiskey run through it. That takes the fusel oil out
of it. Fusel oil’ll kill you!” he said matter-of-factly,
then went back to his recipe giving tone. “A batch
like this’ll give you five gallons o’ whiskey. That’s a
sing wrun (single run). If you run the sing wrun
through the cooker again, you get 100 proof
whiskey, And if you run it through a third time,
you get 180 proof alkyhol, which is what you had
this mornin’.
“Corn whiskey’s made the same way?” I asked.
“Now corn’s a heap o’ trouble. You have to let
the corn lay som’ers until it sprouts a quarter of an
inch long or a little better. Then you take it out
and dry it in the sunshine or a warm room and
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when it’s dry, you have to grind it into a meal,
sprouts and all. Then you go ahead like rye, only it
takes eight days before it’s mash.”
“What about aging? Does the corn get better
with age?”, I said, while thinking about a 35 year
old Scotch I’d had the privilege to consume once.
“Shore, said Mr. Jackson, “but I do that, er,
well, I did that right while I was cookin’ it off. It’s
got more shake to it then. Jest git you some whiteoak chips and put ‘em in the cookstove until
they’re all charred. Then you put a handful o’
these chips in a barrel of new whiskey and you can
age it purty as you please. Colors it right off, jest
like bourbon whiskey and I figure it’ll taste four
years old in a day and a half. It’ll taste eight years
old in three days”, he sighed.
“So what is bourbon?” I asked innocently.
“Lahwrance, the only difference between corn
and bourbon is that bourbon is the parlor name for
corn. A while back, so’s I was told, some feller in
Caintuckey once made some good corn and buried
it in barrels under his barn. Lightning destroyed
his barn. Many years later, he decided to rebuild
his barn and while clearin’ out the old one, he
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discovered the lost barrels. The fire from that
lightning, by some strange twist of fate had
charred the barrels but hadn’t damaged them. This
feller tasted the amber liquid and whooped. The
neighbors tasted it an’ they all set to whoopin’.
They named this fine whiskey ‘Bourbon’ after the
county in which they lived. That’s about it. Take
my shine, put it in a charred oak barrel, leave it
there a while, and that’s bourbon. Taste’s damn
near the same, jest looks different,” he ended.
Mr. Jackson sat there a few moments wrapped
in nostalgic memories. Suddenly, he chuckled and
his hazel eyes sparkled. “Funny thing about the
Law. They git all excited about moonshinein’ when
a feller could make whiskey right under their
noses. Lahwrance, write this heah down too. Jest
take a pumpkin, yep one of these big ol’ cow
pumpkins that you see growing big and yellar in
ever cornfield. Cut out the top, like them kiddies do
at Hallerreenie, make sure’s it’s got a slanted edge
on both sides - so’s it stays on. Clean out the
pumpkin good. Then you fill it full of sugar. Pack it
in good. Then you put the top back on and fit it on
tight. Seal the crack between the lid and the
pumpkin with sealin’ wax so no air will get in.
Then you set the pumpkin under yer bed for four
days. When you open it up, you got a quart of
honest-to-gosh whiskey jest as white and clear as if
it had been run. They’s jest enuf moisture in the
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pumpkin to make it work. Ha, think about ol’ Mr.
Law a-running in the woods, a-lookin’ everwhere, a
wearin’ theyselves out- when a feller could be
makin’ whiskey right under his own bed!”

Don’t tell nobody, but Sears makes a fine copper “Still”
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Chapter 67 - “Grits” and “Chitlins”

My “Sowthern edukashun” was not limited to
learning how to pickle my liver, so to speak. Being
a “single male,” one who had all his teeth, a
somewhat strong body, and a reasonably secure
income, I found myself being introduced to scores
of eligible females of all sorts of sizes, conditions,
and lifestyles. E-Harmony or any of the on-line
dating sites cannot compare with the West
Virginian system of quickly notifying every single
non-partnered woman within a 100 mile radius of
the availability of a “single” man with the
aforementioned attributes. I found myself being
invited to dinner, a dance, for a cup of coffee, to
take a stroll, stop by for a chat, so much so, that
had I accepted every invitation, I’d have seen a
great deal of the West Virginia countryside, and
would not have the time to paint, illustrate, or
even add to this book. I did, however, accept
several invitations later in my first year here.
