
CLUES ACROSS
1. Remain as is
5. Functional
11. News magazine
12. Popular treat
16. Area units
17. Artificial intelligence

18. Marten valued for its fur
19. Forms of matter
24. Home of the Dodgers
25. Bordering
26. Part of the eye
27. It might be nervous
28. Visualizes

29. Crest of a hill
30. Measures engine speed (abbr.)
31. Tears in a garment (Br. Eng.)
33. Not easily explained
34 Song in short stanzas
38. Detonations
39. Intestinal
40. EU cofounder Paul-Henri __
43. Balmy
44. New Mexico mountain town
45. Gobblers
49. Insecticide
50. Golf scores
51. Has its own altar
53. “Pollock” actor Harris
54. Being livable
56. NHL play-by-play man
58. “The Great Lakes State” (abbr.)
59. Unpainted
60. Swam underwater
63. Native American people
64. Containing salt
65. Exam

CLUES DOWN
1. Small bone in middle ear
2. Long, angry speech
3. Move out of
4. Male organ
5. Two-toed sloth
6. Making dirty
7. Article
8. Oil company
9. Emits coherent radiation
10. Amounts of time
13. Unit equal to one quintillion

     bytes (abbr.)
14. Forbidden by law
15. Drains away
20. Not out
21. Sea patrol (abbr.)
22. Bird genus
23. Gratuity
27. __ and feathers
29. Spiritual part of an individual
     (ancient Egypt)
30. Hot beverage
31. Pouch
32. It followed the cassette
33. Large northern deer
34. Ones who offer formally
35. Famed genie
36. Bequeathed
37. Skeletal muscle
38. Atomic #56
40. Silk garment
41. They deliver the mail
42. Equally
44. Check
45. Light-colored breed of hound
46. Drug that soothes
47. Railroads
48. Most slick
50. Jacket
51. A radio band
52. Hello
54. His and __
55. Supporter
57. Popular software suite (abbr.)
61. Railway
62. NY coastal region (abbr.)
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SUDOKU

In college, I majored in po-litical science with a specialityin international relations. Iwanted to be in the State De-partment’s Foreign Service,specializing in U.S.-Soviet rela-tions. At the time (mid 60s), wewere engaged in the Cold Warwith the USSR (Union of SovietSocialist Republics), and Iwanted to be in the thick of thefray.Plus I’d just read GeorgeKeenan’s memoirs. Kennanwas our ambassador to theUSSR and a diplomat creditedwith guiding our nation’s pathduring the turbulent, danger-ous Cold War. His life seemedexciting, meaningful, and re-warding. I wanted to be likeGeorge Keenan.And did I mention Bond,James Bond, of His Majesty’sService? At the time, I was alsobeing marinated in Bond’smovies such as the Cold Warthriller “From Russia With Love”(’63). Bond, like Kennan, alsohad a life that seemed exciting,meaningful, and rewarding, butwith lots of beautiful women—which Keenan never mentioned.I wanted to be more like JamesBond.From the end of WW II onthrough the 60s, the violent

revolutionary export of com-munism dominated the worldstage: from Mao’s communistsrevolution in China in 1949, toCastro’s communist takeoverin Cuba in 1959, followed bythe Vietnam War, and similarhot spots around the globe.Communism was spreading itsfreedom-devouring tentaclesaround the globe like someideological virus: this pan-demic of mandatory group-think and rigid speech control.Kennan was preaching“containment” of this “redmenace,” and I was called byvarious voices in my head andheart to go man that wall. ForGod and country, flag and free-dom, for family and friends.And so I tailored my cur-riculum choices to that end. Mytoughest course was the onethat taught Russian language.

The problem wasn’t the lan-guage itself—if you can hear aRussian word you can spell it,as every consonant in thisSlavic language makes a sound.The problem was that theteacher, Ms. Ovecharenko, onlyspoke Russian in class. Thiscreated an embarrassing mo-ment on the first day of classwhen I walked in late, and shelooked at me and said some-thing in Russian. I respondedin English. She started lectur-ing me in Russian, probablyabout tardiness, but whoknew? It didn’t go well.Needless to say, from thatday forward I learned somebasic Russian, such as “I’msorry I’m late; my dog ate myalarm clock” or “I just got backfrom the hospital. Great news:it’s a boy.”I was not good at Russian.

But Ms. Ovecharenko came tolike me because I told her Ihated the Soviets. Anyone whoopenly hated the Soviets auto-matically got at least a C in herclass.You see, Ms. Ovecharenko’sparents—along with about 4million other Ukrainians— diedas a result of Stalin’s “purge” inthe form of a starvation cam-paign in the 30s against Ukraine.It was all part of Stalin’s plan toreplace small farmers withstate-run collectives and to pun-ish independence-mindedUkrainians who posed a threatto his dictatorship.But—long story—I nevermade it to Moscow, as thatwould have required me cross-ing the County Line. And for awhile, that was OK, especiallyafter President Reagan got So-viet Premiere Gorbachev toblink, sneeze and bow low inthe late 80s.Under his new policies ofperestroika (restructuring)and glasnost (openness), Gor-bachev released most of theSoviet’s eastern bloc statesfrom Russia’s iron grip. TheBerlin Wall fell in 1989, andthe former satellite republicsof Russia engaged in demo-cratic elections that swept

