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LIVE TO IMAGINE

A Foreword by David L. Repsher, editor
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Heavy wind swept across the clearing, howling through the surrounding maples and pounding the tiny cabin with sheets of rain as the worn and bent farmer trudged across the newly sown lawn, making for the warmth of the candle-lit windows.
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Did you get a mental picture as you read the above sentence? Did you see the cabin? Did you see the rain blowing across the clearing and beating on the tiny structure?

If you answered yes, consider yourself extremely lucky. You have retained your imagination. You can see beyond the obvious. You have enough mind control to let your mind be uncontrolled. You can leave the everyday world and visit other worlds whenever you want to.

If you answered no, if you saw only words on a page, go ahead and make your reservation at the Home for the Imaginationally Challenged. You are a prisoner in your own brain. Your mind is doomed to stay locked inside. You are dead from the neck up. You need help!

We are all born with an imagination. It starts with the first intrusion of light into our newborn eyes and then begins to grow and mature as we grow and mature.

At least, it’s supposed to.

Let’s do a little unscientific (very unscientific) study of the imagination and how a normal one develops (or should develop).

––––––––
[image: ]


Imagination/Age Development Study 2005
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Age: birth to one year

The imagination is small, very small. In fact, it’s barely there. That’s okay, though, because it doesn’t take much to suck in food and fill a diaper. Since everything is done for you, your brain can chill out and spoon feed the imagination from the ambience of the strange new world called Life.
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Age: one to five years

The imagination is awake now and starting to kick in, noticing everything and coming up with ideas. It has also developed a voice, with which it communicates directly with its host. Things like:

“Oatmeal is nature’s paint, kid, and just look how plain the dining room walls are!”

“I bet worms taste like chicken.”

“Dogs really enjoy mud baths.”

“Aw, just pretend you still have a diaper on and LET IT FLY!”

“Sucker, shmucker, RUN!”
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Age: six to ten years

It’s still talking, but coming up with bigger and better ideas, complete with a sick sense of humor:

“Things live in the closet. It’s so slopping over with things that some of them had to move out to live under the bed.”

“The things in the attic are wimps compared to the things in the basement!”

“Was that a thing looking in the window just now?”

But it’s not all scary. The imagination is now the strongest it will ever be. Familiar objects start to take on new forms. A simple cardboard box becomes a police car, a space rocket, a time machine, a test capsule for cat-down-the-stairs experiments...

Backyards turn into steaming jungles full of wild beasts just waiting to be tamed and carted off to a zoo somewhere.

And, the entire world is crawling with bad guys to conquer:

“Uh, oh! Fifty ninjas in sight, and that’s just the ones on the roof!”

“Hungry dinosaurs attacking over the back fence, get ready to fight!”

“Man, good thing this gun never runs out of bullets, or we’d all have to learn to speak Martian.”
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Age: eleven to fifteen years

The imagination is getting some major competition now, from electronics. Video games and computer games bombard the brain so fast and hard, there’s no time to check in on the imagination. Why make up your own fantasies when some programmer has already thought them up for you?

But, through all the bleeps, blips, crashes, and explosions, the voice of the imagination still manages to come through.

“Dinner? Dinner can wait until the high score is shattered.”

“Can’t even think about bedtime before the next level is achieved.”

“Time has lost all meaning. Clocks don’t even tick-tock anymore.”

The imagination at this point even has the power to override bodily function signals.
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WARNING  WARNING  WARNING

BLADDER FLUID LEVELS REACHING CRITICAL MASS

SPHINCTER MUSCLES LOOSENING

WET PANTS IMMINENT
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“No problem, the bladder can expand to fifty times its normal size. Keep playing!”

Toward the end of this age period, the imagination gets a bit cruel and directs the attention downward to the body. The body that’s changing.

“Where’d that hair come from? Good grief, next thing you know, you’ll be howling at the full moon.”

“Hey! Things are suddenly growing down there. Call 911!”
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Age: sixteen to twenty years

The electronic noise is replaced by the sound of hormones ricocheting around inside the brain pan. Something called puberty makes an appearance and the imagination gets renewed attention. Its voice is much louder and a bit more inventive.

