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  Foreword


The Massillon Public Library Adult Writer’s Group was established in February of 2023. It was only supposed to last the month of February, to help kickstart writers’ passion and to kick off the Your Novel is Now multi-month program at the library. 
However, the writing group was such a success that it lasted far beyond February. In February of 2024, they deemed themselves the “Writers of the Round Table.”
 Many of the writers have since released their own books, and their writing careers have grown far beyond their dreams. 
The group meets twice a month, and has supported authors with editing, formatting, proofreading, and—most importantly—encouragement. 
You can learn more about the Writers of the Round Table or join us by visiting: massillonlibrary.org
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  WOODWINDS: SAMPLING

Dwight Parrish


When strung out on the Funk 
Beethoven set me free
Then came Bach
Then came Brahms…
with Symphony #3

The first and second chair
for Flutes and Clarinets
I saw the sound
I saw the chords
with notes I can’t forget

I waltzed into a trance
thru softness and thru loud
The Double Bass
The Celtic Harp
were drifting on a cloud

They took me for a ride
so very far away
The Tuba’s burp
The Trombone’s vibe
forced all my nerves to sway

Well…

Bach can toot a French Horn
That Brahms knows how to jam
But Ludwig sneaks
into the groove
My heart and soul goes “Damn!”






  
  HARMONICA: My Father's Secret

Cat Russell


All parents keep secrets from their children. 
Aside from gifts at Christmas or surprise parties, this fact had never occurred to me. At least, not my parents. They had never had lives of their own before I sprung, unbidden, from the foot of my mother’s hospital bed. And don’t try to argue me out of this vision: the alternative is something I simply won’t contemplate. 
Obviously, they had never been people before I was born. I suspect all children see their parents this way. They were never young, never snuck cookies before dinner, nor held hobbies or dreams of their own. How could they? They weren’t fully formed until their lives belonged to their children. To us. To me. 
My mother stayed home to cook and clean before bills forced her to take a job at a local bank, while my father worked within biking distance. He’d grown his business from almost nothing, yet it sustained my family throughout my childhood. He went to work and came home at the same time every day, always arriving just minutes before dinner was on the table. My parents went out every week to Kiwanis or Elks or Knights of Columbus, dancing as they had when they first met years before I was born. 
So you see, despite growing up in the ’80s when MTV, feathered hair, and Rubik’s Cubes abounded, I grew up in a black-and-white world of ’50s sitcoms with older parents. They married and had me in their late thirties, so by my standards, they were ancient. Way too old to harbor secrets. 
Occasionally my father would do something wildly creative that impressed the hell out of me. He created a character called Brother Charles that performed at the Knights of Columbus with a bottle of “Brother Charles’s Miracle Tonic” that bore a suspicious resemblance to a whiskey bottle; it was hysterical! Another time, he took an art class, and I was mesmerized by the charcoal sketches within his spiral bound assignment book. 
But I never suspected this. 
Harmonicas. 
Not a single harmonica. I never noticed one in our home, never heard him play, at any point in the nearly two decades I lived with them.  
My most vivid musical memory of him during my formative years was when he hummed and swayed to country music blaring on the cheap radio in his shop. Once, I danced with him at a concert at a local rodeo arena, kicking up the sawdust floor beneath the hot Florida sun. 
But I don’t remember a single harmonica. 
Nor do I remember, at any point in my childhood, seeing the multitude that greeted me when I returned home to visit as a newly married adult. I’d been gone a while, and he had converted my old room into his private music studio. The closet that had once held my clothes was now stuffed with the discarded remnants of my childhood: my old dollhouse, the tiny cabinet my grandfather had built, my mother’s old porcelain dolls, and a large wooden case my father pulled out with pride. He couldn’t wait to show me his prize. 
Inside the heavy case, fitted into molded compartments lined in sumptuous blue velvet, were his treasures: his harmonicas. 
I had never seen so many in one place in my entire life.  
Now, granted, I had not lived that long, but none of my previous experience had prepared me for that. The instruments were of varying sizes: the largest the size of a brick and the smallest tiny enough to fit on a chain.  
He explained in detail how each made different types of sounds.  
I stuttered uncontrollably for a full minute before I finally managed to ask when he learned to play.  
“College!” He grinned that goofy dad grin I knew so well, as I wondered if I really knew him at all. “I used to play all the time, but I started engraving things on the side to make a little extra money, and then that took off...” 
And I just then realized he meant the art college he attended while living in Mexico. Who was this stranger? He showed off his room—my former sanctuary—the amps and microphone and other equipment. I remember some weird pedal somewhere whose use was a complete mystery to me. Just like the man before me.  

