
 

  



 
 

 

The Midrust Postcard Project &  
Midrust Short Stories 

Tumbled within the Midwest and the Rust Belt you’ll find places that are 
a little bit of both. Places where a short drive will take you from the red 
brick buildings of old downtowns to the red-sided barns of generations-
old farms.  

This is The Midrust. 

The stories here are not just of fields and factories. The stories here are 
unexpected. Odd. Imaginative. Engaging.  

The Midrust Postcard Project covers 1,000 miles and over 100 years. The 
project uses the art and perspective of vintage postcards and their senders 
to uncover, and recover, our history.  

This project is the inspiration for Midrust Short Stories. These stories 
take special postcards and provide a possible look at the world behind the 
inscription. 

To experience the project visit @kennethjweiss on Instagram 
 

© 2022 Kenneth J. Weiss 

www.kennethjweiss.com 

 

 

 

 

    The Midrust is a registered trademark owned by Kenneth J. Weiss 



 

 



 
Kenneth J. Weiss 

Bleed 
1 

 

Sunday, March 24, 1946 – A Hidden Location, The Hills Beyond 

Beatty, West Virginia  

“When I’m done wit ya, yer gonna crawl away missing pieces of 

yerself,” Taddy spit at Wojcik. 

Taddy watched Wojcik’s eyes. The brows lifted a little in the 

center. The lids dropped in the corners. That’s exactly what Taddy wanted 

to see: fear. 

Taddy looked at the makeshift ringmaster, an ugly specimen 

named Odd Daniel. He earned the nickname by letting the boxing matches 

go on far longer than they should. He seemed to enjoy watching men 

bleed, and his oddness went beyond the abandoned barn where the fights 

took place. A few of the other coal miners had witnessed him cut the 

wings off a parakeet with a buck knife and watch it hop around his shack 

until it fell over. When it couldn’t right itself, he stomped it to death with 

his bare foot. 

Taddy saw Odd Daniel smile. They both knew he was going to 

pummel Wojcik. 

Taddy walked back to his corner of the ring which was just a space 

at the far end of the cavernous old barn. He looked up and could see the 

trusses of the barn’s roof. He paused noticing how all of the individual 

sections fit together, rigid but somehow graceful. “Interesting,” he 

mumbled to himself.  
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The miners were placing their bets on the fight in every corner of 

the barn. Taddy was smaller and much younger than Wojcik. Most 

thought him to be eighteen but he was really only fifteen. But Taddy was 

fierce. Everyone at this mine, and even at others mines, knew about 

Taddy. Word about Taddy had traveled. Wojcik was loud and sloppy 

when he drank. The others liked him when he was sober, but drunk, 

tonight, he needed a good bloodying. Then again, he was bigger than 

Taddy. The money was passed at a furious pace to the ancient man 

holding the bets. 

The ringmaster called for the final wagers and the bell was rung. 

Taddy liked to move in fast and swing for the head. Wojcik knew 

it, they had fought before, so he raised his hands when Taddy charged. 

Taddy ducked under his elbow, spun behind him, and hammered him with 

two shots to the kidneys. Wojcik immediately dropped to his knees.  

Kidney punches were not allowed, a man could bleed to death in 

his own piss, after all, but the crowd didn’t seem to mind. Odd Daniel 

quickly bent down in front of Wojcik to enjoy the look of pain on his face. 

Wojcik’s eyes pleaded for some form if intervention. 

“Well, are ya dumb? Ya gotta fight with him, now don’t ya?” Odd 

Daniel offered Wojcik. 

Taddy retreated to his corner, and took a gulp from a beer while 

Wojcik struggled to his feet. 
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When Wojcik gained his footing, Taddy charged him. Instead of 

throwing punches, Taddy drove him backwards until he was stopped by a 

group of men lining the ring. When Wojcik had no place to go, Taddy 

hammered away at his stomach. Taddy felt him buckle, took a step back, 

and threw a powerful uppercut. Most in the crowd thought he missed, but 

Taddy hit him where he wanted, square in the throat. 

Wojcik spit some blood and looked at Odd Danniel. “What’s 

that?” He coughed. 

“Yer blood. Now fight ‘em,” Odd Daniel replied. 

“He’s hurt,” Taddy said to himself. On a typical night he would 

play with him some more, but this was his second fight and he was tired. 

When Wojcik turned to look back at Taddy, the bridge of his nose was 

knocked under his left eye by an overhead punch. 

Wojcik hit the floor, and Taddy walked back to his corner to 

collect his winnings. 

 

Monday, March 25, 1946 – A Coal Mine Beyond Beatty, West 

Virginia 

Taddy and his mining partner L. Roy G., who most people thought 

was his uncle but wasn’t,  just a drunk that Taddy met in a boxcar, walked 

into the tally shack to collect their metal tags for the day. These would be 

attached to each full cart of coal they loaded in the mine to keep track of 

their production. 
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“Grab a big stack, L. Roy, I’m feeling especially industrious 

today,” Taddy said smiling. 

“Not sa quick, Taddy,” the clerk said. “The boss man wants to 

have a word wit ya.” 

“What does Alstock want with me?” Taddy said noticing the 

clerk’s nervous twitch. 

“Not Alstock. Beckner.” 

“Ah. The big boss man,” L. Roy said looking at Taddy. 

Taddy could tell L. Roy was trying to smile, but they both knew 

this was serious. 

“Take our tags and wait for me. Don’t go in,” Taddy said turning 

for the door. 

