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Welcome to AAPA Miscellanyt2

I wish to thank those members who sent encouraging words abddiscellanyt1. | hope the various photogra-
phers in that initial issue received some welleserved praise, also.

With this issue, we see why | chose the titMiscellany In these pages, you will find some unusual artwork, pho-
tographs, a poem, and several stories. Lini Grol, who appeared in the Bundle several years ago, offers a piece on
Teddy-Bears and an unusual work of art. Lini creates works of Scherensnitte or Scissting, using scissors to
cut illustrations into paper. Delores and Russell Miller, who should be familiar to most readers from their regular
contributions to the Bundle, continue their camera work from the previous issue bfiscellanyand offer two pho-
tosfi a family group and one of Russell in Washington, D. C., on his Honor Flight.

Two stories of very different childhood memories appear. David Griffin, who handles ®tery section of the
AAPA websitef(ttp://stories.aapainfo.org/) , dr amati zes an event of a boyds
pride hurts his father. Carl Kremer, a brand new member of AAPA, recounts his uneasiness and fear around an
older, mentally challenged neighbor.

Your editor, Clarence Wolfshohl, contributes a piece that has a prose introduction to a poem with humorous

i ntent . I 61 I |l et you be the judge of how humorous t
page. I dondt | i ke nearly blank pages.

| encourage readers to submit material to fill the pages of the AAPA Miscellany. And to drop a note of encour-
agement to any writers and artists whose work you enjoyed in these pages.
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Scherenschnitte or Scissorcutting Art
Lini Grol




THE TRUE VALUE OF YOUR TEDDY BEAR..
Lini R.Grol

Recently at an auction, a little old Teddy Bear was sold

at an exorbitant price.

And to the connoisseurs it was worth every dollar bid on it.

What made this TEDDY BEAR so extremely valuable, when

you can buy these toys for a few dollars in every toy

or department store?

Since 1902 the first Teddy Bear was recorded to be on

the massmarket, each year world wide 950,000 Teddy bears

are made and sold....

No doubt TEDDY is the most beloved toy in the world.

The first Teddy Bears were home and handmade of fabric,

velvet or plush, or any material from a cast off piece of clothing,

and stuffed with rags, wooeshavings or whatever was handy.

Today Teddy Bears are mass produced and properly stuffed

with hygienic new material, and they come in various colors and sizes.

We used to dress our bears in our doll's clothes, today you

can buy Teddy Bears dressed up as brides, sports figures and

even as Sherlock Holmes complete with a deerstalkbat and

even they are not that expensive .

Teddy Bears get around, they even toddled into literature.

Who does not know Winnie the Pooh, a simple loveable bear,

based on a Canadian cub bear, found in the wild, and raised

and pampered by Harry Coldebourn, a veterinary.

He named his cub WINNY, after his favorite city WINNIPEG.

When he had to go to war and was sent to England, he gave

Winnie to the LONDON Zoo.

There the cub inspired A.A. de Milne to write the beloved

classic children's story : WINNIE THE POOH.

Canada made a series of stamps of WINNIE, and Disney

produced a feature film...

Much earlier a TEDDY BEAR had made it into music, for

who does not know the TEDDY BEAR' S PICKNICK march?

Our love for the Teddy Bears has inspired potters, painters, and

printers of stationary, wallpapers, curtain materials and children's clothes.
Teddy Bear lovers and collectors have formed clubs , they publish a newsletter
and once in a while have meetings to show off their precious TEDDY BEARS.
And as in every marketable item, the price is a question of supply and demand.
Some Teddy Bears are no longer toys; they have become a commaodity, even




an investment, to be sold at auctions to the highest bidder.

And the bids are high for an old TEDDY BEAR in mint condition.

But an old Teddy Bear in mint condition has sat unloved in a box, or glass case,

it never gave joy or comfort to a child.

And was that not what a TEDDY BEAR was made for?

A Teddy Bear that has lived with a little boy or girl carries the scars of having

been part of their life, their love, their fears and frustrations.

A loved Teddy Bear has been the object of fierce hugs with sticky hands or

peanut butter-j a m é owet kissea r

It has to suffer lots of wear and tear, and needs many a washing which in time
damages its fabric.

A loved Teddy Bear gets poked and pummeled, is dragged by its limbs, that

may cause it, oh horror, to fall apart. And had to be repaired over and over by

a doting parent or grandparent, and after its operation was welcomed back

with wild cries of joy and exuberant hugs and kisses.

Parents, Grandparents, doctors, nurses, firemen and ambulance workers know
that in times of distress, no other toy can give comfort like a loveable little Teddy Bear.
To every child, his or her dilapidated old Teddy Bear is truly precious and priceless.
And we all know that it can never ever be replaced by a spanking new Teddy Bear in mint condition
No matter what we adults say, only a child knows the true value of his or her
TEDDY BEAR.

