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				Life, this trip we are on, is a venture. It is through our mind’s eye, our built-in camera lens, we explore the wonders of our world and its inhabitants. But there is more than today’s moments, preserved like snapshots by our mind’s eye. There are all the tomorrows awaiting us.
			

			
				Our tomorrows depend on what we do or don’t do with our todays.
			

			
				When we abuse the moment, exploit the offerings of our universe, we sap our tomorrows of their vitality. Thus, our challenge is, as Thoreau once said, not merely to “look” but to “see.” Seeing carries us beyond the moment – beyond the Far Horizon – to the tomorrows eagerly awaiting us. How does looking become seeing? By actual hands-on experience. Nothing beats it. Not the web. Not TV. Not social media. Nothing, absolutely nothing, beats it.
			

			
				In my writings, I call it “dirty hands, wet feet learning.”
			

			
				I have been fortunate. I practiced law for some 6 decades. I have trekked, photographed the seven continents. Democracy of Dollars and other books I have written have been shaped and motivated by these life-changing, hands-on personal experiences. Our project at Stetson University College of Law, the Dick and Joan Jacobs Public Interest Law Clinic for Democracy and the Environment came about in answer to the lessons learned, and our realization of our responsibilities to pass to future generations the opportunities to be guided by similar experiences. Our future as a democracy depends upon it.
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				Bennett Springs, Missouri
			

			
				Abe
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				by Ron Kinscherf
			

			
				Abe rolled over and opened his eyes. The digital numbers on his alarm clock were dark. He sighed and grabbed his wristwatch off the nightstand. He wiped the sleep from his eyes, looked at the watch, and moaned.
			

			
				“Bloody 7:25 AM.” He swung his feet over the side of the bed and turned on the lamp on the nightstand. Nothing.
			

			
				“Jesus Christ. I guess no fishing this morning.” He put his feet in his slippers, went to the front door of his trailer and peered out. Not a single light.
			

			
				He opened the door and headed to the back of the trailer. Jerry, from the cabin on his left, yelled, “Hey, Abe, you want a cup of joe?”
			

			
				Waving him off, Abe continued to the back of his trailer. He pulled the cable on his generator. Nothing. He pulled again. Nothing. He stood up … stretched his back a bit … and pulled again. The generator started. “Hot damn,” Abe muttered and turned around.
			

			
				“Here’s a cup, Abe.”
			

			
				“Jerry, you about scared the piss out of me.” Abe continued right past Jerry.
			

			
				“Crazy about the power,” Jerry continued. “No storm or nothing. Even the lodge doesn’t have power. The fishin’ siren didn’t even go off this morning, but I’m sure you noticed that.”
			

			
				Abe hadn’t thought about that. He turned, snatched the cup, mumbled, “Thanks,” and went into his trailer.
			

			
				Abe flipped a switch and the lights flickered on. He sat at the little dining table and sipped his coffee. He pondered on what could have happened to the power … tree limb? … couldn’t be … no storm. Squirrel? “I bet it was a squirrel.” He chuckled. “Damn squirrels.” He’d fought many a war at home over the squirrels and the bird feeders.
			

			
				Cream. He wanted cream. He stood and made his way to the refrigerator. Behind a fish-shaped magnet was the perfect family picture. The whole family caught a fish that day. The first time. The girls in pigtails and overalls. Abe and his wife, Martha. All holding that day’s catch. He flipped the picture over: April of 1994. Everyone happy. Everyone getting along. If it could only last forever. Abe put the picture back.
			

			
				“OK, where were we.” Cream. He opened the door. “Shit.” He remembered the power. “Wonder how long it’s been off?”
			

			
				Abe threw on a shirt, tugged a pair of jeans over his pajama pants, and grabbed his fishing hat and keys. “Might as well head into town and see what the hell is going on.”
			

			
				The drive to Lebanon, Missouri, would take around twenty minutes or so.
			

			
				Abe had been coming to Bennett Springs, Missouri, for over 50 years straight. First, with his pops. Then with his brothers. Later, his wife. And when the girls arrived, they tagged along, too … even as babies. Fifty some years and this was his first solo trip.
			

