
The truth is…we gather on the Third Monday of each month to practice our writing skills. We
listen and share in each other’s work. We are small in number and our commitment is strictly to
produce and foster creativity among our members.

We started in July 1999 and consist of adults that enjoy writing memoirs, commentaries, essays,
poems, and/or prose. Our simple method each month is to use a pre-selected word or phrase as
the basis of a story, an idea, an opinion, a derivative of, or an implied essence of and write a
document of no more than 1000 words (approximately 2 pages). We share our stories, comment,
and in that way build up our writing skills through practice and presentation. The atmosphere is
friendly and supportive, and the feedback is gentle.

Curious? Always wanted to try writing for fun, entertainment, or even profit? Come visit with
us at any of our open meetings. Bring a sample of your work. Sit in and see what we do. If you
like it, join us every month and become a member. Contact Nancy at nestewart@ameritech.net
for information.
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Soar Like an Eagle
By Carol Karvon

Something startled me and I was suddenly wide awake.  I felt like I had just gotten caught in a
rainstorm.  My pajamas were damp and so were the sheets.  It took a few minutes for me to
remember I was in my bedroom.  When I looked out the window it was still dark outside.  When
I checked my alarm clock, I saw it was just past 3:00 am – much too early to be getting up. 

It was then I remembered the strong feeling of fear I had.  I remembered being up high
somewhere.  The older I got the more fearful I seemed to get of heights. 

When I was a girl, I longed for adventure.  I wanted to ski down tall mountains.  I wanted to
jump out of planes and skydive.  The highest roller coasters drew me like a magnet.  The higher
the ride was the more thrilling it was.  I lived for adventure.  Wonder Woman was my idol.  She
was everything I longed to be.

That was then and this is now.  Now I feel queasy riding in an elevator.  It’s always in the back of
my mind how I would react if the elevator malfunctioned and stopped and I (and maybe others
too) would be trapped inside.  Of course, in my mind we would be stuck there for hours and all
the oxygen would be depleted and the rescuers would find our bodies when they finally got the
elevator door open. 
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Sometimes if I’m going up only one or two floors, I’ll take the stairs.  But then there’s a new
concern.  What if the door I enter locks behind me.  What if the door on the floor I want to reach
is locked and I’m stuck in the stairwell.  What if I call for help and no one hears me and then the
building is closed for the night and the night watchman doesn’t check the stairwell and I’m
locked in there overnight.  Maybe the cleaning people will find me, probably by accident if
someone opens the door to use the stairs.

You get the idea.  Anyway, on this day a little while later after awakening from a sound sleep
fearful and panic stricken, I realized I had been having a very vivid dream.

I was somewhere very high up.  All I could see above me was a cloudless sky.  All I saw below
was a lot of trees seeming like a forest growing out of a huge pile of rocks. 

I remember, in the dream, moving my arms and legs, testing my circulation.  When I felt my
arms and legs, I was shocked to find out I was covered with feathers that were growing out of my
limbs. My arms had turned into wings.  My feet had grown talons where my toes should be.  I
had turned into a large bird, an eagle.

I was sitting on something hard and scratchy.  I realized the something I was on was oval shaped
and colored in shades of brown.  It seemed to be a lot of big sticks woven together.  I finally
realized I had been dreaming.  I was sitting on a huge nest high up in the trees in the dream.

Apparently in my dream I was an eagle sitting up in my nest high above the trees growing on the
side of a small mountain. When I realized I had been dreaming I was an eagle sitting in my nest
high above the ground, my fear dissipated. 

Then I remembered what may have caused the dream.  I had been talking to one of my daughters
about eagles and osprey right before I went to bed.  She’s a bird enthusiast and was very excited
about spotting an eagle earlier in the day.  Mystery solved! I went back bed and tried to get back
to sleep before the alarm clock went off and it was time to get up for real.

Later that day thinking about my nighttime experience, my former self might have regretted not
soaring like an eagle in my dream.  That would have been an awesome adventure.

###

Brown eyes
By Vicki Elberfeld

It was love at first sight, at least on my part, but I’m not as sure about him. Sooner or
later, we‘ll have to have a talk.

I actually thought I detected a hint of hostility in him from the moment I walked in the
door and we were introduced. Later that evening, my hostess and friend explained that that was
just the way he showed enthusiasm. His name was Barney, and no doubt she‘d told him just as
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much about me as she‘d told me about him. He and I shared a love of films and folk music. No
doubt we’d discover yet more shared interests once we came to know each other better.

As time was short, our hostess hustled us into her den to watch the film for our upcoming
discussion group. Her couch was soft and comfortable and Barney made sure to sit close beside
me. The movie wasn‘t all that, though it wasn‘t the worst chosen by our group. It was a modern
fairytale, and I appreciated not having to think too much.

Besides, there was so much in my friend’s house to pleasantly distract me. There was a
beautiful view of her flower garden to my left. And to my right was her bookshelf filled with a
few novels I had read and a large number I hadn‘t even heard of. My friend is a retired librarian,
and she is never very far from books. Spread out over her large dining room table were her
crafts: her knitting, her crocheting and her embroidery of a golden eagle. Still, the biggest
distraction of all was Barney himself.

