
Sun Staff Reports
Five Alameda Boy Scouts 

recently received their Eagle 
Scout awards. 

The scouts each committed 
to several years of work, earning 
at least 21 merit badges, serving 
in multiple leadership positions, 

as well as planning and imple-
menting community service proj-
ects to earn Scouting’s highest 
achievement.

Their Eagle Scout service proj-
ects collectively amassed hundreds 
of hours of planning, leadership 
and community service and ben-

efitted local campuses, non-profits 
and more. The Scouts are mem-
bers of Boy Scout Troop 89, which 
was chartered by Oakland Machine 
Works and meets at Franklin School 
on Tuesday evenings. Boy Scout 
Troop 89 has produced more than 
100 Eagle Scouts since 1967.
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KID Fun in the Sun

HOW TO PLAY: Each row, column and set of 3-by-3 boxes  
must contain the numbers 1 through 9 without repetition.

Puzzle sponsored by:

478 Central Ave. Alameda 
510-865-1443

wilmotsbooks@hotmail.com

Store Hours:
Mon-Fri: 11-7

Sat. 10-7 l Sun. 11-5

CLOSING SALE - 50% OFF

Do you own a business  
that woulD fit well here  
on the kiDs/puzzle page?
woulD you like to finD out  
about special kiDs-relateD  

businesses anD puzzle sponsorship pricing?  
call cinDy pelletier at 263-1824 or  

email her at cpelletier@alameDasun.com

by Colin Close

Did you know...Butterflies 
and moths go through a life 
cycle known as complete 
metamorphosis. These stag-
es include: egg, larva, pupa, 
and adult. EGG: Female 
butterflies are very picky 
about where they lay their 
eggs!  Each species of but-
terfly will only eat a single 
kind of plant as caterpillars. 
This is called the HOST 
PLANT for that species of 
butterfly (or moth). Next 
week: larva.

Cathy Dana

Empty Nest
(Still Not Ready to Say Goodbye)
The morning after her son left home  

for college far away
she noticed a crying baby had taken up residence

in her heart.
Everywhere she went in the house

she found remnants of him:
the sprouted-wheat bagels he’d introduced her to

the carton of eggs he scrambled for breakfast
the lonely hook where his egg-frying pan had hung

the heavy whipping cream he put in his coffee
the green-leaf houseplant from his room 

now seated by her picture window.
Not to mention his disheveled but vacant room.

She already missed his deep bass voice, ordinarily so 
logical, so rational,

so full of facts and theories and techie tidbits,
but surprisingly soft and teasing when he would 

come up the stairs 
in that certain mood, saying,

“Where’s that boy-o? Where’s that kitty?  
Where’s that boy-o?”

He would find Raffi, scoop him up,
cradle him upside down like a baby,

start rubbing his tummy 
and bring him to her,  

holding Raffi so she could
stroke his head, ears, neck — all his favorite spots.

Her son would become the voice  
of Raffi feigning resistance. 

“No. Stop. Don’t,” the voice 
protested in mock indignance,

even as the cat closed his eyes dreamily and purred.
Continuing to stroke Raffi’s tummy 
her son would assume Raffi’s voice:

 “I’ll give you an hour to stop that and put me down.”
Trying to hold back giggles, 

they would stand cuddling their kitty in the kitchen.

The morning after her son left home for college
she slipped into her bedroom to begin  

her morning ritual,
straightening the covers and pillows,

opening the curtains to let the light in.
Every day, she gathered up from her  

husband’s nightstand
the stuffed animals she placed  

together on the bed:
her son’s long-ago toy, a tall cloth doll Pinocchio 

and, on either side of him, a mama  
and papa teddy bear
to watch over him.

But this day, as she looked toward the nightstand, 
there, for the first time in Raffi’s three-year life —

the first time ever —
she saw their kitty lying on top of the nightstand 
snuggled up with Pinocchio and the teddy bears.

She stood there looking, shaking her head, 
leaving the stuffed animals where they were.

Then she leaned in close.
“Make sure he’s safe,” she whispered to Raffi.

“Make sure he’s okay. He’s our boy-o.”

Cathy Dana is one of Alameda’s two poets laureate.

BY EMMANUEL WILLIAMSiddlesR
WHAT AM I? (Answer next week) Previous Answer: Dog. 

KIDS! Send correct answers to ekos@alamedasun.com three weeks in a row  
and win a pack of riddle cards courtesy of Alameda resident Emmanuel Williams. 

No mouth, but many teeth have I
I tumble mighty giants from on high.

Courtesy photo

Alameda Boy Scouts  (from left to right) Christopher Gardner, Kendric Murphy, Miles 
Orozco, Owen Taffe and Connor Waterloo received Eagle Scout awards during a 
recent Boy Scouts of America National Court of Honor.

Five Locals Earn Scouts’ Highest Honor

Laureate Pens Back-to-School Poem