			
				Bennett Springs had some of the best trout fishing in the Midwest. Just south of the Lake of the Ozarks, fishermen from all over the country come to throw their lines into the Niangua River.
			

			
				Abe turned left out of the campground onto Route 66, the Will Rogers Highway. Not much traffic today.
			

			
				A cloudy sky made it darker than most mornings. To the west, it was really dark, but he didn’t see clouds: just a dark, grayish haze. “Peculiar.” His eyes flicked back and forth to his rear-view mirror. “What the hell is that?”
			

			
				He lived in Central Illinois his whole life and figured he’d seen every type of weather event. But, for the life of him, Abe had no idea what he was looking at. “Martha, I wish you could see this.”
			

			
				The closer he got to Lebanon, the more the traffic picked up. A lot. Trailers, RVs, even some town folk. “And it’s Thursday, not a typical getaway day.”
			

			
				Tapping his blinker, Abe turned into the gravel parking lot of Sarge’s, a little diner off 66. He shut the truck off, left the keys on the dash and climbed out. In all the years he’d been coming to this place, he had no idea why it was called Sarge’s. The current Sarge wasn’t in the service; the dumbass had a degree in English Literature. Martha thought that maybe his grandpa had been in the service. The little bell jingled as he opened the door.
			

			
				At the bar, he picked up a menu and took a seat. There wasn’t a soul in the place. “What the hell is—?”
			

			
				From the kitchen he heard, “Abe! What are you doing here?”
			

			
				He said, “Well, Sarge, I was hoping to get some food. Where the hell is—?”
			

			
				Sarge came hustling out of the kitchen, wiping his hands with a towel. “Abe, I wasn’t sure if I would see you this April. But I sure am glad to see ya. Really sorry about Martha. I wanted to get to the—”
			

			
				Abe cut him off. “Thanks.” He appreciated the sentiments, but dammit, didn’t anyone have anything else to talk about? “Where the hell is everybody? What’s going on?”
			

			
				Sarge stared at Abe, “You haven’t heard?”
			

			
				“Heard what?” Abe answered.
			

			
				“Just a second. You need coffee. I got a fresh pot that needs drinkin’.”
			

			
				Abe stared at Sarge as he turned, grabbed a cup, and the pot of coffee, an old glass one with a big dark stain around the bottom. “Sarge, what in the hell is going on around here.”
			

			
				Sarge poured a cup, set it in front of Abe along with a couple of creams, put the pot down next to him on top of a towel and said, “One more second.”
			

			
				“Sarge!” Abe was getting a bit peeved. Sarge selected a cup for himself, scooted around the bar and sat next to Abe.
			

			
				“Oh, wait.” Sarge hopped up, ran around the bar, and returned with the TV remote.
			

			
				“Sarge, if you don’t tell me what’s going on, I’m going to slap that mustache off your face. I may be old but—”
			

			
				The TV came to life. “Holy hell, what is that?”
			

			
				Sarge just stared at the muted TV. Lava everywhere. Cars on highways, bumper to bumper. Reporters covered in what looked like ash. Maps of the United States. Different shades of red west of the Mississippi. Kansas City was orange, Columbia Missouri yellow, as was Bennett Springs.
			

			
				“Sarge, what is going on?”
			

			
				“Abe … there’s this caldera … was this caldera in Yellowstone and … wait, a caldera is—”
			

			
				“I know what a caldera is. It’s the hole at the top of a volcano.”
			

			
				“Well, I had to look it up, I have degree in Lit, so I had to Google and—”
			

			
				“Not important. Move along.”
			

			
				“Sorry. So, this volcano erupted. Wasn’t supposed to. It just happened. There’s no power anywhere in the West. One third of the US is covered in ash. Abe, didn’t you feel it last night?”
			

			
				Abe watched the TV and shook his head. Since Martha passed, he’d taken a sleeping pill with a shot of Jack to get to sleep.
			

			
				“Lord, Abe, it knocked half the bottles off the bar shelf.” Sarge pointed to the broken glass on the floor behind the bar. A mop leaned against the beer coolers.
			