He sat awfully close to me given that we‘d just met, and as the house was rather cool, I
appreciated the warmth of his body. But what I loved most about him were his eyes. Big and
brown, I was lost in them. It‘s said that the eyes are the windows to the soul. I gazed and gazed,
hoping I would see his soul, but nevertheless content to at least view him physically. I felt I
would die if he looked away from me. Fortunately he didn‘t apart from the couple of times he
nuzzled my neck.

My friend seemed pleased we were getting along, looking over at us from time to time,
occasionally asking whether we wanted her to adjust the film’s volume. I couldn’t make out
much of the dialogue given the actors were several varieties of British, for I feel that we are still
a country divided by a common language. The film was so slow that Barney and I took turns
nodding off. Whenever we awakened we shifted our positions slightly though we always stayed
close.

Before I knew it, the film ended, and I realized I hadn‘t concentrated enough to be able to
discuss it intelligently, although I figured both my hostess and Barney would be most forgiving.

But where was Barney, anyway? Turns out that my girlfriend had sat in a chair directly in
front of the screen so she could see it better, but as soon as the film concluded she moved back to
her other couch so she could be more comfortable. Immediately Barney jumped away from me
and tore across the room. Then he bolted up onto the other couch and rolled over right next to his
mistress, clearly angling for a belly rub. When she leaned over him to oblige, he licked her face.

I felt crushed believing he and I really had something. I missed him already, missed that
warm cuddly body and those big, big brown eyes. He never returned to my side.

I didn‘t stay long, and I told my friend she needn‘t leave her comfy spot near her pup to
see me to the door. She did anyway, gushing all the way about how happy she was Barney had
made a new friend. We agreed to meet again in the near future
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Living alone, I grow lonely as the sun sets. In my mind‘s eye, I lose myself again in
Barney‘s deep brown eyes, just as I did when we first met. I look forward to seeing him again.
But next time, in order to ensure he stays by my side at least a little bit longer, I’ll bring treats.

###

Eagle
By Pauline Bastek

The greatest difference in the lives of grade school children of today and the generation that grew
up in the fifties is sharing. This became the norm in the sixties when I had my children and it
remains the gold standard of raising children and it remains the gold standard of raising children
to this day.

We as parents were urged to be open and welcome to our children. We were told that our
children. We were told that our children should be free to tell us everything. We in turn should
make them comfortable and thus they would like to confide in us.

I never bought into that theory as my experience growing up in the fifties taught me that sharing
with parents was a two-edged sword. If they disapproved of what you told them you were likely
to get punished or accused of making up stories to get attention. The latter refuted the former as
the attention you were likely to get ranged from a mild rebuke to punishments the severity of
which depended on the parent’s current mood. My mother’s mood could always be relied on to
be that of a long- suffering Christian who would hopefully be rewarded in the afterlife for the
disappointments suffered in her current life. I was given to understand that my behavior led these
disappointments.

I’m only telling you this so you will understand my reason for signing up with the local senior
club to go to Starved Rock State Park in October to see if there are any eagles’ nests visible.
Maybe if the stars are properly aligned, see an eagle in flight. But that would be asking too
much. Once in a lifetime is more than enough.

At the age of ten, having wandered off on a school field trip to Starved Rock and eagle saved me.
I was sliding down a soft dirt hill while urging my classmate, Jack, to follow me down to the
creek when out of nowhere a mangy dog let out with a fierce growl while spit was dripping from
his jaws. I tried to grab a branch or rock to hang on to as Jack stared down at me. But he was
looking past me There at the edge of the creek were two grey wings spread out. I looked back up
at Jack who was frozen with an open mouth and felt myself start to slide. Looking up I saw a
lone eagle with wings spread soaring above the trees. When I looked down, the dog was gone.

Jack slid down and we walked along the creek path. Just as we were coming off the path we
heard the sound of our class as they were getting lined up to walk to the bus. I almost missed it,
there at my feet a long grey/white feather. I picked it up, looked at Jack and he just shook his
head and smiled. As we were getting on the bus, the driver saw my holding the feather and said
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that I was lucky to have found an eagles’ feather as they nested in the higher elevations of the
park and were rarely spotted flying in this area.

Jack and I never spoke of it but at our 50th class reunion I asked him if he ever saw an eagle
while flying airliners for over 25 years. He laughed and said that he wondered if we even saw the
one in Starved Rock. I told him, we had a feather to prove it. At least I did till my mother in a
rare cleaning rampage disposed of it after I moved out following marriage. I asked Jack if he
ever told his parents about the eagle saving us from the dog. He looked at me as though I had lost
my mind. “They would have either punished me for making up stories or gone to school to tell
the nuns to keep a better watch on pupils on field trips. You obviously didn’t tell your mother or
you wouldn’t have lived to make the reunion,” he said. He said he knew my mother as I knew
his parents.