Now, yawl remember that my first book only
had one chapter about sex. This one is no
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exception. Yes, there was some, and no it hain’t
none of yourn’ busyness. But, Sowthern gurls
down heah all have one thing in common, or so my
experience has shown me to the day of
this
writing.
“Grits!” Every single one of them decided that
because I was from the “Nawth”, I needed to taste
their particular version of grits. I have yet to refine
my pallet to enjoy what I learned recently is whole
gains of white corn treated, to my astonishment,
with lye and boiled, then dried and ground fine.
They are used in place of potatoes, and are never,
never served as a cereal, even at breakfast. If done
right, it has the consistency of “mush”. I horrified
one “cook” by comparing them to “Cream of
Wheat”. That one comment got me crossed off her
list of eligible bachelors.
I’ve been served them with scrambled eggs, or
with a poached egg on top of a pile of them. I’ve
been served trout with a side of grits with a slab of
butter on top, been served grits with hunks of fat
salt pork, those chunks of pork I was accustomed
to finding in baked beans up north, but the very
worst I ever was forced to digest “when in Rome...”
was grits with chopped raw onion and sardines. On
the ride home, I crossed her off my list of eligible
bachelorettes.
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I have a feeling that like Scotch, “grits” are an
acquired taste, one of which I sincerely doubt I’ll
acquire.
There are still more curious foods some of
these very nice women tried to introduce to my
stomach. Somehow, that old expression “the way
to a man’s heart is through his stomach” was not
lost on these West Virginian women. I was plied
with ‘possum, grandma’s recipe for squirrel, tripe,
which almost was as bad as sea urchin, but the one
that took the cake, so to speak, was my first
introduction to “chitlins”. Had I looked in my
Webster’s dictionary before accepting this
particular dinner invitation, I would definitely
have declined graciously. What I read later:
“chittlerling, or “chitlins’” is the frill-like small
intestine of the hog. Apparently, it is only available
at hog-killing time in early winter, when it is
cleaned, soaked several days in water, parboiled,
then fried like an oyster.
Traditionally, it is served with sour pickles,
corn bread, coffee and taters and is reputed to be
food fit for a king.
While speaking with Mr. Jackson, I brought up
the subject. “Hell, Lahwrance” he said, “ Even
stuffed chitlin’ is good if the pepper is red hot.
They are delicious either hot or cold, wrapped
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around a stick and eaten spaghetti style. Don’t
even need a drink to fully enjoy the meal. The
larger the chittlin’ the better, and the more you eat
the more you want. If you put one in you pie hole
that’s tough or slick, swallow it whole. If you chew
a bit and your teeth tell you they’s somethin’ else
in there, swallow that too. The great pleasure is
gettin’ those things down, big, small, rubbery, or
gooey!”
Now, being used to clams, oysters, mussels,
sushi, shasimi, bunches of meals cooked by a wife,
numerous girlfriends, mothers, grandmothers,
aunts, sisters (dubious at best because my older
sister could quite honestly burn water...) all my life
at this point, I had no doubt whatsoever that I
could stomach “chittlins’”. Really, is there any
great difference, in principle, between eating the
intestine of a barnyard animal and eating the
pancreas of a barnyard animal which has been
historically disguised by the name of
“Sweatbread?”
Well, dear reader, “chittlin’s” taste nothing like
oysters, at least to me. Closer to sea urchin in my
opinion which tastes like raw caterpillar. Crossed
her off my eligible bachelorette list real quick,
believe me.
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Chapter 68 - Visiting Boone County
I had the urge one day, to verify some of the
“yarns” told to me by Mr. Jackson, and decided to
take the drive to Boone County, stop off at the
courthouse, and research the infamous Lem.
“Shore ‘nuff”, the County Clerk admitted. “Most of
that there tale is true, ‘ceptin’ of course, that bit
about the potato. A couple days hard rain and a
landslide done the work for him. Lucky cuss, fer
shore.”