			
				Sarge continued, “So, the President has issued a nationwide disaster thing. All national guard units have been deployed. The religious freaks are yelling that the Book of Revelation warned about this. The Republicans are blaming the Democrats. The Democrats are blaming the Republicans. Oh, and the Chinese, they—”
			

			
				Sarge rambled on. Abe’s kids. His grandkids. He looked at his phone. No coverage. Of course. The power grid is shut down. Cell service is shut down.
			

			
				“Sarge.” Sarge kept on talking. “Sarge!”
			

			
				He stopped and stared at Abe. “Thank you. Where are your workers?”
			

			
				“People are freaked, Abe. Just freaked. They’ve packed up and left. The ash is coming. It should be here by midnight at the latest. No more sunshine. Breathing may be difficult.”
			

			
				Abe threw a dollar on the counter and stood up. “I best be on my way.”
			

			
				Sarge picked up the dollar and put it in Abe’s breast pocket. He put a hand on each of Abe’s shoulders. “Abe. Again, I am soooo sorry about Martha.”
			

			
				“Thanks, Sarge.”
			

			
				“What you gonna do? Where you gonna go?”
			

			
				“Well, I’m thinking I better find the kids.” One of Abe’s daughters lived in Champaign, Illinois, on the eastern side of the state. And his other daughter, the youngest, lived in Terre Haute, Indiana, a few hours from Champaign.
			

			
				Abe opened the door and was about to let go when he heard Sarge call out. “See you in the Fall, you old fart.”
			

			
				Abe smiled, nodded, and headed to his truck.
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				In the 20 minutes that Abe spent in Sarge’s, the whole county must have found out this wasn’t some little old earthquake. It took Abe twice as long to get back to the campground, which included 15 minutes just to make a left turn out of Sarge’s.
			

			
				Pandemonium greeted Abe at the campground. “Oh, Martha, if you could see this. Somebody must have spilled the beans.”
			

			
				Women hugged their children and sobbed. Men heaved their belongings into their trucks. And the reverse. Men sobbing with children and women throwing stuff in their trucks. Neighbors hugged neighbors. Gravel flew as campers fishtailed out of their parking spots.
			

			
				Abe carefully pulled into his spot in front of his trailer and stepped out. He looked around at the chaos one more time and ambled into his home away from home.
			

			
				He plopped into his recliner. “Well, Bessie, time to say goodbye.” Abe and Martha had named the trailer some 20 years ago when they purchased the thing from the Gierstens. The Gierstens had shown up one Spring in a fancy new Keystone RV. Abe moseyed over and asked Al what he intended to do with the old one. Al honestly said he hadn’t thought about it. Ten minutes later, it belonged to Abe and Martha.
			

			
				Martha laughed at that story every time the couple discussed it. Bessie? They named it after the first car they purchased … a used 1960-something Pontiac.
			

			
				Everything Abe saw reminded him of Martha. The bunk beds. The small kitchen. The owl salt and pepper shakers. Abe smiled. Martha’s mother thought the shakers would bring them bad luck because owls were Satanic symbols.
			

			
				Abe pulled himself up, opened his duffle bag and began packing. He grabbed his little Coleman cooler and threw in some beer, water, cold cuts, and bread. The generator had been on long enough to harden some cubes so they resembled something like ice. He tossed some of that in also.
			

			
				He strategically put the bottle of Jack in a wool sock and placed it in the duffle. He gave the place the once over. Turning, he said, “See ya, Bessie,” and walked out of the door.
			

			
				A few seconds later, he dashed back in, plucked the picture off the fridge and ran back out. His hand was the last thing to leave Bessie as it flicked off the overhead light.
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				The pickup rolled along on Highway 44, east towards Rolla, Missouri and onto St. Louis. Abe was listening to Martha’s favorite, Peter, Paul & Mary’s Greatest Hits. He chuckled as “If I Had a Hammer” played. Martha used to tease, “If I had a hammer, Abe, you’d always be doing them dishes!”
			

