



News and Notes:


KIA meeting, Monday, May 5th (tentative)


Alonsoville Picnic, Sunday, May 25 (see flyer)


Don’t forget to pay your annual KIA dues These help fund the picnic and other 
events and cover the cost of our insurance.  


$40-checks can be dropped off at 

500 or 502 Wingate Road 


or

Venmo: KIA/Alonsoville @KESWICK_BMORE


Thank you for supporting the KIA.  
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On the Street (Lights)


By David Bolton


You may have noticed in March the addition of a floodlight across from 409 Wingate 
Road. Come darkness, its glare flooded the porch. Down at 405, the light forced me 
to close the curtains of my bedroom. The brightness gave the impression of a prison 
yard. The following morning, Don Berger was on the phone with City Hall. His 
persistence paid off. The floodlight was replaced with a amber light. Much better. 
Thank you, Don. See you on the porch. 


Adventures in Housesitting

By Cyndy Serfas

This past Feb/March Larry 
and I were invited to look 
after two sheep in the 
Cotswold, UK. Our 
lodgings would be a stone 
cottage in a small hamlet 
called Chedworth. The 
remote location required us 
to rent a car to get around. 
On previous trips to Europe 
we have done everything 
possible to avoid driving 
but to accept this invitation 
we had to buck up and 
drive on the left. We did.


We spent our first five days in London getting over jet lag and seeing the sights. We 
then traveled to the market town of Cirencester to pick up our rental car. We decided 
beforehand that Larry would be the navigator, and I would be the driver. I read up on 
people’s experiences and advice about driving on the opposite side of the road 
before leaving. One tip said, “It’s helpful to have a partner reminding you to KEEP 
LEFT”. I can say that proved true and sometimes I was reminded “YOU’RE TOO FAR 
LEFT”.


Holly and Ivy, our Swedish Valais Blacknose sheep by Cyndy Serfas
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After surviving eight 
roundabouts between the 
rental car company and our 
cottage we settled in. Our 
sheep, Holly and Ivy, trotted to 
the fence to greet us.

The surrounding area was 
beautiful. Stone houses, stone 
walls, beautiful hillside fields 
and hedges. Every day we saw 
a plethora of field birds, male 
and female pheasants, grouse 
and wood pigeons.


While we are now a bit 
beyond our vigorous hiking 
days, we still like to go out in 
the countryside. There were several good hikes right from the house across meadows 
and woodlands. The birdsong was impressive everywhere we visited.


After gaining confidence on the roads and narrow lanes we enjoyed the freedom of 
having a car. Nearly every day we visited a British landmark, country estates, castles 

and gardens, storybook 
villages and pubs. But 
what I want to tell you 
about is the landmark we 
visited on our last full 
day. Belas Knot.


The day prior, on our way 
to Sudeley Castle, we 
were rerouted because 
of a road closure. As we 
neared our destination 
we saw a brown historical 
marker for Belas Knot 
pointing across the lane 
to an inviting, woodland 

path leading up the hill. The sign had an unusual symbol on it. It piqued our curiosity, 
and we knew we’d have to investigate.


Photo by Cyndy Serfas

An aerial view of Belas Knap. Photo from English Heritage website.
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The next day, which was our very last day before traveling home, we drove back to the 
site. The woodland path climbed uphill. It was very steep. It opened onto an 
expansive hill meadow. A sign let us know we were on the Cotswolds Way and Belas 
Knap was ahead. We climbed the field to the top where it leveled out. The trail then 
entered into forest along side a moss covered stone wall and moss covered tall trees. 
After about 100 yards we arrived. There before us was a large earthen burial mound.


Bellas Knap is a 5,500 years old Neolithic long barrow. It was discovered and 
excavated in 1863 — 1865. It is a large earthen mound with a “false entrance” and 
several side entrances where human remains were found/buried. The side entrances 
are now excavated and you can walk inside and sit in the small chambers. It was 

fascinating. The structure sits 
on the top of a hill in the 
middle of nowhere between 
two agricultural fields.


We spent time walking 
around the mound and 
imagining the people who 
made it. Did they look like 
us? Yes, but shorter and 
quite muscular. Did they 
speak? Yes, but I doubt we 
would understand. Why 
build such a large mound 
and only use small side 
chambers? Why have a false 
entrance? So many things to 
contemplate. We saw many 
wonderful places on our trip 
but Belas Knap was one of 
the most unexpected and 
interesting site we have ever 
by good fortune stumbled 
across.


Belas Knap Trail by Cyndy Serfas
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Belas Knap trail by Cyndy Serfas

Cotswalds Way by Cyndy Serfas
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A Cooking Life


By Nick Sheridan


I look at the fruit:


Dark purple, almost black, glistening


Scents of summer sun after a rainstorm.


I pause,


Bring my mouth close to the skin, lick the shiny surface, 


softly pressing my teeth into the flesh:


Sweet juice spurting into my mouth and down my chin


I feel the faint resistance from fibers,


Lush harvest taste of fully ripe fruit 


from a well tended orchard:


I am eating my first plum of the season.


The glory of desserts: My great aunt Dodo took me and my sister out to the roof café 
over a department store, There I discovered the Nickerbocker Glory, a wonderful feast 
of a dessert: layers of different colored ice creams, a round slice of sponge cake, fruit 
and sweet syrups, covered with a swirl of whipped cream. Part of the glory was its 
height: so tall that a little boy had to stand up to eat it.


