
 

CONGRATULATIONS  
ARE IN ORDER: 

Paul’s sister, Jennifer, and 
her husband, Mark, just had 

a new baby boy in July!  

Happy Birthday  

Samuel Christian! 

 

Still… let’s not get our 
hopes up. There are no 
babies in our extended 

forecast... 

There’s nothing in this world 
more exciting to me than the 
sight of a bunch of dead-
looking trees. More 
specifically, dead-looking trees 
against a backdrop of dying 
grasses and orange sky. 

If this sounds like a scene 
from some kind of sci-fi flick 
where all the people are burned 
up by radiation — well, then 
you’re not quite getting my 
drift. I’m not talking death and 
destruction here. I’m talking 
about the most perfect time of 
the year. That time when 
things in the Midwest lie 
dormant, and the cool breezes 
blow happiness into our homes. 

NOT like this crazy ninety 
degree heat we’ve been having 
lately. More like a breath of 
fresh air. A time to reflect and 
be thankful for all the things 
we’ve been blessed with. A time 
for stews and soups and baking 
bread… for eating and drinking 
and being content. 

I know that the children of the 
world are cursing my name as 
they prepare to return to 
school — to the drudgery of 
math and science and (ew.) 
reading. But I would challenge 
each one of them to look at the 
bigger picture — to appreciate 
this incredible moment of 
transformation that they are 
observing. NOW is the time for 
new beginnings. NOW is the 

time for life-changing 
experiences.  

Trust me, kids, you’ll 
understand what I’m saying… 
SOMEDAY. 

I keep thinking back to some 
of my first memories of 
FALL. Getting all dressed up 
in my little plaid skirt and 
white blouse. Yanking those 
horrible knee socks up to my 
knees, and putting on my little 
brown shoes. I remember 
what a little geek I looked 
like — and how, according to 
the news channel, I could 
blame everything on some 
weird guy named John Malon. 
(“My mom dresses me like 
this cuz of John Malon” — 
remember that?) 

I remember sitting at my 
desk, all prepared for 
everything to begin again. I 
remember opening up my 
reading book and thinking 
that all those stories looked 
pretty interesting.  

I had great aspirations. I had 
high hopes. I just knew that 

this was going to be the year 
for a BIG CHANGE. I was 
going to be a huge success. 

OF COURSE, it all became 
humdrum before too long. A 
few weeks into the school 
year all of my knee socks had 
holes in them from falling 
down on the playground. I 
began to catch on to the fact 
that there was no way my 
mother was communicating 
with that man on TV every 
morning — so the way I was 
dressing had nothing to do 
with being “cool”. And those 
crazy stories in our reading 
book — well, they weren’t as 
interesting as they seemed. 

BUT… BUT… I still think 
there’s something to be said 
for the hope that lingers 
around in the Autumnal 
breeze. Even if it’s just for 
one, brief moment — there is 
an aura of POSSIBILITY 
behind the commercialism of 
the “back to school” season. 

I think that God put it there 
to remind us all that we need 
to take a moment to reflect on 
the things in life that are 
really important — like knee 
socks. 

Or maybe we need to give 
those dead-looking trees our 
full attention. They’re telling 
us something…  
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Life In Exile  by Elmo 

You think you have it altogether. 
You’ve been gardening for a few good 
years, and you think you have things 
pretty well figured out. You know 
when to seed, when to water, what 
sorts of fertilizer might make or 
break your blooms… and suddenly 
something super simple becomes a 
tragedy. 

Take growing fennel for instance. 

Fennel is like an onion. You plant it, 
water it and watch it grow. And one 
day towards the end of summer, you 
come outside and pluck it from the 
ground. At least that’s what I 
thought. 

Turns out fennel isn’t so simple. 

For one thing, fennel is like a magnet 
for all species of REALLY disgusting 
bugs. Little black bugs, ants… and 
worst of all, HUGE green caterpillars 
that are really hard to smoosh. 