			
				“Gas. What the hell am I going to do for gas?” With no power, the gas pumps wouldn’t work. “Shit, Martha. I’ve got half a tank.”
			

			
				He flipped out the CD and turned on the radio. “KMOX in St. Louis. PLEASE. PLEASE. PLEASE.” KMOX AM Radio, the “Voice of St. Louis,” blasted 50,000 watts of talk radio throughout the Midwest. The signal covered the eastern half of Missouri and southern Illinois.
			

			
				Fiddling with the dial, Abe drove. “C’mon. C’mon. C’mon. Finally.” Abe had a faint signal mixed with static. “Tell me the scoop.”
			

			
				He expected KMOX to do nothing but cover the disaster. What the heck else mattered at this point? What he made out was mostly about the national side of things. Two feet of ash covered Wyoming and the surrounding states. The Santa Ana Winds had helped California by pushing the ash inland, so coverage was not as heavy, but they were also without power.
			

			
				Lava continued to spread. Fires were out of control. State of emergency. National Guard. Stay calm. Listen to law enforcement. Blah. Blah. Blah.
			

			
				“On the local front—” said an obviously flustered news anchor.
			

			
				Abe couldn’t imagine. She had worked her whole life to get this great opportunity to work at a nationally recognized radio station and now this disaster. Did she have kids? Parents? Were they safe? Obviously, there is loyalty to the listener, but when does sanity prevail?
			

			
				“—the forecast for ash distribution continues to be murky. Kansas City is starting to see accumulation. Parts of Central Missouri are seeing some ash. Ash continues to escape from the crater of the Yellowstone volcano as eruptions are ongoing, albeit smaller than the initial blast. Experts are unsure when the eruptions will stop.”
			

			
				“That’s not good,” Abe murmured.
			

			
				“As you know, the entire power grid west of the Mississippi is down. KMOX’s leadership had the foresight to have another power source on the east side of the river, allowing us to stay on the air and continue to serve you, our listener.”
			

			
				“That’s good,” Abe thought. “The kids should be OK.”
			

			
				“There is no good information on when power may be restored to any of the areas currently experiencing outages. Estimates of over 100 million are without power. The US Government and the country’s utility companies are meeting 24x7 to urgently come up with a plan. We will update you as we receive more information.”
			

			
				“As for the weather, expect, in the short term, consistent temperatures lower than normal and very little sunshine until the ash starts to dissipate. If you encounter trouble breathing, try to locate a medical expert and stay inside. If you do need to go outside, a face covering is recommended.”
			

			
				Abe muttered, “Try to find a medical expert? We are in some sort of mess, Martha, aren’t we?”
			

			
				The information was nothing revelatory to Abe. No power means a lot of nothing. Abe turned down the volume. The traffic continued to pick up. His speed was steady, but he worried about when he hit Rolla and how much worse it would get with 20,000 plus citizens hitting the road east.
			

			
				Maybe get off the main roads? Abe checked his phone. Google would help. But of course … no signal.
			

			
				Abe’s mind wandered as he rolled through Central Missouri. The kids had to be worried. Payphone maybe? Abe chuckled. “Payphones are gone like the dodo.”
			

			
				The kids had taken turns to check on him since Martha’s passing. Abe wished they would stop, but he didn’t have the heart to tell them. With every nightly call, reminders of the agony came tumbling back. They hurt, too, and they felt guilty for not being with him. But it’s been four months. They need to get on with their lives. Abe did, too.
			

			
				Cars had pulled over on the shoulder. Some occupied, some not. More and more people walked along the road carrying their belongings. Should he pick someone up and help? End-of-the-world movies, where people start to turn on each other, flashed through his mind.
			

			
				A quarter tank. “I wonder what the optimum speed is to save the most gas?”
			

			
				He saw an open gas station. He took the ramp. “Well, will you look at that line, Martha.” At least 40 cars queued up in front of him. “Don’t think I have a choice.”
			

			
				The dual pump station in Doolittle, Missouri, named after the famous aviator during World War II who bombed Japan in the Pacific Theatre, sat about 15 minutes west of Rolla.
			

			
				A man approached Abe as he sat in line. He rolled down his window.
			