A nondescript café in a row of shops on the outskirts of Oxford held a dessert that I 
have remembered for half a century, created by young chef Raymond Blanc. A ring of 
delicate puff pastry tasting of almost burnt butter and air, enclosed a small ball of lime 
sorbet. Though there were no pieces of peel, the ice was definitely flavored with both 
the juice and the rind of this fruit I had rarely tasted. Over the top of this concoction 
was a small dome of caramelized sugar, dark and bitter, waiting to be shattered by my 
spoon. This small dish contained all the four classic elements of taste: sweet, sour, 
bitter and salty, and a pleasurable mixture of both texture and temperature: a visual 
and sensory delight I’ve stored in my memory box.
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How About Some Cats?


By The Cat Friends of Alonsoville


In strange times, when the weary world seems like it’s about to spin you off into some 
mysterious unknown, it’s always helpful to have a furry friend (or two) to bring you 
back down to planet Earth.


This is Gertrude on the tank and Maggie on the seat, greeting us every morning when 
we wake up. They want to be fed and won’t allow any delay. 


The Proctor cats of Atwick Rd., by Theresa Proctor
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Timothy and Marcel are the best of friends by Theresa Bedoya
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As I understand it, Catullo thinks Gus is a weird-looking cat, and Gus agrees that 
Catullo is a weird-looking dog.


Gus Jenquin (Havanese puppy) & Catullo Laidlaw (SPCA alley cat), by Anne Laidlaw

Catullo after a hard day's work, by Anne Laidlaw
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The Charlies

By Eric Gordon

Say hello to Charlie the cat(s)!  
Charlie is a series of stuffed 
pillow buddies.  When my 
brother and I were little, our 
mother Dorothy was very 
active sewing just about 
everything you could 
imagine.  This series of near 
identical stuffed cats were 
made from reclaimed scraps 
of her denim maternity 
clothes, stuffed with even 
more of the same scraps.  She 
created the simple pattern 
and chose mostly strong fabrics that have stood up to all sorts of action over their 
many years of use.  I’m currently attempting to recreate the pattern to make my own 
series of Charlies as part a project of my own.


A (Covid) stroll along Stony Run

By Nick Sheridan

The wind washes the tree leaves dappled with sunlight and shade, as I prepare myself 
for the outside: Floppy sun hat, shorts, sandals and of course, the obligatory mask; 
then out through the back door, blink at the brightness of the sun and walk to the 
path. Should I have taken a book, or just enjoy nature with my eyes and my camera?

A sign announces that the park it is closed ‘Dusk to Dawn’, reminding me of the sad 
Delta Dawn country song. A fairly steep slope downwards on a dirt path strewn with 
stones is uncomfortable, until I come to a break: a pathway on the left half covered 
with branches, leading to flat rocks to sit on, and a recently used fire pit, reminding 
me of smoked fish. I’ll stop here with my novel next time, but there’s more to explore 
ahead: another steep path and the sound of flowing water leads me to a wooden 
footbridge over the Stony Run stream, glistening in the sunlight.

There’s a four-way intersection of paths on the other side and I have to decide: a 
rocky journey downstream close to the water, a labeled trail, an avenue of oak trees 
that slopes upwards maybe to ‘A mansion in the sky’, from that same Tanya Tucker 
song. But I decide on the more even path upstream lined with pink tinged daisies and 

The Charlies (two of many) by Dorothy Gordon
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brambles. Soon, to my surprise, it opens up to a big field, and in the distance, 
someone walking her large German Shepherd. Nobody has mowed the grass in a 
while. Are all the employees sick?

I hear panting behind me and step aside to let a tall jogger run by, the back of his 
blue t-shirt stained with sweat. Solitary, I had taken my mask off, so I stand the 
obligatory six feet away from him. In a few minutes the arch of an old concrete bridge 
is above me and the stream is encased in concrete too, with intricately painted graffiti 
on the far side, including this interesting observation: “All Fun and Games till your 
old!” - not sure I agree but curious to know whether one of us oldies perched in the 
cold water to write this misspelled creed.

Just beyond the bridge, with the sound of traffic competing with the water, is an 
attractive wooden footbridge. I put my mask on my hot face – it’s uncomfortable but 
so it goes. I head home, but eagerly await a future exploration of one of the peaceful 
paths not taken.


One Last Word


By David Bolton


Recently Denise and I took a vacation with three destinations: Tucson to see old 
friends, Joshua Tree National Park, totally mind-blowing, and Los Angeles, where we 
stayed with new friends, topped off with yours truly meeting the Rare Bird publisher 
of my latest novel, Whispering Pines. It was a wonderful two weeks, just what we 
needed in late winter. I won’t bore you with the details. 


On Monday, March 10th, we flew United non-stop to BWI, landing around 4pm. A cab 
took us to Alonsoville. Once we unpacked and settled in, we assumed our usual pre-
dinner spot on the front porch. Sipping bourbon, we watched people pass back and 
forth on Wingate, mothers with strollers, a jogger or two, children on bikes, and, of 
course, people with their dogs. One of them was John Dean, with his faithful mutt, 
Louie. His happy whistle made me want to sing. Our neighbors, Dennis and Neetu 
and Katherine and Tom, welcomed us back. Another neighbor, Don Berger, joined us 
on the porch steps, resulting in a conversation on poetry, baseball and “he who will 
not be named.” 


In the words of Judy Garland, there’s no place like home. I view Alonsoville as a 
sanctuary of sanity. When I look across the street at the picket fence, I think of Thorton 
Wilder’s play, Our Town. Alonsoville is a slice of past life in small-town America. We 
are blessed to live here.




Spring, 2025	 	 12


	Issue No. 16
	Brought to you by:
	In this Issue:
	News and Notes:

