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Dear Carol and Company, 
Thank: you for publishing my most recent short story titled "This Too, 

Shall Pass" in the Volume 48 #22 edition of the GMTP (March 25). It was 
intended to be a light-hearted way to draw the reading public's attention to 
the importance of keeping one's hands clean. 

I am deeply concerned, though, about a bit of editing that occurred in the 
story. My original draft contained the sentence" ... one of my healthcare 
providers is counseling patients to drink a lot ... of WATER, people." 

Somehow, the word "lot" in that sentence was changed to “l OL." If even 
one of our readers naively mistakes that as sound medical advice to drink 
ten liters of water - in one day or even in the course of two days - the results 
could be catastrophic. People die from drinking too much of any liquid too 
quickly, even plain 01' water. 

I will hope for the best from our readers that they will understand it was 
a typo of sorts, but I remain fairly freaked out at the possibility someone 
won't get it and will suffer for it. A correction notice in the next issue of the 
paper would be appreciated. (Hopefully it won't be too late.) 

Thank: you again for all of your support and encouragement of my writ-
ing efforts over the past two decades. 

Be well! 
Sincerely, 
Amy Brill

Dear Amy and all our readers,
Thanks for drawing our attention to the glytch that was overlooked in 

your story last issue. For that, I apologize profusely. It is true that drinking 
ten liters of anything in a short span of time, even water, would be haz-
ardous to anyone’s health. Although hydration is important, some common 
sense must be exercised. 

Keep healthy and now they even say to cover your face. But don’t touch 
it. Everyone, be safe out there. 

Best to all,
Carol Michaud, editor

Any Other Year
On my daily walk, I approached the woods and heard a sound I hadn’t heard 

the day before. Initially, I couldn’t identify its origin. It almost sounded like 
a vehicle motor off in the distance. There was a rhythm to it, like someone 
was cranking a wheel around an axle. As I walked, the sound got louder. It 
was coming from the woods. I stopped walking and got my bearings. It was 
a warm day in the middle of March. I was close to the woods. There were 
pools of water in the woods. Then it hit me--vernal pools! Spring would 
soon be upon us and that sound I heard was not man made at all. It was the 
chorus created by the frogs in the vernal pools. 

I walked to the edge of the pool for a closer look. The chorus quieted as 
I approached, but I could still spot a few of the frogs, their bodies floating 
beneath while their eyes peeped above the dark water. I couldn’t see all of 
them, but after hearing the loud singing, I knew there were a multitude of 
amphibious choristers just waiting for me to pass so they could resume their 
spring woodland concert.

Returning from my walk, I passed the large pond across the road from 
my house. Just last month, there were ice fishermen drilling holes in the ice 
and setting their tip-ups. With the government urging us to practice social 
distancing at this time, I wondered if there would be more or fewer fisher-
men out on the levee once fishing season opens in the spring. Maybe they 
would fish more out of necessity than sport this year. But that day returning 
from my walk after being serenaded by the frogs, there were no humans at 
the pond. Just birds.

Two Canada geese stood on a fallen branch lying atop the water, a branch 
usually occupied by turtles sunning themselves. The geese faced a flock of 
ducks and honked adamantly, establishing their territory, however tempo-
rary it may be. The gathering of mallards promptly but serenely swam away 
towards the opposite end of the pond. As I watched the natural battle over 
boundaries play out, I was a bit shocked. How could all this be happening 
with a global pandemic raging? Don’t the birds know there are bigger, more 
important issues at hand than what piece of shoreline property belongs to 
whom? Their reply to my inquisition? They just kept doing their thing.

Astounded, I walked to my garden fence. There I found rows of pale green 
daylily leaves defiantly pushing their way up through the still semi-solid 
ground. “You, too! Don’t you know what’s going on out here in the world, 
above ground? Are you sure? Are you sure you want to come up this year? 
Don’t you want to wait until it’s safe?” Their only answer was to remain.

I walked around the yard only to find more stubborn plants and animals 
going about their daily springtime routines as if it were any other year. Blue 
star anemones stood in a cluster, defying the six-foot guidelines reserved 
for the rest of us. Daffodil leaves were popping up. Will they show their 
sunshiny faces this year? We can hope. Snowdrops, probably the most feisty 
flower of all, had come up weeks ago and continued to grace the dry stubble 
at their feet. And there, in the world of flora and fauna, I learned the lesson 
anew. One I guess I always knew. It is this--nature doesn’t care. It has its 
own cycle. Its own rules.

There is a force greater than fear. It is the force that makes the green grass 
grow in the spring. It is what makes the birds--and the frogs--sing. It is a 
baby’s laugh. It is in the eyes of the bride and the tales of the wise. It is what 
lifts us out of the darkest winter like a shaft of sun through the window. It 
is what keeps us looking to tomorrow when our weary souls would find it 
much easier to cease resisting and allow fear to swallow us in its quicksand. 
This force that assures us firm footing?  It is hope.

Amy Nicholson
Northfield, Connecticut

Snowdrops