			
				“Good afternoon, sir. You lookin’ for some gas?”
			

			
				“Yep. Not much else out here.” The man had on a typical gas station shirt with his name, Sam, stitched on it.
			

			
				“I hope you don’t mind waiting.”
			

			
				“Don’t have much of a choice.”
			

			
				“Well, gas will cost you $20.00 a gallon. And we are only taking cash.”
			

			
				Abe responded, “What the hell? That’s just—”
			

			
				Sam raised his hands in defense. “Sir, supply and demand. I have no idea when I will get another shipment, if I get another shipment. I need to get what I can when I can. Once my tanks are empty, I will be joining you and everyone else and heading out of Dodge.”
			

			
				Hard to argue with that. Abe took a deep breath and exhaled. Fortunately for Abe, he didn’t believe in credit cards and always carried cash. “So, how are the pumps even working?”
			

			
				“I have a fishing camp over by Poole Hollow. Have a generator and grabbed it at dawn. Fueled it up and here we are. Lucky I still have the old pumps that aren’t on that crazy computer shit. My wife is up there and will take care of you.” Sam stuck his hand in the window. Abe shook it. “Sir, God speed on your travels.”
			

			
				“Good luck to you, Sam,” Abe replied.
			

			
				Abe grabbed his cooler, popped a beer, made himself a sandwich and waited.
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				Ping!      Ping!     Ping!    Ping! Ping! Ping! Ping! Ping! Ping! Ping! Ping! 
			

			
				“Holy Mother of God!” Abe about jumped through the windshield. Thank the Lord for seatbelts. Messages on his cell phone. First a couple. Then like a Gatling gun non-stop for five minutes.
			

			
				Abe had avoided St. Louis after hearing about the traffic congestion as travelers crossed the Mississippi to what they hoped was salvation. So, he’d skirted northeast and chosen the old routes he used to take with his dad before Eisenhower built the highway system. He was between Bowling Green and Louisiana when his phone came to life.
			

			
				He glanced at the device and smiled. Texts. Voicemails. Family. He pulled over on the shoulder. He hit *1. Speed dial for his eldest Mary.
			

			
				“Dad! … Oh my God! … Dad, where are you? … Jackie, it’s Dad! … Dad, you OK? ... Jackie, dammit, it’s Dad! … Dad, are you OK? … Jackie! Dad. Let me put you on speaker phone! Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Jackie!”
			

			
				“Shit Mary … I am right here. Dad? You, OK? Where are you?”
			

			
				“Language, Jacqueline.”
			

			
				“Dad … there’s been a fucking explosion! A real mother fucker of an explosion. If I want to curse, I will goddamn curse. Now, where the hell are you?”
			

			
				Despite the situation, Abe couldn’t help but laugh.
			

			
				“Dammit, Dad. This isn’t funny.”
			

			
				 “I know, sweetie … I know. I’m somewhere in eastern Missouri between Bowling Green and Louisiana.”
			

			
				“So, where’s that?” Mary asked.
			

			
				“Girls, remember where we used to get those chocolate dip cones with Papi? Right around there.”
			

			
				Silence. Just some breathing. Then tears. “Girls? Are you there?”
			

			
				“Dad. Why didn’t you call? We didn’t know where you were. We didn’t know—”
			

			
				Silence.
			

			
				“Girls, without power there’s no cell service. No cell service ... no—”
			

			
				“Oh, yeah. Hadn’t thought about that,” mumbled Mary.
			

			
				Abe sat silent for a moment. “Girls. There was really nothing to worry about. I’ve been to Bennett.”
			

			
				Jackie scolded her dad. “Dad. We told you, you shouldn’t have gone on the trip. You’re old. And alone. You could have broken a—”
			

			
				“Jackie—” Mary tried to jump in.
			

			
				“Mary! You agreed. Dad wasn’t and IS NOT ready to travel alone … particularly to the middle of nowhere.”
			

			
				Mary tried again. “Jackie, now is not the time to—” 
			

			
				“Dad’s too frail. What if he tripped in the trailer? Or fell in the river? Snakes. There are snakes everywhere.”
			