One day we came out to survey our 
lovely herb patch, when we discovered 
that our fennel was crawling with the 
aforementioned caterpillar villains. 
“Oh ick!” I thought to myself, “Better 
get Paul.” So, I fetched my darling 
husband and asked if he would please 
deal with the yucky beasts. He 
plucked each one from the plant and 
mashed its head with a rock, while I 

stood by making faces and 
occasionally saying something akin to 
“ICK” or “YUCK”.  

I probably should have gone directly 
over to my gardening supplies, 
picked up a nice bottle of 
insecticidal soap and sprayed 
the daylights out of the fennel 
plant. At least that would’ve 
made the leaves TASTE bad. 

But I didn’t. 

Instead, I sat in wait for the 
caterpillars to return.  I lost sleep 
thinking about their slimey little 
bodies. I grew itchy as I imagined 
them crawling up my sad little white 
legs. And eventually I couldn’t take it 
any longer. 

I went outside and pulled the fennel. 
I hoped, in the back of my mind, that 
because it was the end of August, 
that the plant would be matured 
enough for me to salvage some of its 
tender bulb — maybe for a salad, or a 
pan of scrambled eggs. I prayed that 
it would AT LEAST be large enough 
for me to nibble its succulent flesh 
and get some joy out of it before 
tossing its leaves to the wind. 

But no.  

I pulled that fennel plant and gazed 
at its puny body in disappointment. 

There was almost NOTHING there. 
No succulent bulb. No hint of 
maturity. Just a tiny bunch of dirty 
roots and the suggestion of white 

peeking out from above. 

Realizing that if I didn’t do 
something, I would have to 
write an article in the 
newsletter telling everyone 
how I killed my fennel. So, I 
decided to save the plant. 

Carefully, I dug a new hole in the 
ground and placed the fennel plant 
back into the soil. I pressed the soil 
firmly against its root system and 
gave it a bit of water to nourish it. 
Then I went back into the house. 

The EVIL fennel plant refused my 
kind offer of life. Instead, he 
proceeded to DIE — slowly and 
painfully. First, by bending over to 
the ground as if he had a bad back. 
Next by turning yellow at his tips and 
frowning a lot. Thirdly by turning 
completely brown and scaring the 
parsley next to him half to death. 

Needless to say, I went outside to 
find him one day, brown and useless 
and DEAD. I promptly yanked him and 
threw him in my WAUWATOSA 
APPROVED YARD WASTE BIN. Then, 
I went into the house and began to 
write this article. 

delicious Iams cat food, and leaving me 
with her disgusting baby food to 
eat. She does this, of course, 
after everyone has gone in the 
morning — and I have no choice 
but to succumb to her wishes. 

She has also absconded ALL of 
my pleasant sleeping spots. The 
rocking chair in the living room. 

The window sills. The bed. She leaves 
her putrid odor all over everything and 
will not allow me to reclaim my space. 

My masters also do not seem to 
understand that it is wretched for us 

Dear Diary - 

Things are not the same around 
our house since they brought that 
infernal female to stay here. She 
is filling my life with cow poop. 

First of all, it seems that Zoe 
overhead some sort of rumor while 
she was at the veterinarian — 
something about how in a house 
like ours, the female will generally 
become the “alpha cat”. She has taken 
this news to heart and is proceeding to 
make me obey her every whim.         
First of all, she has taken to eating my 

both to share the same litterbox. It is 
humiliating to have another cat staring 
at me while I … ahem… do my duty. 
Especially when it’s a snotty little girl 
who smirks and makes nasty comments 
about my aging physique. 

We won’t even talk about the girl’s 
hideous manners. She is constantly 
attacking me, stealing my toys, and 
chasing me around the house. It is as if 
she has no control over her behavior. 

Something must change around here, if 
I am to remain… Oh, no. She is coming. 
I must sign off. Until later… 
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GARDEN UPDATE: How to Kill Fennel in One Easy Lesson 



and take on a creamy texture. It 
looked like we were headed for 
success… and then we tasted the rice. 

      “CARUUUUNCH!!!” 

Nope. It wasn’t done. 

For very close to an hour, we 
stirred that rice, 
occasionally pausing to 
season and taste it to check 
for doneness. FINALLY, 

after what seemed like an eternity 
(and a great arm workout), our risotto 
was complete. We added a bit of 
coconut, the Thai basil and a bit of 
cheese. The stuff looked pretty close 
to perfect. 

