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The works that inspired these stories (or is it just one story, we are just not quite certain) were from a regional show of art at the Munson Art Center, in Munson Massachusetts. They were seen on November 9th, 2025. The paintings and sculptures were lovely and there was a great local feel to it. David took several pictures and the following artists' works inspired David and this work. These artists are: Reed Coles, Roger Kellman, Maurita Eaton, Bill Devine,Scott Rhoades, Brian McQuillian, Katherine Arcotta. They offered the spark to the writing in this issue. We thank them for their ability and their art. 
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The Man from Some Place Else
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He does not come from here. 

He does not come from over there. He comes from the places with the wrong colors. He comes from the land where the clocks melt and taste of processed cheese. He comes from a land of many doors that do not close all the way. The windows in his place of origin are all cracked. There are endless rocks thumping off endless walls. He travels because he is restless. He travels because he is so ordered. He travels because no one tells him to do it. He does not know if the orders he follows are the echoes of a long remembered dream.

He travels because he is not even certain he is moving from one place to the next. If you asked him, he would say that he is staying still and everything else in the current existence is rushing around him. He is wrong of course. And yes, mostly correct.

When he moves to the other spaces, he always wears the same clothes and carries the same valise. They are worn, but presentable. He is worn, but presentable. He speaks in an accent that his own family cannot pin down. He is the thing that you see with the side of your eye. He is the shadow who dances by itself. 

And he is off once more.
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How He Got to Where He Went To
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The Man from Some Place Else walks past several means of transport and then sees the giant tire and realizes that he has not used this means for some time. He puts a coin of ice into the slot. This is, of course, a nasty cheat. It will melt and no one will profit from him. He smiles at the notion that anyone should find him a mark, a rube, an easy target for an easy buck. He is the one that no one can fleece. He is the zero sum gain. 

When the frozen coin hits the coin box, the giant tire begins to whir and rotate, slowly at first and then with ever increasing speed. The tire is immense. It is larger and more worn than the ring of Saturn. There are times when the tire has been called into replacing the ring when it needed to be worked on, or when it was just tired and asked for a little down time. Astronomers never understood those times, spying the ring of Saturn with worn treads. 

Several cars fly by and the Man from Some Place Else picks the pencil car. He never has used that vehicle before. It is a lovely machine, made from a Ticonderoga, with number 2 lead and an eraser that has seen more fruitful days. The Man from Some Place Else always prefers vehicles that can write its own story, spell out its own speeding ticket. This is just the thing to get him to where he is not. 

He jumps in and almost falls off the other side. He settles himself in and realizes only then that he does not have his valise. It is at the side of the tire and getting further and further away as the pencil begins to rush around the edge of the tire. The Man from Some Place Else reaches behind him to see if he can grab it but it is already too distant. If he is lucky and makes a full rotation he might be able to scoop it up, but he does not like luck and lets it all go. 

The Man from Some Place Else goes round and round as one does. He goes fast and begins to smell of rubber burning. Things are out of control, and that allows him to hit the breaks like he forgot something important back at the other place. The pencil stops short and he flies out of it because pencils don’t have air bags or safety belts.

Don’t be alarmed. 

This is what the Man from Some Place Else planned. How are you supposed to leave the circle wheel if you don’t do something drastic?

He will miss the tire. 

He will miss the things he once called his own.

But that’s what he does. He goes. He misses

He is out and about somewhere he is not from. And now he is on a street with leaves and shadows.

The Man from Some Place Else turns and walks down the street like he knows where he is going.
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The Place He is Not From
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The Man from Some Place Else finds himself in a story that has the wrong title. 

Now if you ask anyone watching the events transpire, you would also think that that this should be called a Murder of Crows. Some might find that a basic title is not worthy of such events and instead suggests The Crow of Murders. That might be the right thing. 

But The Man from Some Place Else knows that titles are not what makes a journey. You can say that you are in Paris, but you look around and you are in Gary, Indiana and there is nothing you can say that will make the truth otherwise. The place he is in is The Place He is Not From and you can predict that there will be several crows trapped inside large inflatable Santa Claus lawn figures, but that will not stop anyone from saying that this is the The Place He is Not From. It is the basic truth that no one can shake. 

The Man from Some Place Else walks around the neighborhood he has stumbled into with some caution. One should never rush into a new place like you are going some place known and safe. You have to be wary whenever you land in a new port. 

The trees are empty of leaves and birds. There is nary a feather anywhere around. There is nothing on the trees. That is not true. One clapboard house has naked trees that have been wrapped with dead Christmas lights. They are large and obviously blown to obsolescence. Fairy lights for a place that has no enchantment. 

The Man from Some Place Else walks around this road and that. There are cold houses with yellow lawns. He sees one showing color and walks there. The lawn and some of the drive is taken up with all manner of inflatable figures. There are two or three dozen of them. Most of them are Christmas themed. There are Santas and reindeer and Bumbles Bounce and elves who want to be dentists and they abutt up against Thanksgiving turkeys and black cats and pumpkins and devils dancing a wild shimmy. Visions of Halloween and Thanksgiving are interspersed throughout the December icons. 

The Man from Some Place Else is charmed and disgusted. He does not know what he feels about this pagan tableaux made of durable plastic and captured air. He takes a picture with the camera hidden in the fountain pen. He shoves it back into his pocket, hoping to not be noticed as a spy or a tourist. What Gods does this outdoor altar hope to wrangle down to the ground? 

He is about to move on when he hears a rustling. It is not leaves or the motors of the blowers filling up the figures with air. It is something else. He walks to where the sound seems to be coming from. It is the largest and dirtiest of the Santas. It is caked in mud
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