			
				Abe sat quietly while his daughters argued about his ability to walk and talk. After a few moments, there was a pause. “So, where are you two at?”
			

			
				“We are at my place … in Champaign. Jackie brought the kids as soon as the explosion happened.”
			

			
				They’re together. Good. The girls got along. Barely. And it didn’t get any better after Martha passed. They talked or argued about what should happen with the house. Should Abe move? If he did, where to? And it was worse while Martha was sick. This doctor. This hospital. This treatment plan. None of it mattered anyway. By the time the cancer was discovered, it was too late. She just had a few months. Then the funeral. Oh, the funeral. Sometimes illness brings family together. Martha’s cancer did not. But they are together now. Maybe it takes the largest natural disaster in millennia, but they are together.
			

			
				Jackie said, barely audible, “Dad, are you OK? Really, OK?”
			

			
				“Yes, dear. I’m perfectly fine. I even went potty by myself.”
			

			
				Jackie chuckled and said, “Dammit, Dad.” And then she was crying again. Abe teared up too.
			

			
				After a moment or two, Mary asked softly, “Dad, what’s the plan?”
			

			
				“Well, I was thinking about joining you two. If there’s room.”
			

			
				“Yes, Dad. We will make room.” Abe could see the snark on Mary’s face.
			

			
				“OK, as long as I can get gas, I should be in Champaign in four hours. Depending on traffic. After then we’ll play it by ear. Come up with a game plan.”
			

			
				“OK.” Mary mumbled. After a few seconds, she quietly said, “I miss—WE miss Mom—really bad.”
			

			
				“We all do, sweetie. We all do.”
			

			
				 
			

		

			
				Emails from The Dark
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				by Jim Infantino
			

			
				 
			

			
				Felicia Thompson, Oberlin, OH
			

			
				Subject: Thanksgiving break
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hi, Mom,
			

			
				First year here is going great. I love my Music Theory professor. I’m learning modal scales on the cello. The level of talent of my classmates is intimidating, but I persevere. My Ancient History and Philosophy 101 classes are cool. They work well together. I’m thinking of taking a Creative Writing class next semester. I know Dad wanted me to take some Engineering classes, but I don’t think it’s for me. Oberlin is so good at the arts and liberal arts, and I want to steep in that stuff first and see where it leads me.
			

			
				The weather on campus has been gorgeous. I picked up a single-speed bike on Buy Nothing/Sell Nothing and am whisking about the campus and taking short trips into town. The campus is pretty flat, which is great because I’m way out of shape. The fall foliage is in full swing, and it’s GORGEOUS, but I have to watch out for the wet leaves after it rains. And no, I don’t have a helmet yet, but I’m looking to pick one up soon. They’re like $60 at the local bike shop. Can I put it on the card? 
			

			
				The only problem is that I HATE my roommate. She’s staring at me as I write this and picking her nose. Ick. She wears these handmade dresses with stars and stuff on them with tassels that drape down to her ankles and are all way too big. She never brushes her hair. It’s a tangled mess and I think she’s starting to get dreads, which is fine if that’s what she’s going for, but it looks like a rat’s nest under all that frizz. I don’t know why I got stuck in this room with her. There are plenty of other women here who dress as badly as she does. She should be with one of them. She burns this disgusting incense during the day and snores at night. I’m in hell.
			

			
				So, can you book a flight home to Rapid City for me? I want to leave the Tuesday before Thanksgiving and come home to be with you, Dad, Sunny, and Brian for the break. I’m dreaming of your sweet potato casserole. I can’t wait to see you all.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Love, Felicia
			

			
				 
			

			
				Re: Thanksgiving break
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dearest Felicia,
			

			
				Of course we can book you a flight back. I’m checking on it now. Do you want a stopover in Chicago or Denver? Denver is a bit cheaper. Can you find a ride to the airport in Cleveland, or is Akron better? I think the one from Akron stops over in Charlotte, which might make the trip too long.
			

			
				PLEASE buy that helmet. Put it on the card. The last thing you need is a concussion or worse. Please wear it when you ride. It
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