While there, I asked folks thereabouts around
for information concerning that hugely famous
woodsman, although to this day, I remember Ed
Ames (who had a voice to rival Jim Nabors) as his
faithful Indian companion, while Boone was Fes
Parker, long after, (or was it before?), he portrayed
Davy Crocket. I do remember it being “in color” an
innovation which pales in comparison to our first
black and white television. But I digress.
While grabbing lunch at a very small family
diner, and once again sampling grits, one of the
patrons related this rather (quote) skeptical bit of
information (unquote).
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“Dan’l Boone was once resting in the woods
with a small number of his friends, when a large
party of Indians came suddenly upon them.
Boone’s party were eating and the savages, with
the ready tact for which they were famous, sat
down and also commenced eating. It was obvious
they wanted to lull the suspicions of the white
men, and seize a favorable opportunity for rushing
upon them.
“Boone affected a careless inattention, but in
an undertone, quietly advised his men to keep
their hands on their rifles. Ol’ Dan’l gets up and
struts, unarmed, towards the fire and starts to
pick off some meat from a bone. The Indian leader,
stood up and met him at the fire.
“Boone saluted him, then asked to see the
knife the leader had used while cutting his own
meat. The leader handed it to ol’ Dan’l without
nary a pause. Now Dan’l as everyone knows
possessed considerable talent at sleight of hand, so
he takes the knife, opens his mouth and pretends
to swallow it whole, while at the same time,
slipping it into the sleeve of his shirt.
“The Indians were astonished. Boone gulped,
rubbed his throat, stroked his body and bellowed,
‘Damn Good!”

456

“That’s only the first part. So after a while,
Boone goes into contortions, and after secretly
moving the knife from his sleeve and placing it as
close to his ‘rear end’ as possible, he pulls it out
and hands it back to the leader of the group of
Indians. The leader took that knife point very
gingerly between his thumb and finger, as if afraid
of his being contaminated by touching the weapon,
and immediately threw it into the bushes.
“Ol’ Dan’l saunters back to his group, and the
Indians, who had hurriedly finished their food,
marched off quickly, wanting to get as far away
from a man who could swallow a scalping knife and
then crap it out whole.”
I left Boone County wondering whether or not
Mr. Jackson could have told the “yarn” any better,
or if in fact, every word was true. Sort of like this
here book.

Chapter 69 - Another loss
So here I am in West (By God) Virginia, God
only knows how many more “Sowthurn Yarns” I
will be privy to, but ‘sumptin tells me, they’ll be
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interesting fe’r shore. What else could a creative
mind ask fe’r?
The years have fled by, and once again, I
relocated. That piece of heaven in the holler got to
be a bit much to maintain so Sasha and I went a bit
further west and found a new life in Jackson
County, which I do believe wasn’t named for
“Stonewall”.
T wo years passed then suddenly and
unexpectedly, after numerous trips to the Vet, Xrays, blood and urine tests, medications up the
wazoo, all without solving the several urgent
concerns, including pancreatitis and congestive
heart failure, which I’ve come to understand
means that she was in extreme pain, combined
with severe incontinence and a continuous cough...
all of which came on suddenly and at once... my
beloved Sasha took her trip to the Rainbow Bridge.
That afternoon, after the local vet actually came to
my house and put her to sleep quickly and
painlessly as Sasha laid on her own bed, I dug her
grave, placed her gently back on her bed, put her
dog toys next to her, covered her with a blanket,
and tearfully filled it in while planting a forsythia
and a couple thistles above her, figuring that when
mature, she’d be able to listen to the songs of
future goldfinches as they consumed the down of
those thistles.
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After carving her name of a piece of soapstone,
placing it at her head, I went back into my empty
house leaving me to reflect upon my life with her,
what the future would hold as a “dogless man”,
which by the way, would also include the
opportunity for travel unencumbered with
concerns for dog friendly accommodations. With a
dram or two of scotch in my hand, I sat down on
the couch with a pencil and paper and began a list
of my accomplishments during the last two
decades of creating art for others.