communism out the back door.The Cold War was over.My former mission in lifehad been successfully attainedby others.But, today, my old missionhas risen from the ashes like aPhoenix. As I write, currentRussian "President For Life”Vladimir Putin has positionedhis war machinery menacinglyon the Ukrainian border,poised to invade at any mo-ment. Putin seems to desire toforcefully recoup those lost So-viet Republics that once werelocked deep in the bosom ofMother Russia, thereby re-claiming the glory that was theformer USSR.Communist China is lickingits chops at this situation—andhow we clumsily handled ourexit from Afghanistan—as iteyes its own invasion (of Tai-wan) and expansion south toAustralia and West to India.Chinese Premiere Xi, like Putin,seems unafraid of America’sresponse to his communist ex-pansion.The Cold War is back.Many experts say our ene-mies increasingly see an Amer-ica in decline—war weary,softening, politically fractured.They see a military more fo-

cused on the social goals of eq-uity, diversity and inclusionthan the military goals of pro-tecting our nation and winningwars. And they sense we areconsumed with a corrosive cul-ture war where many citizensfeel our nation—its laws, insti-tutions and founders—is in-herently racist, corrupt andunworthy of championing itstraditional values in the newworld order.Iron-fisted nations likeChina and Russia see our na-tion’s problems as proof thattheir autocratic system of gov-ernance is superior to ourwestern liberal democracymodel, and will dominate thenew world order.Which is dismaying to con-sider but not necessarily the waythings will or have to turn out.Maybe the Russians are coming,and maybe they’re not.Much of our nation’s, andthe world’s, future depends onthe actions of our younger gen-erations. Because here we sit,us older Boomers, retired andtoo bone-weary to get backinto fighting shape. And even ifwe could get back into shape,who would we fight—theMarxists over there or here?
mike carroll

I’m just sayin’
By Mike Carroll

mike.carroll@tuscolareview.com

The Russians are coming, the Russians are coming!

We finally had Christmaswith our grandkids. Betweensnow and sneezes, it was putoff for more than a month.I had gotten them a magicset, which I didn't really wantto give them because I wantedto keep it for myself. I figured Icould learn all the tricks and

then put on a magic show forthem. I could give them theprops then and teach themhow to use them.But we don't see them veryoften. I figured by the time Ilearned all the tricks, theywould be too old to care aboutit. Magic is for any age, but itbecomes harder to compete forthe kids' attention when sportsand other interests begin totake priority.Ben, the oldest at 7, loves tobe amazed by magic tricks. Hewants to see the trick doneover and over. Adam, 5, will fig-ure it out after a couple oftimes.I was trying to read the in-structions for a cup and balltrick for an inpatient Ben, so Ijust improvised and made upmy own trick. I hid a ball insideone of three cups and turnedthen upside down over identi-cal fuzzy balls. Inertia keepsthe hidden ball hidden.I told Ben that I would usemagic to move one ball to an-other cup. When I lifted the cup

with the hidden ball, therewere two balls under it. Benwas amazed every time.Meanwhile, Adam hadgrabbed one of the props andwas playing with it. It was asmall, plastic box the size of amatchbox — you know, thekind that kitchen matchescome in.Adam had the box open andsaid, "Watch," as he dropped abutton in. He closed the boxthen opened it again and thebutton was gone.That kid scares me. Fiveyears old and he's already fig-ured out a trick he'd neverseen before.His uncle said he had gottenthe boys one of those machinesthat drops a claw down to pickup a prize. When it wasn'tworking right, Adam took itapart and fixed it.The alternator in our carisn't working. I'm thinkingabout seeing if Adam will cometake a look at it.With Ben, I gave him a regu-lar deck of cards and kept a

trick deck for me so we couldboth do the old "pick a card,any card" routine. He couldn'tmake my card come out on toplike I did his. After five tries, hefinally figured out that "his"card was always the five ofhearts because my deck hadonly fives of hearts in it. He fi-nally wanted to see the rest ofmy cards. So I did an abra-cadabra and magically turnedall the cards into the five ofhearts.To convince him, I had himput his deck on top of mine. Iput them behind my back andmoved a five of hearts off the

bottom and placed it on top. Ialso snuck a few fives into myback pocket.I brought the deck back outand showed him that his cardwas again on top.To further convince him, Ihad him mix the cards up andverify that the five was not ontop. I put them behind my backagain and pulled a five ofhearts from my pocket. Magi-cally, his card was back on top.So for the next time, I hadhim remove all the fives ofhearts from the deck and mixthem up. But when I broughtthe deck back out from behind

me, lo and behold, the five ofhearts was again on top.Ben was amazed. Adamsaid, "Look in his pocket." Thisis the kid who, when shownthe "magic" of an automatictowel dispenser, said, "It's notmagic. It's science."When we first walked in, Iannounced that we had forgot-ten to bring their presents. Benfell over groaning melodramat-ically. But Adam said, "You'rejust teasing us. That's what youdo."I think it was Abe Lincolnwho said you can fool some ofthe people some of the timebut you can't fool all the peopleall the time. I don't think youcan fool Adam any of the time.This is no slight on Ben; it canbe fun to be fooled, at leastwhen you know it’s just magic.
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David Porter who can be
reached at porter@ramblin-
man.us. I think I'll take Adam
to my next poker game. He
can see a bluff from a mile
away.

Ramblin’ Man
By David Porter
porter@ramblinman.us

It’s not magic, Grandpa; it’s science

CROSSWORDPUZZLES

"Our lives begin to end the
day we become silent about
things that matter.”Martin Luther King left thistimely thought for us. And twoparticular things come tomind--our health and wellbe-ing and our luxury of living in ademocratic society. If we wantto preserve these things, weneed to speak up. We need toact in ways to protect them.Neither is guaranteed.

Roger Tice, Sullivan
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