Taddy walked up the long, steep road to the mining office at the 

top of the hill. 

Beckner was the enemy and Taddy knew it. “I ain’t talked with no 

union organizers.” He thought to himself. “Ain’t stole nothing. Ain’t takin 

liberties with no one’s daughter.” He had no idea why Beckner wanted to 

see him. “Can’t be good,” he concluded as he walked slowly up the hill. 

Taddy climbed the stairs to the porch of the two-story white 

clapboard building. The door was tall and ornate with two side windows. 

He debated whether to knock or not. Never been there. The decision was 
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made for him when a secretary spotted him through the window and 

opened the door. 

“Taddy Ahearn?” 

“Yes’am.” 

“Come in, Mr. Beckner is waiting for you.” 

Taddy looked around. The wood paneling reached to his shoulder 

and had thick moldings. The newel post and banister of the stairs in front 

of him were wrapped with incredible carvings. “Well would you look at 

that,” Taddy thought when he spotted a wooden lion sitting on a pedestal 

at the base of the stairs. 

The place smelled like wood polish, coffee, and cigar smoke.  

“Why does Beckner want to see me?” 

“It’s Mister Beckner. Just follow me,” the secretary said heading 

up the stairs. 

Taddy glanced to the window checking the light. Being in here too 

long was a risk. People might begin to think he was in cahoots with these 

arseholes in some way. The secretary opened a door at the top of the 

landing and gestured for Taddy to enter. Taddy saw three men inside. Two 

in business clothes, and one dressed like a Pinkerton. 

“Oh bloody hell,” Taddy thought looking at the Pinkerton. These 

were the men who were brought into to break strikes and eliminate pro-

union leaders. They’d kill you or simply make you disappear.  
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“Is that him?” Beckner said looking at the Pinkerton. 

Taddy saw Beckner’s finger pointing at him, and instinctively 

shuffled to his right. 

The Pinkerton just nodded. 

Beckner smiled and extended his hand. “Taddy Ahearn, right? 

Have a seat.” 

The smile seemed genuine, but shaking his hand was like shaking 

with the devil. Taddy shook his hand reluctantly. 

“I’m Jim Beckner. This is my brother Charlie.” The man behind 

him smiled. He pointed to the Pinkerton, “We call him Captain.” 

Taddy sat in the chair. The most comfortable chair he had ever sat 

in. He subconsciously rubbed the leather and added the scent to the roster 

of smells.  

“So Captain here says you are quite the fighter.” 

“No…I don’t know anything about no fights,” Taddy said. 

“Show him your teeth,” Captain said from the corner of the room. 

“My what?”  

“Your teeth.” 

Beckner smiled and leaned forward in his chair. 

Charlie leaned in behind Beckner. 
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“What the blazes is this?” Taddy thought, but what’s the 

difference? 

He pulled his lips back with his fingers. 

“Still has them all. Look at that,” Beckner said. 

“Not bad,” Charlie added. 

“Alstock says you are smart, too. Really smart,” Beckner said. 

Taddy looked at him. Beckner looked like a hero in a picture show. 

Square chin. Dark hair. He considered this and shifted his glance to 

Charlie. Same looks, but more polished somehow. “Never been to school. 

Much. But I can read mostly. Cipher,” Taddy said. 

“We know L. Roy G. isn’t really your uncle,” Captain said from 

the corner of the room. 

Taddy could feel Beckner and Charlie waiting for a response. 

Taddy decided not to give them one. 

“What about your folks?” Beckner asked. 

“What to tell them?” Taddy thought. The truth was that they were 

both shot in the back during a bootleg liquor deal that went bad. The 

sheriff found them lying face down on a tailings pile with bullets in the 

back of their heads. It was ruled an accident, and everybody knew not to 

ask questions. “They aint around.” 

“Any other kin?” Beckner pressed. 
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Taddy considered his answer. He had lived with his grandfather for 

most of his life, a clay miner from Beatty with a great, bushy beard and a 

taste for “licker.” He could never say “Teddy,” only “Taddy,” and the 

name stuck. He had beaten Taddy so many times, that Taddy got sick of it, 

and he had run away years ago. He wasn’t sure if the old man was alive or 

dead. “No.” 

The three men exchanged looks.  

“Could work,” Beckner said looking at Charlie. 

Charlie nodded and looked at Taddy. “I have a situation that I 

thought you might be able to help with. I run a factory in Parsons. A few 

counties to the east.” 

Taddy thought he knew where this is going. “Listen I ain’t a snitch. 

I ain’t going to go somewhere and pretend to be a new worker and give 

y’all the names of people think’n about a union.” 

The three looked at each other. Taddy saw the looks and knew 

instantly they must have done it before. 

Charlie raised his palms. “No. No, Taddy. Nothing like that. It’s 

about unions, sure, but nothing like that.” 

“What then?” 

Charlie looked serious and sad. “My wife and son, Charlie Junior, 

are getting some threats.” Taddy saw some fear in his eyes, “We are trying 
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to crack…,” he stopped himself. “We are trying to prevent some 

unionization, and not everyone likes that.” 

“I don’t,” Taddy thought to himself. He was sick of the hours and 

the low pay. He would welcome a union if he thought getting it wouldn’t 

cost him his job.  

“There have been a few incidents in town, and around school,” 

Charlie continued, “We think it would be better if Charlie Junior, had 

someone around.” 