(0}
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ALEXANDER
POPE

SINGS
THE BLUES

Clarence Wolfshohl

THIS NEEDS INTRODUCTION

The other night a buddy and | were sitting around, listening to and discussing the
blues. | am a blues aficionado, a lover of old blues, primitive blu#se more raw the better.
So I've been in search of old blues for some tirre quest, if you will, for the archetypal, the
primal, the Ur-blues. I've gone back beyond Robert Johnson or Blind Lemon or even field ha
lers, and as | told my friend that evening, | believe | have discovered an eighteeoéimtury
blues master. Perhaps not the tlslues brother, but certainly an early blues soul. I'm talking
about Alexander Pope, th®unciadman, that boogiewoogie king of the heroic couplet. To
hear Little Alex's (that was his recording name) blues, all you have to do is repeat the first lin
of his couplet, throw in a few "Oh, baby's" or "Lawdy's," and drive the second (now third) line
home with a sure beat.

Now, Alexander (Little Alex) Pope was so smooth, some people swore he must have sold
soul to the devil to get that sound. Others just wished he'd go to the devil. Whatever the cas
to commemorate the rediscovery of this rare blues artist, | decided to write the following
number called ALEXANDER POPE SINGS THE BLUES. Hitit, boys.

Little Alex used to sing at the Blue Note.
Like a squat lizard, he lolled his head
in slow anticipation of the driving beat: (And he sang)

lambic pentameter , honey, is like no beat at all.
lambic pentameter-- ooh-- is like no beat at all.
Give me anapestic boogie or cool dactylic crawl.




He played a Fender guitar, sounded like B. B.'s

Lucille, and had a harp playing sidekick

who'd blow so loud, light bulbs popped and hounddogs squealed.
(And he blew)

Fools rush in where angels fear to tread.
Old Harpo rushes in where angels will not tread.
Alex plays like magic, and Harpo blows 'em dead.

Alex's fingers strangled that guitar. It screamed
in pain and joy-- in ecstacy, baby. Made folks
squirm and shout, drink their glasses dry. (And he played)

How vain are all our glories, all of our pains,
Lawdy, how vain are our glories, and vain are our pains,
Unless good sense helps us keep what beauty gains.

The way he played, some said, the devil must've called
his hand or God was putting Little Alex
through audition for his gig with the heavenly band. (And he sang)

A wit's a feather, and a chief is a rod
Oh, yea, a wit's a feather, and a chief, a chief is just a rod.
An honest Man's the noblest work of God.

Little Alex disappeared one midnight after his second set.

Harpo searched the streets and the alleys, the bars

and the alknight greasy spoons, but he ain't found Alexander yet.
So Harpo's harmonica got rusty because he just weeps and moans;
he still hangs out at the Blue Note nearly every night

and tries to believe that, as Alex said, Whatever is, is right.

Alexander Pope

(16881744)
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Delores & Russell Miller

October 9, 2014, Russell Miller of Hortonville, Wisconsin, was one of 79 Veterans to be asked to be on the
Old Glory Honor Flight to Washington, D. @.ccompanied by his son Matthew as Guardian. Shown here is
Russ interviewing a Marine Staff Sargent with all his metalsServed in Irag, 12 plus years in the Ma-
rines. A one day trip to D.C. to see all the war memorialRuss was in the Marines from 198355 and is
considered a Korean War Veteran.

i Russell Miller



Thanksgiving time, 2014 the Whole Miller clan gathered on the Hortonville, Wisconsin, farmTwenty-

one people which includes our five children, Robin from LaCrosse, Wisconsin; Keith from Evansville,
Wisconsin; Richard from Franklin, Massachusetts, and wife Sharon; Marianne and husband Scott of Ap-
pleton, Wisconsin; and Matthew and wife Lisa of Amherst, WisconsiGrandchildren: Madeline, Con-

nor, Alyse, Tierney, Dayne, Joshua, Colin, Cassidy, Elena, Sean, Oliver, Tucker.

Robin is a college professor, Keith a 4th grade teacher, Richard with the New England Patriot Football
team, Marianne with Kimberly Clark, and Matthew a tech ed high school teacher.

