
F I N E  L I N E S  S U M M E R  2 0 2 0

i



F I N E  L I N E S :  S umm e r  2020 

Volume 29 Issue 2

Copyright © 2020, Fine Lines, Inc. 

9905 Rockbrook Road 

Omaha, NE 68124 

www.finelines.org

ISBN: 979-8-6506-2306-9

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or 

transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, 

including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and 

retrieval system, without permission in writing from Fine Lines, Inc.

Fine Lines, Inc. is a 501 (c) 3 non-profit corporation. 

EID: 47-0832351 

All donations are tax-deductible.

Cover photograph: Butterfly at Blair Farm, by Trish Eklund

Fine Lines logo designed by Kristy Stark Knapp, Knapp Studios 

Book and cover design by Michael Campbell, MC Writing Services

http://www.finelines.org
http://www.knapp-studios.com
http://mcwriting.com


i i i

~  S u m m e r  2 0 2 0  ~
V o l u m e  2 9  I s s u e  2

a

E d i t e d  b y

Dav i d  Mar t i n



Managing Editor
David Martin

Board of Directors
Steve Gehring 
Chairman of the Board, attorney

David Martin 
President 
English teacher

James Salhany 
Retired research biochemist

Adviser
Yolanda Martin

Webmasters
Kristi Bolling 
Mike McCombs

Layout & Design
Michael Campbell, 
MC Writing Services

Editors
Zoe Baumel
Joseph Benson
Sheila Boerner
Janet Bonet
Jayme Bussing
Kristi FitzGerald
Marcia Forecki
Nancy Genevieve
Ally Halley
Kathie Haskins
Wendy Lundeen
Vince McAndrew
Anne Obradovich
Cathy Porter



F I N E  L I N E S  S U M M E R  2 0 2 0

v

C O N T E N T S

About Fine Lines  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . xv

DEDICATION  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  xvii i

Ed i to r ’s  L e tter
Kristi FitzGerald  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 1

How  Is l am  Shap ed  My  L i f e
Jaafar Al-Lawati  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 2

B oy s  at  Pl ay
photograph by Barb Motes .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 6

Th e  E x ha l e  o f  Daw n
Tessa A . Adams   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 7

Now  I  L ay  Me  Dow n  to  Sl ee p
Duane Anderson  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 8

Pl a st i c  Breat h
Alfredo Salvatore Arcilesi  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 9

Ba s eba l l
Ashlee Barton   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 16

A  Pr i n ce s s  i n  E x i l e
Zoe Baumel  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  17

We l co m e  Ho m e
Joseph S . Benson  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 19

Pl ace  i n  t h e  Co s m o s
photograph by Cindy Goeller   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 20

R ec u r r i ng  Nig ht mare  to  L i v i ng  a  D ream : 
A  Po st-A p o c a l y p t i c  Ta l e  o f  Mo t h er h o o d

Leo Adam Biga  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  21

Ho p e
Sheila Boerner  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 24



F I N E  L I N E S  S U M M E R  2 0 2 0

i x

Co r y ’s  Sto r y :  Dow n  t h e  R oad  t h ro u g h  
Su n  an d  Sto r m

Mick Knudsen   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 134

E a ster  2 0 2 0
Judy Leal  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 139

A  “ Fro m  t h e  Pu l p i t ”  Vi e w
Rev . Dr . Cynthia R Lindenmeyer   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 141

D rea m
Wei Liu  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 142

Even i ng  So ng
Deshae E . Lott  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 143

Wo e  Is  “ No t ”  Me
Preston Love, Jr .   .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 145

Mail  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 147

Fi n e  L i n e s  Is  G o o d  f o r  Ever yo n e
Mark Magno  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 153

L ad y  o f  t h e  Yard
photograph by Barb Motes .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 154

Bu b ba  an d  Bu d d ha ,  a  Wr i t i ng  Pro ce s s
David Martin  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 155

We st  R i ver
Jerome MCAllister  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 166

A  R e f l ec t i o n  w h i l e  Hea l i ng :  Mov i ng  
b e yo n d  De f au l t

Vince MCAndrew  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 179

O l d  Fo rd  Tr u c k  n ear  So u t h  Da ko t a  B o rd e r
photograph by Trish Eklund  .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   . 180

Fr i e n d s h i p
Drew MCMahon  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 181



F I N E  L I N E S  S U M M E R  2 0 2 0

1 4 3

 

Evening Song
D E S H A E  E  .  L OT T

My presentation at the international meeting
and your food poisoning
from a nearby restaurant’s fish
recently behind us,
we moved outdoors and
beheld artwork displayed in Union Square .

You preferred the realistic landscapes
while the one
with everything once-deemed-wrong
about now-famous
nineteenth-century European paintings
captured my gaze:

Bunned hair, featureless face,
her head tilts over the mandolin
that she gently and securely enfolds
like the Madonna cradling her Son,
nurturing the Messenger,
safeguarding His message .

The table
with its bowl of fruit
and mug of matcha
slides away from its place
between the seated musician and
the cat atop the chair opposite hers .

All else seemingly misaligned
and off-balance,
her “Evening Song” for
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the red and yellow
black and white,
a song guiding the onlooker
through the black and blue
to its light,
continues steadily .

This painting that travelled back South with us
has hung for more than two decades
below the banjo that your grandfather
over a century ago
played in New Mexico, Texas, and Mexico
earning the pennies and pesos
that funded his engineering degree .

When I pause like the perched cat,
attentively listening,
an ever-beckoning song
fortifies me to face anew
a pervasive and encompassing
disarray,
and comfort permeates me
once more .
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