“Isn’t that what he’s for?” Taddy said, jerking his thumb to the 

Pinkerton. 

The men laughed.  

“Told you he was smart,” Beckner said to Charlie. 

Captain shifted nervously.  

“I’m trying to do this without causing any unnecessary attention,” 

Charlie said. “And he doesn’t exactly blend into the background.” 

Taddy looked at them, Charlie seemed nice enough. Beckner 

surprisingly, too. But he knew how things followed you. “Not interested.” 

Captain chortled in the corner. 

“Taddy,” Charlie said reassuringly, “I’m willing to pay 

you…say… $3.50 a day.” 
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The number hit Taddy in the stomach. That was twice what he 

made mining, and, more than two extra fights per week. But to be a 

traitor?  

Taddy paused and realized he was rubbing the leather arms of the 

chair with both thumbs. He made himself stop and turned the number over 

in his mind. Parsons was a long way away. “Don’t matter,” he corrected 

himself. Word travels. Even that far. But that kind of money. “When?” 

Taddy finally said.  

“Right now.” 

Taddy looked out the window at the mine. He thought about living 

in the small room with L. Roy. He thought about cave-ins and old men 

coughing up black phlegm. And, he thought about having no 

opportunities, no life to speak of, and no way out. “You pay me the first 

month up front.” 

“Deal.” 

“And…” Taddy stared at him. This was a different kind of 

sparring. “You square me with the company store. No debt.” 

Beckner glanced at a note on his desk. He winked at Charlie and 

smiled the smallest smile. A bargain. “Deal.” 

“I’ll go get my things. Won’t take long.” 

A few hours later Taddy climbed into the passenger seat of a 1940 

Chevrolet Special DeLuxe and left the mine forever. 
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Tuesday, March 26, 1946 – Gauley Bridge, West Virginia 

Taddy awoke to the sound of a soft knock on the door. 

“Taddy, it’s Charlie. Time to go. “ 

Taddy looked around at the room at the motor inn. He had a hard 

time shaking the fog. Charlie apologized the night before about the 

accommodations. “Why?” Taddy had thought to himself. This was the 

nicest bed he had ever slept in. He felt a little guilty about having his own 

room when it had two perfectly good beds, but he knew that Charlie was 

not completely comfortable with him. After all, he was hired because of 

his violent capabilities.  

Taddy dressed and found Charlie waiting at the car with a box 

wrapped in a red string, “We’ll eat on the way if that’s OK.” 

“Sure.” 

They pulled out of the parking lot onto the winding road. 

“Open it up,” Charlie said. 

Taddy fiddled with the knot and finally slipped the string to the 

side. He looked at Charlie. 

“Donuts. You know. Donuts,” Charlie said. 

Taddy shrugged. 

“Help yourself.” 
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The powdered sugar and cinnamon dropped onto his pants as 

Taddy took his first bite. He tried hard not to smile.  

Taddy watched the hills and the towns roll by for the remainder of 

the day. For the most part it was the same picture replayed every few 

hours: A winding road, a holler that opened into a narrow valley, a little 

main street lined with shops and red brick businesses, some blocks of tidy 

homes, and then the street petered out into a winding road in the hollers. 

Again and again. 

Taddy found Charlie to be soft spoken and reflective. But, Taddy 

didn’t have too much to contribute to the conversation really. He knew the 

mine. Had no family. Didn’t listen to baseball on the radio. Stayed out of 

bars because he was too young, mostly. So Charlie filled the time telling 

Taddy about the life ahead. He had been married to a wonderful lady 

named Charlotte for over twenty-five years. “Charlie and Mrs. Charlie,” 

he said. His father had loaned him money to buy a small radio 

manufacturer. Mostly stuff for the Army. They moved here from 

Connecticut. He had bought in during the Depression. It was cheap. 

Timing was good. When World War II hit, business took off. The 

government was buying field radios, head sets and other gear for the 

troops. Their contract was small compared to the big guys. “But around 

here,” he said raising his eyebrows to Taddy, “It was high cotton.” 

“What?” 

“High cotton. You know - good times.” 
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But the war ended. The government needed less, and the market 

was filled with war surplus. 

Taddy followed the story, mostly.  

Charlie turned serious. “It’s a little tough right now. That’s why 

you are here.” 

Taddy studied him for a moment. He had forgotten that he was 

riding in a car with someone from the other side. “I like to know what I’m 

walking into. So spill it.” He was immediately embarrassed by how that 

sounded. Charlie had been decent to him after all. 

“Our contracts were good during the war, but we put a lot of 

money into the business. New equipment, a lab, those sorts of things.” 

Taddy saw him glance over, and Taddy nodded that he understood.  

Charlie continued. “We were told that the war could go on for 

years. Nobody knew we had the atom bomb.” He shook his head. “We had 

always been good to our workers, but once the war ended a little of the 

patriotism went out the window, and now they are talking about a union.” 

Taddy considered the word. He knew that unions helped the 

miners escape some terrible circumstances. 

Charlie adjusted his grip on the wheel. “Union, war surplus, no 

contract. In a little bit of a pickle.” He forced a smile. “Anyhow, Charlie 

Junior was roughed up in an alley downtown and Mrs. Charlie didn’t like 

that.” He forced a smile again, “I thought people down here left kids out of 

business matters.” He looked across the front seat. Taddy shrugged. “So, I 
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pulled some strings and I’m going to have you go to school with Charlie 

and keep an eye on him. Don’t worry about the learning. You’re not there 

for that. Just keep an eye on Charlie for the next couple of months.” 

Taddy let it all sink in. 

 

Tuesday, March 26, 1946 – Dusk, Parsons, West Virginia 

They entered yet another small town when Taddy noticed that 

Charlie seemed far more interested in this place.  

“This is home, Taddy” 

Taddy looked at the bustling main street. Men congregated at the 

corners talking happily. Mothers walked with their children. People were 

looking in shop windows. Even those businesses that had closed for the 

night had their windows alit with displays of merchandise – washing 

machines, clothes, books, toys. A person could buy almost anything they 

wanted on this main street. There were barber shops and beauty shops, gas 

pumps, a bakery, a Woolworth’s and even a Chevrolet dealership. 

Halfway down main street, they turned left, and then made a right 

behind the buildings. The road headed up the steep mountainside at almost 

impossible angle. 

Taddy grabbed the edge of the seat. 

“Hold on, it’s not as bad as it seems,” Charlie said laughing. 
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Taddy looked out his window. The road was so narrow that he 

could look straight down the hillside at the rooftops of the buildings. 

When he felt the car turn and trees reappeared on his side, he felt 

relieved. The top of the hill was a wide plateau that had been turned into a 

massive clearing. Several antennas reached far into the sky. A low, squat 

manufacturing building as long as three city blocks was positioned at the 

base of the towers. On one side of the clearing was an impressive three 

story home, and beside it, a broad, two story garage capable of holding 

several cars. 

They rolled to a stop in front of the garage. On either side of the 

garage were two doors. Charlie pointed to the one on the right. “That’s 

where you will be staying. It’s the old driver’s quarters above the garage.” 

Taddy nodded although he had no idea what that meant. He 

grabbed his few things from the back seat, and followed Charlie up the 

stairs.  

“Hello, dear.” A voice greeted them. Mrs. Charlie. Taddy told 

himself to close his mouth. She sure was pretty. Taddy watched her hug 

Charlie and turn to him. A little colder. Unsure. “The kitchen is there,” she 

said pointing. “I put a few things in the icebox. The washroom is there. 

The bedroom is there.” She stuck her hand out uncomfortably and Taddy 

shook it. “Nice to, um, have you here,” she said heading for the steps. 

“Charlie, see to it he gets settled.” 

Charlie watched her leave. He glanced at Taddy and Taddy 

watched his smile fade. This would be new territory for all of them. 
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Charlie walked into the small kitchen and came back with a large 

metal pipe. He smacked it into his hand. Taddy grew alarmed until Charlie 

extended it to him. “I don’t think we’ll have any trouble up here. You saw 

it. Only one road up. But, I’m guessing these people are pretty good in the 

woods. I’d appreciate if maybe you’d take a walk around just a few times 

every night. Make it random. Take the pipe. If we need to, we’ll talk about 

a gun.” He clapped Taddy on the shoulder and left. 

Taddy went to the small bedroom and sat on the bed still holding 

the pipe. He was scared. He lay back on the bed. It smelled so clean. He 

didn’t remember falling asleep. 

 

Later That Night – Just After Midnight, Parsons, West Virginia 

Taddy could hear a voice on the other side of the wall. It was 

muffled. Just one. Sounded like the person was asking questions, but 

Taddy couldn’t hear any of the responses. He grabbed for the pipe and 

headed down the stairs. 

Taddy eased his way out the door, and took a few cautious steps in 

front of the garage. Three windows were in dormers across the roof. The 

first two were dark. His living room and his bedroom. Both dark. 

The third spilled light into the driveway. Taddy could see the 

slightest movement from a shadow. “That’s a pretty awful thief.” 

Taddy glanced at the door on the other end of the garage. It was 

slightly ajar. 
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He looked at the pipe. “Time to go to work.” 

Taddy crept up the stairs. They groaned and creaked with every 

foot fall. He would stop after each step and listen. The voice did not break 

its cadence.  

At the top of the steps Taddy adjusted his grip and took a quick 

look around the corner. “What?” The entire room was filled with boxes 

and wires and dials. Radios? The walls were covered in postcards and 

placards. A kid about his age sat with his eyes closed slowly tuning the 

knobs on one of the radios. A set of mammoth headphones covered his 

ears. A microphone sat on the bench in front of him. He continued his one 

side conversation.  

“What the hell is this?” Taddy said gawking at the room. He 

tapped the pipe on the floor.  

The kid looked up and alarm spread across his face. “Hold on one 

minute,” he said to the unknown figure on the other end. He nudged his 

earphones down. He turned away from Taddy and slowly reached under 

the bench.  

Taddy was too shrewd for this. “Whatever you are reaching for 

you’d better stop, or your brains will be all over this room. When I’m done 

with you, you’ll crawl away missing pieces of yourself.” Taddy knew that 

line always worked. 

The kid turned toward him. Fear wracked his face. 
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Taddy looked at the eyes. The nose. The hair line. “Are you 

Charlie Junior?” He said.  

“Yes.” 

Taddy immediately leaned the pipe against the wall. “My name is 

Taddy, your folks brought me here to look out for you.” 

The kid immediately dropped his face into his hands. “Holy crap. 

You scared the shit out of me.” 

Taddy laughed. 

The kid laughed too. He stuck out his hand. “I’m Charlie.” 

“Well, Charlie Boy, there’s a lot of Charlies around here. I’ll just 

call ya ‘Boy.’”  