Chapter 70 - A list I complied of
copyrighted Illustrations from June
2007 to March 2016
I continue to Illustrate the weekly cartoons
for The Credit Union Times Print media and on-line
publications as well as the Credit Union Content
on-line publication. At this writing, I have
completed 220 single panel cartoons and 58
illustrations used as additions to articles for CU
Content on-line magazine. You can see them on my
web site. However, most recently, I:
• Illustrated interior and covers for “Charlie in
Fraction City” by Lynda Brennan ©2016
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• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for the “Solaris Seethes
Coloring Book” by Janet McNulty © 2016
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for the “Solaris Seeks Coloring
Book” by Janet McNulty © 2016
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for the “Solaris Strays Coloring
Book” by Janet McNulty © 2016
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for the “Solaris Soars Coloring
Book” by Janet McNulty © 2016
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “What’s An Adventure Without
Milk and Cookies?” by Rick Bivins
© 2015
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Real Grands From A to Z”
by Brenda Dreson Carroll© 2016
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Teddy Turtle” © 2015
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “A Flag For Haiti” by
Joanne Gregg © 2015
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “What Will I Tell Joe?” by
Connie Strober © 2015
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Cory’s Fan” by Eileen Glick ©
2015
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• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Jenny’s Picture” by Eileen
Glick © 2015
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for ”I’m Not Talking” by Eileen Glick
© 2015
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Wogglebug’s Second Time
Around” by Cynthia Hanson © 2015
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Double,
Double, Nothing But Trouble” by Janet
McNulty© 2015
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Mittens For Polly” by
Marguerite De Ianni © 2015
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for Jill S.
Flateland’s “Sweet Revenge” ©2014
• Co-authored, Designed and Illustrated covers
and interior illustrations for “Uncle Jimmy”
©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers for
“Desperation” by Janet McNulty ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for Jill S.
Flateland’s “Until We Meet Again” ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Mr. Chili’s Christmas” by
Janet McNulty ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Share” by Neil Ullman
©2014
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• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Gregory” by Brenda Dixon
©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “How The Truth Can Heal”
by Cynthia Hanson ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Hidden Truth” by
Cynthia Hanson ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Wishing Santa” by
Carol Ann Albright-Eastman ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “The
Curse of the Sun Kings” by Mark Newell
©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Roses
Are Red, He’s Dead” by Janet McNulty
©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Solaris
Strays” by Janet McNulty ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Solaris
Seethes” by Janet McNulty ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Solaris
Seeks” by Janet McNulty ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Solaris
Soars” by Janet McNulty ©2014
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Spider and the Fly” by
Giovanni M. Henriques VII ©2013
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• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “A Taste Of The Holidays” for
the Navy Federal Credit Union ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “I Need Love Too” by Janell
Lee ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “My Feelings on Having A
Sibling With A Disability” by Janell Lee
©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Tori With Down’s
Syndrome” by Janell Lee ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Josh With Cerebral Palsy”
by Janell Lee ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Mike With Autistic
Spectrum Disorder” by Janell Lee ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “I Can Help” by Adrienne L.
Graf ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Luki Finds A Home” by
Brenda Dixon ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “A Tale of A Lonely Teddy
Bear” by Christi L. Jeffcoat ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Legends
Lost - Galdin” by Nova Rose ©2013
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• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Trick or
Treat or Murder” by Janet McNulty ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Two
Ghosts Haunt a Grove” by Janet McNulty
©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Where
Trouble Roams” by Janet McNulty ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Singing Trees” by
Giovanni M. Henriques VII ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Volcano and the Sea”
by Giovanni M. Henriques VII ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Joy’s Journey” by Sandra
Mazer ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Hiccuppy Puppy” by
Cheryl Lamoreaux ©2013
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Jarhead” by Joel Dowshen
©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Adventures in the Mystery
Cave” by D. Ogden Smyth ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Hungry Washing
Machine” by Janet McNulty ©2012
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• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Mr. Chili’s Halloween” by
Janet McNulty ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Mr. Chili’s Chili” by Janet
McNulty ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Mr. Chili Goes To School” by
Janet McNulty ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Legends
Lost - Tesnyar” by Janet McNulty ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “The You
Power” by Gregory Gray ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers for “Forever
And A Day” by Dr. Anna P. Rich ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “The Corgi In The Cowboy
Hat” by Sandy Henry ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “What’s Your Angle?” by
Helen Grinnell King ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Tony and The Endless
Woods” by Jim and Ellen Dovey ©2012
• Designed the templates for two medallions
for Hollister Silver ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “God’s Hands” by Cindy
Story ©2012
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• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Momma, Just Shake It” by
Rachel Eagly ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Love After A Stroke” by
Megan Nosol ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for
“Queen’s Rogue” by S.A. Regalbuto ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for
Janet McNulty’s “Frogs, Snails and A Lot of
Wails” ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for
Janet McNulty’s “Sugar and Spice and Not
So Nice” ©2012
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for
Janet McNulty’s “Illogical Nonsense” ©2011
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for
Legends Lost-Amborese" by Nova Rose
©2011
• Designed and Illustrated "Kick Smokin'" by
Paul Rallion ©2011
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for Cat
Crozier's “Dancing With the Devil” ©2011
• Designed and Illustrated the covers and
interior cartoons for Frank Palacio’s
“Facebook Education” ©2011
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for Pete
Smith’s “From Pain To Painless” ©2011
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• Designed and Illustrated the covers for Jill S.