“Hey, look at that! Isn’t that the person who gave you the creeping cooties just last week? Not bad now, eh?”

“Hmm...those kissing scenes in the movies used to turn your stomach, but it might not be so bad now. Maybe you should try it...”

Also, at this time, the imagination decides body quality is one of the most important things.

“Holy cow! Is that a zit or did someone build a mountain on your face last night?”

“Better smear that deodorant on all the way from armpit to hip. Remember the sweat stains that appeared at the party last week?”

“Your feet are too big.”

“Your hands are too big.”

“Your nose is too big.”

“Your IQ is too small.”
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Age: twenty-one to forty

The body no longer needs so much attention. Other things take over and steer the imagination toward such concerns as:

“Shouldn’t you have been married by now? Everybody else is.”

“Settle down, buy a house, have kids, get a mortgage, get an ulcer.”

“You call that a salary? Homeless people are making more than you are!”

“Say, isn’t that cute young thing over there flirting with you?”
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Age: forty-one to...sixty

The imagination is getting older now and becoming a friend once again.

“Sure, you can get out and play with the kids for hours! Yeah, you can keep up. You’re just as quick as they are and they’ll benefit from your wisdom.”

“Aw, who needs extra sleep? You can live on only three hours sleep a night. Refill that popcorn bowl and find yourself another movie.”

“Walk a little slower and let that cute young thing over there get a good, lingering shot of your butt.”

“Go ahead, flaunt your maturity. It’s what everybody hopes to achieve one day.”
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Age: sixty-one to...the end

Rather than spend time thinking up new ideas and things to try, the imagination turns on you once again and fires off little self-degrading quips about the body’s abilities.

“Start wheezing louder and maybe somebody will come and carry you up these steps.”

“Uh-oh! Let’s hope that popping noise right then wasn’t a hip.”

“Oh, is that another wrinkle? Hmm...Didn’t think a person could wrinkle there!”

“Liver spots? But, you hate liver.”

“Either your gray hair is turning white, or somebody’s gluing cotton balls to your head while you sleep.”

“Okay, you’ve finally made it to the living room, and there’s your favorite chair, but you need the bathroom again. Right now!”
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End of Report
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So, as you can see, your imagination dictates how you live your life and how you see the world. And it’s always been there to see you through the tough times, trials, and tribulations.

Don’t believe me? Well, how many times did you make it through some boring school class by letting your imagination take you away? How many times did you reduce your parents’ scolding voices to the level of crickets on a hot summer night while your mind was in the next galaxy? How many times have you answered your significant other’s personal questions—not with what you really felt—but with what you thought they wanted to hear?

Yes, your imagination can be your best friend. But, unfortunately, society sometimes frowns on those who use their imaginations frequently. An imaginative person is unkindly described as “daydreamer,” “aloof,” “withdrawn,” “shy,” “backward,” “weird.”

On the other hand, those of us in the know might call such a person “inventor,” “scholar,” “scientist,” “author.”

So, use your imagination every day. Let it soar to new heights. Let it seek out new adventures and new ideas

Live to experience all you can experience. Live to see the world through open eyes and an open mind. Live to realize there are no boundaries to your imagination.

Live...to imagine

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

POETRY

FIRST PLACE


HE

©2001 by Jean B. Speights
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Maybe today

when the phone rings

it will be him

and the music

of his words

will wrap around me

the same way

his arms

used to

so many

months

ago





Maybe tonight

when I close my eyes

to dream

I will see him

and we will dance

so closely

that the rhythm

of my pulse

will join with his

and flow

like a river

to the ocean





Maybe tomorrow

as I struggle

through the day

I will skim

the surface

of the stream

my tears have cried

without drowning

in the salty bitterness

of the wake

he has

left behind





Maybe one day

soon

he will call

with the news

that he

is coming home

and I will leap

into his arms

as he swings me

around and around

under the smiling

September sun





Maybe then

after my lips

have found his

we will kiss

and I will twist

my tongue so far

into his heart

that I can taste

his love

and smell

his sweet soul

and I’ll dive so deep

into everything

that is him

that I needn’t

come up

for air

because

he

is my

breath
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STAND

©2001 by Jean B. Speights
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The steel blade of