Taddy studied him. Not much younger than him. Not frail. Looked 

athletic enough. He could see the remnants of a black eye. “Where’d you 

get the shiner?” 

“Uh…in an alley.” 

Taddy knew that story. 

The kid waved it away. “Give me a second, will ya.” 

Taddy watched Boy quickly reposition his head phones. He looked 

at the dial and fidgeted with the knobs. “Sorry about that, Al. No. 

Everything is fine. Yeah. Yeah, its fine. Go ahead and give me your 
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information.” Taddy watched him scribble on a card. Boy then spat out a 

long list of numbers and words. “Ok. Nice connecting, Al.” 

Taddy took in the room. “What is all of this stuff?” 

“Oh, I’m a ham radio operator. Already have my license.” 

None of that made sense to Taddy. 

Boy continued. “Ham radio. It’s like regular radio. Like the Grand 

Old Opry. But just individual operators all across the country talking to 

each other. Across the world really.” 

Taddy was still confused. 

Boy pointed at one of the boxes. “That’s my receiver. Got a 

transmitter, too. I’m lucky. My dad let me connect my gear to one of the 

towers outside. There are hundreds and hundreds of ham radio operators 

around the world.” 

“And what do you do?” 

Boy beamed with pride. “Most of us were off the air during World 

War Two. But some of us were involved in civil defense. We pass 

messages. Mostly just try to connect. Look at those.” He pointed to the sea 

of colorful cards wrapping the room. 

“Some are just regular postcards,” Boy said joining him at the 

wall. “There’s Montreal. That guy spoke English and French. Took me ten 

minutes to figure out what he was saying before I asked him if he could 

speak American. He pointed to another one. That’s Destin Florida.” 
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Taddy looked at the picture of the beach with the sun hovering 

over the ocean. 

“It’s not easy you know,” Boy continued. “The weather, the 

atmosphere, the strength of the transmitters. Sometimes the signals even 

bleed over each other. It’s hard to tell what people really mean.”  

Taddy slowly surveyed the room. 

“These others are called QSL cards.” Boy said. Taddy looked at 

the dozens of cards. Some looked like colorful license plates. Others 

looked like ads. Boy explained, “Whenever I connect with someone 

around the country we share information and swap cards.”  

 Taddy nodded. 

“I keep the old mailman busy,” Boy joked. 

Taddy looked at Boy. This was not what he had expected. “Well 

Charlie Boy, I’m glad I didn’t hit you.” 

 

Tuesday, May 14, 1946 – Parsons, West Virginia 

Taddy’s school charade went better than he expected. For the first 

few months he pretended to be trying, and the teachers gave him slack. He 

struggled with Literature, and his spelling was awful and would be until 

the day he died. However, he actually did well in Geography, Math and 

Drafting. Eventually, he tried a bit harder, but mostly though, he kept an 

eye on Boy. He walked with him back and forth to school, went to the 
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movies with him on Saturdays, and even had dinner at a few of his 

friends’ houses. 

Life at the top of the hill was also good. He still slept above the 

garage but was frequently invited to join the family for dinner. He did 

some odd chores around the house, did his nightly walks, and even 

explored the woods looking for trouble, although he never found any. And 

every week, Mrs. Charlie would stop by with an envelope for him with the 

week’s pay. 

 

Saturday, October 19, 1946 – Parsons, West Virginia  

“Taddy, I got a job for you,” Boy yelled knocking on the door. 

Taddy opened his eyes and glanced at the window. Still early. “I 

already got a job, Boy, watching after yer arse,” he screamed back. It was 

a joke. Taddy knew he would take it that way. 

“No. In the factory,” Boy said. And then with a little desperation, 

“Dad needs some help.” 

Taddy dressed, found Boy waiting at the bottom of the stairs and 

together they walked to the factory. 

Taddy had never been in the factory before and wasn’t sure what to 

expect. It was Saturday and he had watched the factory become less and 

less busy over the time he had been there. On the weekends only Charlie 
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senior went in and out. They found him in an enormous work room 

surrounded by stacks of boxes and paper. 

“Hiya fellas. What are you up to?” Charlie asked. 

“I just thought you might need a hand with the catalog,” Boy 

offered. 

“Oh? Well, that would be appreciated.” 

Taddy looked at all of the massive stacks. “What are these?” 

“Parts catalogs,” Boy said. 

Taddy saw them both staring at him. He realized his look indicated 

that he was lost. 

“Take a look,” Charlie offered tossing one to Taddy.  

Taddy caught it and began flipping through the pages. Picture after 

picture of transistor tubes, bulbs, diagrams, and schematics. Charts. Lists 

of prices. Tables of part numbers. Everything just fit together. 

Surprisingly, it made sense to Taddy. 

Charlie explained while Taddy looked. “Our, uh, regular business, 

isn’t great, but we are selling a lot of parts. Anyone who wants to fix 

something, or even build something can get the parts from us. It’s a lot of 

work. But the money helps.” 

Taddy continued to thumb through the catalog. It was 

mesmerizing. It was, “Glorious,” Taddy said to himself.  
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Taddy helped Charlie late into the night, even after Boy had grown 

tired of the endless addressing and double-checking. Taddy was captivated 

by all of the names and places: Grand Rapids. Memphis. Johnstown. 

Youngstown. Canton. Even places on the other side of the country.  

When they were done, they walked across the open lawn together. 

“Thank you, Taddy.” Charlie said. 

“No…” Taddy said slowly.  

Charlie looked at him quizzically. 

“What I mean is...no need to thank me…I liked it,” Taddy said. 

Taddy extended his hand. Charlie shook it and smiled. When he 

turned for the house Taddy saw the light on above the garage in the radio 

room. A smile crossed his face. He had grown to like talking on the ham 

radio with Boy. He could sleep later.  

 

Tuesday, February 11, 1947 – Midnight, Parsons, West Virginia 

Taddy smiled as he fidgeted with his headset that allowed him to 

listen along with Boy.  

“Taddy, this is guy is from Pittsburgh,” Boy said. 
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Sunday, March 2, 1947 – 12:20 AM, Parsons, West Virginia  

“Hello, this is Cincinnati.” 

 

Wednesday September 8, 1948 – 1:07 AM, Parsons, West Virginia  

“Hey ho. You are talking with Denver, Colorado.” 

 

Friday, May 20, 1949 – 1:15 AM, Parsons, West Virginia  

“Nice to talk with you both, I’m transmitting from the great city of 

Galveston, Texas. 

 

Tuesday, November 14, 1950 – 2:44 AM, Parsons, West Virginia  

“I’m looking at the Atlantic Ocean from Old Orchard Beach, 

Maine. What can you see there?” 

 

Thursday, December 14, 1950 – 3:01 AM, Parsons, West Virginia  

“Hey ya’ll. I’m transmitting from Atlanta.” 
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Tuesday, February 6, 1951 – 2:38 AM, Parsons, West Virginia  

“Bonjour, je suis près de Montréal.”  

 

Monday, March 5, 1951 – 4:20 AM , Parsons, West Virginia 

Boy smiled at Taddy, “I can’t believe we raised someone down 

there in Key West.”  

Taddy smiled too. “Yup, really hard to believe, but I’m calling it 

quits for the night.” He placed his headphones on the bench. “You get 

some sleep, too.” 

Boy smiled and turned back to the radio. “Just a little more.” 

Taddy walked back to the door on his side of the garage. He 

looked around. Someone talking? He eased his door opened and grabbed 

the pipe leaning against the door frame. He wasn’t sure why he needed the 

pipe. There hadn’t been any trouble for more than four years. Not even the 

slightest rumor.  

He listened. 

The voices were not coming from inside. Somewhere outside. 

He looked toward the house and could see a light on in the dining 

room. Shadows. People talking. “This early?” he thought. 
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Taddy made his way to the window being careful to avoid the soft 

spill of light falling on the grass. The morning was unseasonably warm, 

and the windows in the house were already open. 

He could hear the voices inside. Charlie and Mrs. Charlie. 

“I knew you would understand.” 

Taddy looked inside. Mrs. Charlie had her arms draped around 

Charlie. He was sitting at the table. His hair was mussed. He had been 

crying. Papers were spread across the table. 

“I went through this all over and over.” Charlie said 

“I know you did. I watched you not sleep for the past four years. I 

made you tea to calm your stomach. I went with you to the doctor when 

your heart wouldn’t stop racing. I helped you fix your hair when it started 

to fall out. You don’t need to explain.” 

“OK, OK,” Charlie rubbed his eyes. “But closing the factory. The 

jobs. The people. I don’t know why I feel bad. They’ve been trying to get 

more money out of me for years, while at the same time, I’m just trying to 

keep the doors open.” 

“You’ve explained it more than once,” Mrs. Charlie said kissing 

the top of his head. 

“It will be OK.” Charlie said looking up at her. 

“I know. I’ve never doubted you.” 
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“We’ll keep the parts business, and the catalog business…but 

that’s really just work for a few of us. Me, you, Charlie Jr….” 

Taddy listened for his name. He didn’t hear it. 

 

Later That Morning, Monday, March 5, 1951 – Before Dawn, 

Parsons, West Virginia 

Taddy sat on his suitcase just outside the door at the bottom of the 

stairs. He knew he could catch Charlie walking to factory. He saw Charlie 

glance at him almost immediately after stepping off the porch. 

“Ah, that poor man has suffered enough,” Taddy thought as he 

began walking toward Charlie to cut the distance. “I should just end this 

quick.” 

Taddy watched Charlie study his clothes, the hat, and the suitcase. 

“Uh, going somewhere, Taddy?” 

“Yeah, away.” 

“May I ask why?” Charlie said as he subconsciously looked back 

to the house, and the window of Charlie Junior’s room. He continued, 

“Charlie Junior, uh...well your presence means a great deal to him. You’ve 

been here, what, almost five years?” 

“That’s why I’m going now. This way…this is just…easier.” 

Taddy said. He noticed his eyes starting to sting and his throat swelling. 
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“But why?” 

“I’ll just tell you straight. No one is threatening Charlie Jr. any 

more. So it’s time for me to go.” 

“But you could still stay.” 

Taddy knew what he wanted to say to Charlie: “You’d still feel 

obliged to pay me, and you can’t afford that anymore.” Instead Taddy 

said, “No, it’s just time for me to go.” 

Taddy extended his hand. Charlie shook it.  

“Take care of Charlie Boy,” Taddy said his voice cracking. He 

began walking to toward town. “Don’t look back,” he said to himself. 

“Taddy,” Charlie called. 

Taddy took a breath and slowly turned around. 

“If Charlie Junior asks where you are going, what should I tell 

him?” 