It is so nice when they gather on the farm once a year.

i Delores Miller



The sky is my time machinelt takes me press for a part time printer in m

back to another day when the clouds or the hometown. 6 Bedr oom pri nt

angle of the sun looked exactly the same as iness owners were called.Many, including

does today. ! find myself this morning seated my boss, had full time jobs in factories a
at my printing press, staring up through the printed on weekends in their cellars and ga
small window high on the cellar wall. The ages. Al printed in the stable out behind his
masons long ago built the rectangular spacec ousi nd s a mu s e nThen ¢asy
into the stone and glazed it with old glass1 800&6s bui |l ding was
that makes the firmament look like it has had mi ni mal heat anc¢
bubbles. All | can see through the glass is aas well as pin ball machines and juke boxes
leaden sky on rainy days and puffy white I stood on one | eg
clouds on a blue background when theleg pumping away as | printed numbered ra
weather clears. fle tickets for a club that was trying to raise

This morningds sky momy. much the same a

that on a Saturday nearly a half centuryago | 6d had an encoun

when | was a teenager running a small jobfather just an hour before and | could sti



feel the sting of it. We argued over some trifle hav-1 i vi nd, Sso get outt a
ing to do with my leaving the butter out ontheta- t er s . 6
ble and letting it get warm. | told myself not to feel | was soon back pumping the press trying
bad. After all, | had scored a few good verbal blowstay alert and not get the counters out of sy
against the old man and finished triumphantly by again.
walking out of the house and slamming the door. = But my mind drifted back to when | was young
Yet | felt upset and guilty. | suppose my immaturi- er. Although my father and | were often at odds
ty prevented me from admitting | was wrong. my t een year s, I coul
Dramatics and denial can make sense to the heathe world to me when | was a little kid.
but not the heart. Dad was a newspaper pressman and an exf
Besi des, Dad real | y atahs traide. Whensl evas sia bor saven ydats el
ter. The two of us were groaning under the weight thought he was the smartest man in the world.
of something neither of us could bring ourselvestoc andt count the numbe
discuss. Two days before | had insulted and hurtvould listen that my father printed the newspa
him. pers that went all over the city and even down th
Lost in thought, | missed a throw onto the plat- valley to the small mill towns along the river. Im
en and messed up t he t iagikearie aseeeq yearmld lad. brought dodvin td
tice Al come up behind me. newspaper and walked into the pressroom
0God dammit, 6 he s houtwatch tha inen meunt the feavy steredtype plate
up the counter. We gotta go back to 2972 and printand thread the huge rolls of newsprint (paper) u
them all over again!o from the basement into the gargantuan Hoe pres
ol dm Abroéyl said, o0l vesa dNreaches clanged and after a few minutes
oYou was staring
window at the sky is what you wer¢
doin! What 6r e you gonnz
up, a weatherman?5éd
ol dondt know wha .
said. oMaybe 1611 be a »
ously, feeling down on myself. )/j
Z f/ 4

oOYou ainot gonna

ster. | get a feelint /"’ S

know? Yer one of those lucky bastards the "

God takes care of.Me, | gotta work for a




grew quiet. Some o nightsthe-| | &lk,nextcddyll $at irOnhath alass up the street

gan to blink in warning and a sharp staccato buzzeran old brick high school building with roots dow
blared out from somewhere above, echoing up ando the sub strata of rock. My soles could just fe
down the line of presseslit reminded me of a sub- the vibration of the presses start up for the Valle
marineds dive alar m | 0 deditoe a 00d30 ia the nioimiag. infeltvekaetly lik
the crew filled the tanks and dove beneath thet he per son
waves. Soon | was dragged below the surface ofthe 0 God dammi t ,
noise as the presses clunked and groaned ané ar . 0The counters ar
quickly got up to speed with a roar that was deaf-t he matter with you th
ening. | wanted to hold my hands over my ears, | mumbled something.
but none of the men seemed impressed, so | kept o0 Her e, 6 he said. 0 G
my arms at my side and suppressed the urge ty | ue pot and make wup
scream in delight over the thundering machin- not good for anything
ery. The presses began to spit out the afternoon | did as | was told.
edition and sent a stream of miraculously folded o6 What és buggind you,
newspapers of 59pages each along a conveyor con-seemed to mean it.
traption that went up and across the ceiling and oMy father and | had
over to the waiting men who bundled them up in about my refusal to be in the photo, hoping
the mailroom. would take my side, although | knew no one wou
When | left the newspaper that day with my fa- agree with me.
ther | was the proudest seven year old onecould 6 So youdre not proud
imagine. Only a few years later | was a teenageasked.
when | stopped by the pressroom one afternoonto o601 just di dndt want t
get the keys and borrow his car. When his boss 0 How come youdre not
asked me to pose with Dad in a photo forthe comwi t h me in this shit h
panyirhouse newsl etter, I riedfdu sneedv.er It hdiudgmdt oWwa
to be seen in public with my father in his coveralls ol know what your pr
and printers cap. I hados@t dk moaowyhow!|t @aa@al,
had laughed it off, but | could see he was hurt. OSure | do!o6 I said.
That night when we got home | ate the foodhe o0 Not to your father.
provided and went out in the evening wearing a he asked.
new jacket he had bought me with the money he o Wel | , |l 6ve never had
earned working in his coveralls. Al glanced across the work table at me.

looked stunned and | remembered he was a fath




Then he leaned back and laughed. And he kept | have doubted the truth of that utterance but
laughing. All morning. Every ten minutes or so treasured his love for the last fifty years. What
hedd | ook over at me  amates rmetisa did notHing to gamiitn g agai n.
Eventually he got me laughing and told me all the
dumb things his kids did when they were teens. He © Copyright by David Griffin, 2011
told me he loved them more than the air he
breathed.