Resentment,

Its handle too hot

To hold

Carves its way into

My being

And melts its signature

On the back of 

My heart





A frothy cup of

Uncertainty

Brought to my lips,

Its bitterness

Unaffected

By the heaping teaspoons

Of sugar

I add

And add



The promise of 

Hope

Whispered anonymously

In my ear

And felt when the sun

Cradles my face

In the warmth of

Its hands;



And it smiles

Knowingly

For it sees that

Wisdom

Takes so long

To attach its roots

To the side

Of a soul

And grow like ivy

On a Harvard

Brick wall



While Peace lies

Waiting

On its hands and knees

In a corner

Of a forest

Of fear

And, Peace crouches

In the corner

Paralyzed

Trembling

Terrified to stand


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

MILES

©2001 by Jean B. Speights
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He pedals along

the edge

of an Interstate

Oblivious

Pearls of sweat

leap

from his face

leaving freckles of rust

between the battered spokes





His mismatched socks

pulled up high

above his calves

The material molded

to his muscles

shaped by his travels

every day

determined

to reach his destination

of a location unknown





Scanty branches

stretched out

their thin shadows

of shade

offering little

sanctuary

as Heat’s cruel hands

reach up

through the pavement

and iron

another wrinkle

in the fabric

of his face





In my Mercedes-Benz

the climate

comfortable

Watching

stationary

Six lanes of

five o’clock Friday

gridlock

Powerless

loosening my tie

Cell phone

Static

losing sight of

the man

on the bicycle





It is then 

that I realize

with a

cocked head

and a curious

Smile

that this rusty

old man

with his world

strapped to his back

and no shoes

upon his feet

is Miles ahead

Of us all
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About the Author:

Jean grew up in Ithaca, New York, but currently resides in Poqouson, Virginia, on the Chesapeake Bay, with her Special Forces husband, who travels extensively, and their 10-year-old twin girls, who are both creative, artistic, and straight-A students. She has always loved to "fool around and write" in her spare time, as a child and as an adult. Her high school and college English teachers encouraged her to pursue writing. She wound up going to court reporting school and became a Merit writer recording, transcribing and editing legal transcripts. Although she has a passion for technical writing, it's not quite as liberating as writing from the heart. Jean's favorite pastimes include decorating, canoeing, tinkering around on the piano, and just reveling in a few moments of peace and quiet, all the while keeping the company of Mozart or Bach, or, perhaps, Bon Jovi, should the moment feel right.
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FIRST PLACE


NAMES

©2000 by Francis W. Porretto
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Census has always been an irritant. There are many—I am one—who feel it to be intrusive, however necessary it might be. And the costs, both to the government and to the individuals it enumerates, should not be discounted.

I have the trust of certain highly placed persons. Because of my reputation for thoroughness and integrity, at the outset of the last two censuses, the tetrarch has assigned me the supervision of a district. I took advantage of this to tell him of the grumblings the census causes. On the first occasion he assured me that the complaints I heard were the braying of asses, nothing more. Census had never caused a revolt and would cause none. This last time he was slower to respond.

On my way back to Jerusalem with my tallies, I decided to take lodging at a country inn rather than travel through the night. The proprietors knew me from previous encounters. Well that it was so, for there was only one room left and a goodly throng clamoring for it. I tried to be unobtrusive about securing it for myself, but a few noticed and protested as vigorously as their fatigue would allow. To avert the disturbance, I slipped out of the common room as quickly and quietly as I could. When I’d divested myself of my bags, I descended the back stairs to wander the hills until my mind had quieted enough to allow me to sleep.

A census marshal has absolute authority over the procedures to be used in his district. Knowing the popular sentiment, I took the inconveniences upon myself. I went from town to town, consulting with local magistrates and figures of prominence, and took the count without requiring anything of the people save their names.

The local officials were always glad to see me go. What would be required of them and their neighbors afterward, of course, was money. Census is always about money: how many folk there are, and how prosperous, and what levy can be exacted of them without provoking an insurrection.