Flateland’s “Secrets Lost Among Forget Me
Nots” ©2011
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for Anthony Fasano’s
“Engineer Your Own Success” ©2011
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for Melissa Hoffman’s “Lullaby”
©2011
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Picking Your Nose In Class”
by Glenn R. West ©2011
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “It’s A Dog’s Life” by D.
Ogden Smyth ©2010
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for Jill S.
Flateland’s “Secrets And Chandeliers”
©2010
• Designed and Illustrated the covers for
Janet Riddick’s “Without A Will There’s No
Way” ©2010
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “TALARA NINJA-HI” by
Dori Hample ©2010
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Butterflies and Beyond” by
Marilyn F. Struthers ©2010
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Lori Makes A Difference”
by David Emm ©2010
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• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Willoughby the Singing
Whale” by Danek Kaus ©2009
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “It Feels So Good To Give” by
Michael Tostillo ©2009
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Max’s Big Adventure” by
Michelle deNay ©2009
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for Janet Heather Wells’s “Flash
Talks” ©2008
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for Kevin Penton’s “Brimstone
Head” ©2008
• Designed a silver medallion commemorating
Ben Franklin’s 300th birthday for Lee White
©2008
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for Jackie Brown’s “Nakotah on
The Trail of Tears” ©2008
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for S. Claus’s “The Lost Button”
©2008
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Middle Schoolin’” by
Palacio and Rallion ©2008
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “You Look Sort of Strange,
Vol. 1” by Marie Lestelle Evrard ©2007
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• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “You Look Sort of Strange,
Vol. 2” by Marie Lestelle Evrard ©2007
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “You Look Sort of Strange,
Vol. 3” by Marie Lestelle Evrard ©2007
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Barney the Backpack’s
Coloring Book” by Marie Lestelle Evrard
©2007
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “Danielle” by Marie Lestelle
Evrard ©2007
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for Sally Edwards “You Know
Your Kids Are Driving You Crazy, When…”
©2007
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for Sally Edwards “You Know
You’re A Sexy Senior When…” ©2007
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for Sally Edwards “You Know
You’re Menopausal When…” ©2007
• Designed and Illustrated covers and interior
illustrations for “My First Signing Coloring
Book” by Art-Z-Hands ©2007
And of course, this list of my personal
accomplishments does not include each and every
painting at Walker’s Point nor have I included the
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scores of private commissions for many private
individuals who for the sake of their privacy, will
remain a matter between myself and their heirs,
nor does it include the time I spent teaching
physically and emotionally challenged adults to
become book illustrators while in Maine at Waban.
It also does not include the two identical portraits I
painted of Major Megan McClung which hang at
the Women in Military Memorial and at Admiral
Farragut Academy respectively, nor does it
mention that crazy night I spent at the Charles M.
Shultz Museum in Santa Rosa, California
cartooning 55 guests at a conference hosted by
GAINSCO in 2008.
Also note that this list only includes the art I
have created since 2007, and I have, due to age, a
hard time remembering all the art I have painted,
drawn, or published since that very first dog
portrait sketched so very long ago. However, I will
leave you, the reader, with this simple thought:
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THE END
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