That night | went home and apologized to my
father. He nodded. And then he said, OYoudre

good son. O




W ALLY BAPP

Carl Kremer

WHEN | WAS GROWINGPUN THE FIFTIESmuch of north-
ern Minnesota was dotted with small family dairy farms, and we
lived on the edge of the city limits across the gravel street from &
large pasture belonging to the Bapps. In memory, it was a huge
pasture on the east side of Beech Street; when it was not occu-
pied by the herd of Guernsey cattle who produced the family in-
come, it served as a playground for the children of about fifteen
lower to middle-class families. It was rumored Mr. and Mrs. Bapp
were first cousins; they had two boys and a girl, already young
adults. Mr. Bapp did much of the work, the daily chores of milk-
ing (morning and evening), feeding and cleaning up after about
thirty milking cows, the replacement calves, most of whom were
sold when weaned and at least one bull, kept separate from the
other cattle. He was aided by his younger son, Walter, the older
son having found work in South Dakota. Patime hands were
hired on for the field work; crops of hay, corn silage and oats
were planted, raised and harvested in four or five months to feed
the cattle the other seven or eight. My brother spent the sum-
mers of his freshman and sophomore years in high school as one of these hands. The Minnesota gra
season is short, and the work days were long, the tasks physically challenging, endless, and regulate

the cyclical demands of the daily chores.

It was complicated by the fact that Walter Bapp was seriously, certifiably crazye would call it
'mentally challenged' today-but from my six-year-old perspective Wally Bapp was a crazy person, and
the best policyi the only policy we ever savt was to ignore the crazy part, and don't provoke him. As

much as possible, just stay away from him. | don't remember that he ever hurt anybody, but he was a




short, heavy, stronglooking man, with a small, pointy head, closset little eyes, and minimal facial
expressions, wearing a stained blue shirt and bib overalls. In one rear pocket he always carried a roll¢
leather strap about two inches wide and what looked to us like four or five feet long, perhaps a length
rein from a team of work horses. The strap may have been intended for control of the cattle as they
moved through the business of milking every morning and night, or maybe he just liked having it, but
frightened me. My brother does not remember Wally using the strap, in fact, he doesn't remember it a
all, though they had slept in the same room.

If you smiled at Wally, he would smile back, a most unlovely grimace that conveyed nothing you wza
ed prolonged. People estimated he had the mind of a tyear-old, but he was dexterous enough to do
ordinary chores, including handling heavy milk cans, hay bales, and the cattle themselves. Because
my fear and ignorance or innocence, | avoided all contact with the Bapps, and it it might have cost m
They lived on my paper route, but | would not stop to offer them a subscription, though | made a sale
one customer farther out along the highway from them.

Not unlike a toddler, if you made eye contact with Wally, he might blurt out what was on his mind.
00se are candy bars, o6 in a nasally monotone
darkened teeth. | didn't want him touching me as a child, when memory tells me he was a decade old
than [, four years my brother's senior, and | tried to avoid his company, to escape his presence as po
and quickly as possible. Though we had occasion to visit the Bapp farm, it was always with family me
bers, and | tried to keep adults between Wally and me, although | watched him, careful not to look hi
the eye.

We occasionally met at the local grocery store, a er@om addition on my best friend's house, a quar
ter-mile closer to the highway than we, and a short distance from the Bapp farm along the paved two
lane state highway and a hundred yards off the end of Beech Street. As | grew a little older, when |
maybe nine or ten, | once came upon Wally in
he engaged me as | came up, and he wanted to have a conversation, or play a game or
something that | couldn't understand, but that | wanted to end. | managed to enter the store with him
following me, and asked Jack and Mr. Summers if | could go through the back door into their house,
where | had been many times with Jack, and would he deal with Wally, who wanted something | coulc

understand. He nodded, and he turned to Wally with a smile and | darted away. | made my way home

through the far back yards of six homes, close to the swamp because | was afraid that Wally might co

after me if he saw me on the road; he might even have come down the road toward our house looking
continue whatever engagement he had in mind. It might have been that urgent to him, and he was c
after all.




I don't know if this happened on a school day, but if it did, | had some explaining to do, but | paid a
greater price in fear and guilt and shame as only a young adolescent can for my cowardly behavior.
now | believe discretion really was the better part of valor.

Car | Kr emer iI's a new member of AAPA al thoug
pear eAdnoinny mous @uabr tienr Ityne May 2014 Bundl e.

has been a journalist in both theory and pra
edited a | ocal newspaper in northern Arkansa