By the size and surliness of the throng on the roads that day, and at the inn, I knew I was passing through a district whose marshal was not so kindly disposed. As the law permitted, he’d ordered the people to come to him. He’d imposed enormous discomfort upon every man of that region, rather than burden himself with the dust and expense of my sort of circuit.

It was not a happy place.

In passing through a crowd, I am forever speculating. Which among these, I ask myself, is known to his neighbors as a person of substance? Which is reviled for his indulgences, or held in contempt for his dissolution? Which among them is known outside his village, and why? Which of them will become known? Which of them, by dint of deeds mighty or monstrous, will climb to stand on the shoulders of history? Which will change our world?

Usually, it’s a way of passing the dreary times, no more.

The day had provided me with copious fodder. There was an old man in a dirty samite robe, stooped nearly double from years of toil, who leaned so heavily upon his staff as he walked that I feared it might break beneath him. Yet when his wife addressed him in a manner he disapproved, he straightened like a spring suddenly unbound and struck her across the face with that same staff, to send her to the ground bleeding and blubbering. There was a merchant, a large, solid man in a rich cloak of gabardine, who intervened uninvited in a loud dispute between a traveler and a street peddler, to counsel them to moderation. They turned their wrath from one another to him, hurling the foulest of epithets into his face until he left them to resume their profitless quarrel. There was a tall youth of perhaps twenty, with a face of chiseled perfection and a body like unto the Greeks’ statues of their gods. He strode smiling through the world as if he owned everything in it, and all marveled at his beauty as he passed. Yet when a raddled old harlot beckoned to him in terms too vulgar even to think them onto this page, he did not respond with derision or scorn. He stopped and went to her, spoke to her softly, pressed a coin into her hand, and passed on.

Of which of these would I hear again? Any? None?

Even if it should happen, I would not know. I did not know their names. My acquaintance with names was a professional one, confined to the tallies I carried in my saddlebags.

The sun had dropped below the horizon, and the hills were growing cold. The traffic on the road to the city had dwindled to nothing. Outside the inn, the stragglers for whom there were no accommodation crouched and huddled against its southern wall, making what provisions they could for a night of unplanned exposure. In the near distance a shepherd surrendered his staff to his son and trudged back to his hovel for an evening meal.

Movers? Shakers? Doers of mighty deeds? Icons of superlative virtue or courage?

Not likely.

Even those acclaimed as such by the world often struck me as persons elevated to their stations by blind chance, rather than merit. One night, deep in his cups, a patrician of my acquaintance admitted as much to me. He called his chamberlain a more able man by far. In a better world, he allowed, their positions would have been reversed. I agreed, though I forbore to say so.

I passed no judgments. I was no mover or shaker. I was a functionary, an industrious keeper of tablets with a gift for inspiring confidence in those of higher station, nothing more. No deed of mine would disturb the world’s slumbers. My name would not be recorded in an annal of greatness nor praised from a tall tower.

There was some comfort in it.

The night grew cold. The clouds receded from the southern sky, and the stars brought their pale glory to that humblest of places. I headed back to the inn, with no thoughts but of a mug of mead and an early bed.

A faint commotion arose as I passed the stables. The doors were closed, of course, but human sounds issued from within. I stopped and laid my ear against the wind-worn wood. A woman was panting with increasing urgency. A male voice murmured repeated exhortations to courage.

It climaxed with a great cry, followed by a lesser one: the unmistakable wail of a newborn child. The tallies for that district would be augmented by one.

One what? Shepherd? Peddler? Laborer? Surely not a rich merchant, whose hands would flow with gold and whose path would be strewn with obsequies lifelong. Surely not a prince of the realm, whose stern gaze and unblinking eye would strike fear into lesser men and command them to instant obedience. Not a mover or a shaker. Such were not born in stables.

I swung back the stable door and slipped inside. No one noticed.

There were only the three: man, woman, and child. A single frail candle burned against the back wall of the stable, casting their silhouettes at me like inverted shadows. The woman had wrapped the baby in a loose cocoon of white muslin, leaving only its head exposed, and was
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