      [image: ]Years later, my father lay dying in a hospital bed in the room he’d shared with my mother for over four decades. As I sat beside him, I wondered how much of the person he had been I’d missed. Throughout my years away, I’d call every week but mostly spoke with my mother; he was always out doing things—mowing the yard, cleaning the pool, playing “gigs” with his harmonica group. I never knew there was such a thing as a harmonica-only group before the day he debuted that wooden case, but he regularly performed in one at local restaurants and clubs.  
As he lay in that bed, looking nothing like the man I’d admired my whole life, his many friends stopped by at different times throughout the day to check on my mother or drop off small gifts. I clasped a photo in one shaking hand taken the week before he collapsed by the pool: my father playing his harmonica, surrounded by friends. I wondered what song it had been. 
When my mother called, days earlier, to tell me he had fallen and did not have long to live, I flew with my husband and son many miles back to my childhood home. Except for the hospital bed in my parents’ room, everything was as I remembered from my last visit—even the music room. I remembered how I’d resented his annexation of my childhood territory to his musical ambitions, despite the fact I hadn’t lived there for years—and my cheeks burned with shame. Why had I never known how important it was to him? 
Daydreaming memories of earlier times, I remembered how he had sung “Santa Claus is Coming to Town” to me, when I was a little girl, in an effort to stem my childish tears one Christmas season. I remembered the way he’d hum and sway his hips whenever Kenny Rogers or the Oakridge Boys came on the radio. I remembered the way he twirled my mother as they danced to a cover of Eric Clapton’s “Cocaine” at Hemingway’s famous hangout in Key West. 
He’d lived abroad, painted murals, sketched in charcoal that stained my fingers as I turned each page of his sketchbook. I’d seen black-and-white pictures of him as a young man wearing white t-shirts with a pack of cigarettes rolled up in the sleeve. He’d been young once. As young as me, and younger still. Why had I never bothered to find out more of who he was before he became the man I knew and loved, the father who played chess with me despite my taking twenty minutes to make each move? 
And he didn’t let me win. He played patiently, knowing I needed to earn each victory—no matter how long I took to accomplish it. 

      [image: ]After a week’s vigil by my dying father’s side, I was forced to return home to Ohio, where days later I received the call. My father had passed. I remember answering my cell as I sat in bed next to my husband. I remember hanging up. I remember arms around me. 
In the days that followed, my mind drifted back. The money from the sold house would help pay for my mother’s care and expenses at her new residence. That was something, at least, though I wished she could stay in the home she’d known my entire life. The hospice nurses that tended my father in his final days assured me she needed extra care and should not live on her own. How would she deal with her loneliness? At least her new place was set up to be social, with communal dining, games, movies, and other group activities. She’d need to be around other people. 
I returned to Florida over a weekend for the funeral and to help my mother empty the house for a new family. She watched the accumulated wealth of her life packed up in neat brown boxes, donated, or—worst of all—set out on the curb to be taken as trash, if not taken by strangers.  
It was Hell. 
The funeral had been arranged ahead of time, so we only needed to show up. The funeral director liked my dad and sent a complimentary limo to bring us to and from the funeral home—the only time in my life I’ve ever been in such an extravagant vehicle. We went to the service, and when I saw my father laying there, I knew he





OEBPS/cover.png
Massillon Public Library
Writers of the Round Table





OEBPS/images/e37b0010-a4d2-41e0-a588-70343651d312.png