And it was.  By this time, we were 
VERY hungry people, and we ate with 
relish. Paul declared risotto his “new 
favorite” — and  so we’re looking 
forward to experimenting with other 
flavors… and maybe that arborio rice 
as well. 

It’s a misconception to assume that 
rice is simply rice. The unassuming 
grain has an amazing versatility. A 
versatility that Peef and Lo have only 
begun to understand. 

Our understanding began with a 
culinary experiment of sorts. 

It was a day like any other day — 
though probably cooler than most. We 
had been toying with the idea of 
making risotto for a while, but for 
some reason the dish sounded… well… 
ordinary. Why spend all that time 
stirring and watching rice when you 
could just make a pot of rice and 
throw all sorts of stuff into the pot 
with it later on? 

Nevertheless, after many 
recommendations from Lori’s friend 
Natasha, we decided to try our hand 
at this mysterious dish. To make 
things interesting, we decided to 
create a THAI risotto with a few of 

is more than disturbed by her presence. 

Zoe is also a screamer. Yes. She 
screams. All the time. The 
girl sounds like she’s got 
problems. BIG problems. And 
all you have to do is touch 
her ever-so-slightly in the 
wrong place. 

Taking her to the vet is a 
real treat. The moment the 
vet comes into the room and prepares 
to begin her examination, Zoe lets out a 
wail that people in the waiting area can 
hear. My sister Keri happened to be 
along during one of our visits, and she 
can verify that the kitten is “crazy”. 

Nevertheless, Zoe has her moments. 
When she’s just woken up from a nap, 
she’s the perfect kitten. Limp as a little 
dishrag, she’ll allow you to pet her 
tummy without complaint — at least 
until she’s awake enough to realize what 

You’d think the name “zoe” would be 
sedate and honorable enough to 
influence our kitten to be a sweet, 
young thang. You’d think the name 
“moonpool” would evoke calmness, 
serenity, peace and delight. You’d think 
she’d be a wonder to behold. 

Well, she is.  

But she’s not quite what we expected. 
In fact, she’s a far cry from anything 
serene and peaceful. She’s THIS close 
to obnoxia. She’s about 1/8th of an inch 
away from being lunatic. She’s 
completely crazed. 

I guess one could say: She’s a kitten. 

Zoe is like a little warrior princess 
(maybe we should have named her 
Xoe?). She flings and flangs her little 
body around the house like a 
crazywoman, climbing up the couch, 
swinging from the tablecloth and racing 
over the top of unsuspecting Elmo, who 

it is that you’re actually doing to her. 

She also has “spontaneous moments” of 
friendliness. These are the 
times when she begins 
purring and runs over to 
the first person she sees 
for attention. At these 
times, one could veritably 
call her a “lap cat”. She’s 
been known to climb into 

the crevice of one’s knee and fall asleep 
happily — cute as a button. 

It’s possible that the cat is just manic-
depressive. Maybe she has a mental 
imbalance that causes her to lose 
control of her faculties at times and 
become EVIL. Maybe she has a bit of a 
Jekyll and Hyde complex. And it’s also 
possible that she’s just reaching her 
“teenage years” and rebelling against 
authority. At this point, we’re just 
being patient… and very, very hopeful. 
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the Thai peppers from our garden, as 
well as a bit of Thai basil — YUM. 

First we chopped onions, carrot, 
garlic, bok choy and 
shrimp. Lo heated some 
chicken broth up on the 
stove and melted some oil  
in a pot. When she added 
the rice and a splash of 
lime, the adventure began. 

Of course, we knew we were doing it 
wrong from the beginning — using 
black Japonica rice instead of 
arborio. Lo knew that the directions 
in all of her cookbooks would be 
rendered useless, since it was “not 
recommended” to use any other rice. 
But we plugged on anyway. 

Adding the chicken broth — four 
whole cups of it — to the rice 1/2 cup 
at a time, and stirring endlessly, we 
began to see a scant amount of 
progress. The rice began to soften 
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And we repeat: 
WHAZZUP? 
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