Taddy looked at the radio room above the garage. “You know all 

of those places, that him and I talk to? That’s where I’m going.” 

 

Saturday, July 28, 1951 – Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 

Taddy stood at a shop counter in Pittsburgh. The clerk let him 

borrow a pencil. He flipped the postcard over and wrote a note to Boy. 
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The trains. The traveling. The people. He had never felt so free. He missed 

Boy awfully. He missed the catalogs. He missed the ham radio.  

But, the different towns would keep coming, and he would keep 

sending postcards. 
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Monday, April 25, 1983 – Fort Wayne Savings and Loan, Fort Wayne, 

Indiana  

Taddy rubbed the sweat from his hands. He looked at them. Old. 

Wrinkled. The creases were filled with ink. He noticed they were shaking. 

He had never had an opportunity to bid on a catalog printing job this large, 

and he was surprised when he won the contract. His wife and two sons 

were ecstatic. They were all involved in the family printing business and 

each of them double checked all of the details of the bid. Now, he wasn’t 

sure if he could pull it off. 

He loved printing. He loved catalogs. The fact that he had his own 

business was the product of divine intervention. He had been hitchhiking 

across Route 30 in Ohio, and happened across a family fixing a flat tire 

near Delphos. He changed it for them, and they offered him a ride. The 

father would later help him start the printing business, and the young lady 

in the back seat would become his wife. 

But that was a long time ago, and Taddy had a problem – the terms 

of the contract were not good. Only ten percent would be paid at the 

beginning of the contract. The rest would come ninety days after the 

completion of the print run. The print run itself was large and would be 

spread out over the course of two months. He was looking at five months 

before he got paid. He couldn’t afford to carry that on the books. “I can’t 

even afford the paper,” he had told himself. 

He stared at the lady behind the desk. “Pleasant enough for a 

banker he thought.” As much as Taddy studied her he couldn’t get a read. 
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He rubbed the arms of the chair unconsciously. 

“Mr. Ahearn?” 

“Call me Taddy,” he smiled weakly. “Everyone calls me Taddy.” 

“You’ve had your account here for 17 years.” 

“Yes.” 

“There have been some…” she paused thinking of the most polite 

word, “…issues…over the years.” 

Taddy knew. He had stretched and bent every way possible to send 

his kids to college. Their printing business was small. But he was proud of 

it. He liked the way that the others at the chamber of commerce would 

point and say, “That’s Taddy. He owns Ahearn Printing.” His close friends 

knew, though, they had their own challenges with businesses. It was tough 

to sell appliances, or bake cakes, or have a toy store these days. The 

Recession. Many of his other friends who ran small businesses had given 

up, gone bankrupt, or got out before the hole was too large to ever see the 

top again.  

He had almost thrown in the towel over the years. Lots of times. 

He wouldn’t lose his house. He wouldn’t lose their little cottage on the 

lake. He drew the line there. They may not have anything in their savings, 

but they would at least have a place to live. 

“I know,” Taddy said. “But this contract... It’s, ah, it’s a lot of 

business. It would help in the long run.” 
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“I understand, but asking for an increase in your line of credit and 

asking for a loan…well, it’s a great deal to ask.” 

“I know.” 

“My manager has reviewed the file. He would actually like to 

speak with you.”  

Taddy sat for a minute longer than he wanted to. He wasn’t sure 

what this meant. “Ok,” he finally said. 

He waited for her to turn and head to the office. He didn’t want her 

to see him struggle from the chair. 

He followed her to the office where a young man not much older 

than his boys leaned against the window sill twirling the long, triangular 

name plate from his desk. 

“Hello. I’m Frank. And you are Taddy, correct?” 

“Yes, Taddy. Nice to meet you.” 

“So it’s Taddy, right?” Frank asked confirming. 

“Always has been. People called me Taddy since I was a little 

‘un.” 

“Have a seat,” Frank said nodding, pointing to the chair in front of 

his desk. He went back to his spot leaning on the window sill. 

Frank tapped his name plate on his hand. “So, you are looking for 

a change to your line of credit and a loan,” he said, not really waiting for a 
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response. “Your collateral is a bit of an issue. The building, the property, 

the equipment…not a lot of value there. And I understand that your house 

and cottage are off the table.” 

Taddy shifted in the chair. “It can be a great little printing business. 

Everything is in place. This contract…well, it could put us in a great 

position for the next few years. A long time, actually.” 

“Hmm,” Frank said looking out the window.  

Taddy watched him. He had a sense that Frank didn’t really want 

to talk about the loan.  

Frank looked back at him. It was an odd look. “So where are you 

from, Taddy?” 

Interesting question. “My wife and I have been here for more than 

twenty years.” 

Frank smiled. “Before that.” 

“Oh, I lived in quite a few places. Pittsburgh, Cincinnati, Maine, 

Texas...” 

Frank nodded and smiled. “Before that. Where were you raised?” 

Taddy wasn’t sure what he was trying to get at, but he really 

needed the money, “I was raised in Parsons, West Virginia.” 

Frank sat down in his chair across from Taddy. A long pause. “No. 

Before that.” 
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“He knows something,” Taddy thought. “But what?” Taddy stared 

at the floor. “Well, before that, I was in the hills at a coal mine outside a 

town called Beatty.” 

Frank smiled. “I thought so. Taddy is not a name you hear every 

day.” 

Taddy felt sick. He knew he was in trouble somehow, but wasn’t 

sure why. 

