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This free PDF is a sample of the poems and stories 
included in Sweeping the Floors in the Full Crumb 
Cafe. 

Most, if not all, of the pieces in this sample have 
been previously published. Publication credits are 
listed in full in the full book.

Sweeping the Floors in the Full Crumb Cafe is avail-
able for purchase in print or for Kindle on Amazon.
com, or through CreateSpace.

Holding Back
Some women take a lover
When the days grow stiff or suffocating.
Some dive into sports or sports cars, 
and zoom away with wind-pasted smiles
holding back their plaited hair.

Some women take a bottle
when the nights grow long or lonely.
Some go under therapy or underground,
and slip away with lofty hopes
holding back their resignation.

Some women take a pill
when the air is tense and unyielding.
Some head for a shop or chop heads,
and stomp away with rigid spines
holding back their humbled pride.

Some women take a class
when the world is cold and empty.
Some learn how to knit or nitpick,
and fade away with smoldering eyes
holding back their fiery tongues.

I pour peanuts in deep 
earthenware bowls,
dress them in triple-chocolate fudge
ice cream, sink into the sofa,
and don’t give a thought to holding back.
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Rum Runner
Henry ran rum across the Detroit River, 
his boat slow and low in the water.
Heavy with bootlegged bottles, he’d row alone, 
fearful of detection, 
but a nip or two was all it would take
to wash his fears away. 

There were nights he’d chant seafaring songs, 
halfway into the channel, halfway out of sobriety, 
crossing the wake of freighters 
coming down from Whitefish Bay. 

There were nights he’d curse the radiance of the stars, 
curse his pious wife and hungry children, 
curse the ticker-tape and market shares 
that caused the tidal wave 
that drowned his simple world, 
curse the flag, the land, the sea.

But he never did curse
the slippery warmth 
of his rum wages
spilling down his throat.

The Women of My Lineage
The women of my lineage stand
starched and solemn-eyed
in tattered photographs without notation.

Mother pours stories of the family patriarchs
like bottles of vintage wine, 
recalled with palatable, fluid detail.

Great Uncle Gideon fathered 13 children. 
Two wives died in winter hunting camps, 
and the last, sent sight unseen to 
the Western Canadian woods
to darn socks and carry 
river water. A stocky mail-order bride.

Her name is unknown.

Great-great-grandfather John’s military record,
preserved and archived—
twice captured in the Civil War,
attached to Custer’s army. 

My sisters are not certain 
if the bustled, buttoned matrons are
great-grandmothers, grand-aunts,
or unrelated faces, tossed carelessly
into the wooden box that came 
from North Ontario a century ago.

The women of my lineage
are nameless, unheard voices,
mummified in patriarchal linens.



Wallpapering
Measuring our time like lengths of paper,
you fit our interactions to your social plumb line,
insist on perfect seams. You tell me:
a good wallpaper hides a thousand sins. 

But I would rather feel the bumps 
and indentations of bare plaster
than be tricked by the
symmetry of patterned facades. 

I won’t stick it out –

You’d want to brush me flat, 
a muted rose on your traditional wall.
I’d dance, barefoot
up a makeshift ladder, crying:
Hand me the steamer, Honey,
this paper’s coming down.

House Call
I never believed in love at first sight, and I still don’t. Love inside of a 
month? That, despite all the scientific training and personal development 
classes I’ve had in my life, is a different story— one I can attest to.

Pete Simmons was a quiet guy most of the time, going about his business 
as an IT magician. You know the kind—the one that’s called in when all 
else and everyone else, has failed to fix the problems or the crashes. He’s the 
consummate geek—thick glasses he’s worn forever—tried contacts once 
but was so accustomed to the frames he couldn’t stop pushing at his nose 
even when the frames weren’t there. 

He comes in your house or office and struggles to say much more than 
“hello, and what’s the problem?” then he asks you to leave the room be-
cause he needs to focus and can’t do that if you’re the type to ask a bunch of 
questions and he wouldn’t talk to you anyway.  A half hour later or maybe 
an hour, he comes out, says “all set, then,” hands you a bill, and rocks ner-
vously, heel to toe, while you write the check. 

That’s how I met him, actually – the day my 5-year-old desktop computer 
whirred and sputtered to a stop for the fifteenth time. My regular tech 
guy, Bruce, had told me a month earlier the old PC was “a goner,” and 
he wouldn’t be able to resuscitate it again. Gave me Pete’s card, saying “If 
there’s any life left in it, this guy will find it.” 

He wore faded jeans, a solid black t-shirt, those coke-bottle glasses, and 
laceless high-top sneakers. His hair was this nondescript color—mutt 
brown, my mother used to call it. Somewhere close to 6 foot tall, skinny as 
a proverbial rail, and nervous. Very nervous. He brought my PC back to 
life in less than ten minutes. 

“Bruce says I should chuck it and buy something new,” I said, hoping for 
solid advice from the man who was the guru to the gurus in the IT world. 
“Huh,” Pete said, keeping his eyes on the screen.



“I just don’t have the money, right now, ya know?” I said, pacing the room.

“Huh,” Pete said, tapping the keyboard and slipping a disc in the CD drive.

“So waddaya think? Should I max out my one credit card and get a tablet?”

“Huh – uh, What?” He finally looked up at me as he stood up.

“Should I buy a new computer?” I asked.

“This one’s working fine.” He wrote out the bill at my kitchen counter. 

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Call me if it crashes again,” he said, walking out quickly as soon as I 
handed him the check. 

And I did, exactly one month later...

read the rest of this story: 
purchase the book

www. http://www.amazon.com/Sweeping-Floors-Full-Crumb-Cafe/
dp/098983770X

about the author

Linda C. Anger is a poet, fiction writer, 
and essayist whose business and creative 
works have been featured in such varied 
publications as Black Engineer Magazine, 
Profiles in Diversity Journal, MultiCul-
tural Law Journal, Mused-the Bella On-
line Journal, Still Crazy Magazine, and 
the Almost Touching Anthology.

She is the 2013-2015 President of Detroit Working Writers Michigan’s 
oldest organization for professional writers, founded in 1900, and is an 
avid and active member of Toastmasters International, and two local 
Toastmasters clubs.

Linda founded The Write Concept, Inc., a marketing communications 
& publishing company, in 2000. Her business clients have included 
DaimlerChrysler Corporation, Valeo Corporation, The Crittenton 
Hospital Medical Center Foundation, HAVEN, Demp Coaching, Inte-
gration Systems Management, The Royal Park Hotel, and hundreds of 
small businesses throughout Michigan.

BUY THE BOOK ON AMAZON

http://www.amazon.com/Sweeping-Floors-Full-Crumb-Cafe/dp/098983770X
http://www.amazon.com/Sweeping-Floors-Full-Crumb-Cafe/dp/098983770X
http://www.amazon.com/dp/098983770X