“My grandfather told me about Beatty. He told me about you. A 

reputation like yours doesn’t go away.” 

“What do you mean?” Taddy croaked. 

Frank flipped his name plate around and returned it to its place on 

the edge of his desk facing Taddy. 

Taddy looked at him and then down at the name plate. He read the 

last name. “Wojcik.” 

Taddy looked up and Frank was watching his reaction. Taddy 

studied his face. The features took him back more than forty years. The 

nose. The jaw line. He knew them. He had aimed for them. Bloodied 

them. Taddy had no doubt, he had fought this kid’s grandfather decades 

ago.  

Taddy closed his eyes. He felt the business spiraling away. The 

contract would be an impossibility. He thought about telling his wife and 

boys that the business was done. Maybe he should just quit it all, too.  
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When Taddy opened his eyes Frank was smiling. 

“I’ll take care of your loan. I have a soft spot for families like mine 

that fought their way up from nothing.” 

 

Saturday, July 24, 1999 – On The Shores of Lake Michigan, 

Indiana Dunes, Indiana  

Taddy opened his eyes and looked at the wallpaper. Seashells and 

anchors over and over. Seashell, anchor. Seashell, anchor. Seashell, 

anchor. Over and Over. They were blurry, but he knew they were there. 

He could hear his grandkids talking and laughing on the other side of the 

wall. Eight kids stuffed into a room with only two sets of bunk beds. They 

loved it. Even the older ones.  

The family cottage in Indiana Dunes wasn’t much. Just two 

bedrooms, a living room, a galley kitchen and a utility room tacked onto 

the back of the house. And, “one bathroom” he added in his thoughts. “All 

of us with one bathroom.” He smiled. The cottage may have been modest, 

but it was a short walk to the beach, and they loved it. 

Every summer he and his wife brought the grand kids here for two 

weeks while his sons ran the printing business. They had been doing it for 

years now. 

The smell of pancakes on the stove filled the cottage. He was 

excited for today. It was a day he had wanted to make happen for a long 

time. He had put it off for years. But after his last doctor’s appointment he 
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began to realize he was running out of tomorrows. He had made some 

calls, asked for some favors, and today it was going to happen.  

He dressed, kissed his wife, said ‘morning to the kids and went to 

sit on the porch. He watched his hands twitch and tried to will them to 

stop. He did not remember falling asleep in the rocker. 

 

“Taddy, is this how you watch out for me?” 

Taddy looked up. Charlie Boy. 

Taddy wasn’t sure what to expect. He had sent Boy a handful of 

postcards. But, just…stopped. He had the best intentions, but life got in 

the way. Or, that’s what he told himself. He opened his arms and Boy 

nearly leapt into them. 

“Careful, you’re gonna knock an old man down,” Taddy said 

feeling his heart lift. Some little weight had been taken away. He was 

happy. The grand kids playing in the front yard laughed at them. “Take a 

seat, take a seat,” Taddy said gesturing to the rocker next to him. 

Charlie Boy sat down. The eyes were the same. He was older, and 

paunchy, but still had his father’s good looks, Taddy thought. 

Taddy rubbed the arms of his rocking chair. He knew where he 

wanted to go, but stalled. 

Charlie helped him. “Those your grandkids?” 
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“Oh. Yeah. Eight. They are something special. All different. My 

wife and I are lucky.” 

Charlie Boy watched them play. “It’s a great place. Nice up here.” 

Taddy swallowed and tried to clear his throat. “Well, uh, Boy. I 

wish I would have asked you to come up here sooner...” 

Charlie Boy interrupted him. “Taddy, you don’t need to 

apologize.” 

“No. I do. I never said goodbye to you,” Taddy choked, “I 

just…ran.” 

“You didn’t run. I know why you left,” Boy said smiling. 

“You know?”  

“Yeah, I know. That night. All those years ago. My parents saw 

you outside the window. They knew you heard everything.” He patted 

Taddy’s hand. “You left because you didn’t want to cause my dad any 

more strain about paying you. Its OK.” 

Taddy wiped a tear. The look of Charlie and Mrs. Charlie at the 

dining room table watching their business spiral had never really left him. 

Every time he felt his own business slipping away, those emotions 

returned. He thought he understood then, but his own journey of running a 

business made him grasp that pain at an elemental level. “Well, that’s part 

of it.” 
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Taddy could feel Boy watching him. Time to say it. “It’s…just 

that…your father. I never thanked him.” 

Boy laughed and waved his hands. “Ah, that’s nothing. You kept 

me safe. Helped out at the factory. It was just a job.” 

Taddy looked at Boy, then to the yard where the children played. 

“Oh, not for that…for them…for all of this.” 

Taddy watched the puzzled look settle on his face. Boy watched 

the kids for a moment. “What do you mean?” 

“I watched your father more than he ever knew. I learned a lot. I 

saw him care. I saw him show patience. I saw him show perseverance. I 

saw him adapt. I saw him be a businessman. I saw him be a husband. I 

saw him be a father. I saw him pray, in sorrow, in thanks, in joy. I never 

told him that. But I always wanted to.” 

Taddy saw a look of appreciation in Boy’s eyes.  

Taddy took a deep breath and continued. “He and I aren’t related. 

We’re not blood…can’t claim that in any way…but I will think of him as 

my father to the day that I die.”  
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Bleed 
The appearance created when the printing extends  

beyond the edge of a postcard. 

Typically produced by printing a larger sheet, and then 
trimming the edges. 

 

 