Like all the parents we knew growing up in the fifties, they were too busy to spend time listening
to their children. Is that why we tried so hard to spend time listening to our children. Jack and I
were both only children. We each had four children, he had four girls and I had four sons. We
both ended our marriages after over 20 years and remained single.

Our parents were not around nor was a teacher that day at Starved Rock, but the eagle was. I’m
looking forward to visiting Starved Rock this October to see the fall colors, but I’ll really be
remembering the eagle.

###

The American Bald Eagle Recovery
By N. Stewart

The Bald Eagle, native to North America, is a separate eagle species. Throughout history many
nations have used the eagle to symbolize freedom, wisdom, strength, longevity, courage, beauty,
divinity, and independence. In 1782, the Bald Eagle was adopted as our country’s symbol for the
strength and freedom it represents.

The eagle is a large, majestic raptor weighing 6 to 14 pounds and having an impressive wing
span of 6 to 7ft., living in the wild for 20 – 30 years. The Bald Eagle has a brown body, white
head, white tail, white underwing, and a yellow beak. Eagles are predators that hunt, steal and
scavenge. The food preference is fish, but they will eat small birds, rodents, waterfowl, turtles,
squirrels, and even geese. They are also known to feed on carrion (i.e., dead deer, turkeys) or
willingly steal another animal’s kill. The eagle relies on its eyesight to spot the prey as it circles
high in the sky above water or ground. When prey is spotted, the eagle is capable of diving at
100 m.p.h., using sharp talons to capture the prey and then soar off to enjoy the spoils of the
hunt.

Eagles mate for life and return to the same nest year after year, laying 2 eggs per year. The young
are called eaglets and go out on their own in approximately 6 weeks; the survival rate is about
70%. The nest or roost is located on tree branches as high as 75 ft. from the ground, on a
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promontory (rocky cliff), on power poles, and on communication towers near large bodies of
water. Its width arranges from 5 ft to 10 ft across and is made up of sticks, and then lined with
plants, moss, lichens or grass. It can be as much as 13 ft deep, weighing as much as one ton.

In the 1960s, the Bald Eagle was recognized to be close to extinction when only a few hundred
pairs were known to exists. Hunters, game sporters, and developers had been stealing their eggs,
collecting prized feathers for ornamentation, seeking their body parts, and destroying their
habitats. The wide use of the insecticide DDT, not banned until 1972, affected the consistency of
the shell of the egg, becoming brittle and even pressure from the mother’s instinct to sit on the
eggs would crush them. The population of eagles continue to decline.

Lead poisoning was and continues to be the number one killer of eagles. Lead bullets, hitting
other animals shatter into hundreds of pieces, remaining in the body of the wounded or killed
animal. When scavenging for food, eagles unknowingly eat carrion that contains the lead
fragments. The captured fragments remain in the eagle’s body and accumulate over time in the
bones. The nervous and reproductive systems are affected by the lead, causing imbalance
problems and an inability to fly. Lead is found in approximately 50% of all Bald Eagles.

Congress enacted the Bald Eagle and Golden Eagle Protection Act in the 1960s, prohibiting
anyone without a permit from taking eagles, their parts (including feathers), nests or eggs. It did
little to stop the decline of the eagle population and in 1973 the Bald eagle was added to the
Endangered Species Act. That act makes it illegal to take, import, export, deliver, carry,
transport or ship endangered species. If found guilty of violating the act, civil and criminal
penalties up to $50,000 and/or a year in prison may be incurred. Native Americans, however, are
allowed to possess eagle feathers and body parts for cultural and religious reasons.

The Bald Eagle started making a comeback. The latest man-made hazard facing eagles is the
multiple towers collecting wind energy where blades slice through the air, taking a toll on eagles
and other migratory birds.

The Bald Eagle was removed from the endangered species list in 2007, but remains on the
protected species list. In 2021, the number of eagles was estimated to be 71,400 nesting pairs and
316,700 individual bald eagles living in the lower 48 states. The largest population of Bald
Eagles live in Alaska, Minnesota, Florida, Washington State and Oregon in areas with large
bodies of water and limited human interaction.

They are magnificent creatures that soar high over North America, symbolizing freedom and
strength while covering all of us with their protective wings.

###

6



Eagle
By Diana Bernacki

The hard metal bench pinches the bone, waiting for a memory or reality unknown. Looking
about fearfully, vague and faraway. Will someone come by with hope it's today.

Aging eyes scan the skies seeking a youthful time, fantastic dragons, funny animals, or
impossible mountains to climb. Remembering moments of collected laughter, unsure
whether it was just yesterday we're after.

Suddenly emerged an eagle's talon keen to tear, triggered a fright from this sinister sight
gasping for air. The menace grew bigger coming nearer. What is it you want? As it became
clearer. Clutching the purse and folding in, praying to be relieved from this devilish sin. A
heroic wind thrust this dread to the eastern sky, giving great comfort to the victim nigh.

Unseen claws snatch memories and pleasures from unsuspecting creatures with unguarded
treasures. The gift of time recalled in a cloud; the future displayed barely aloud.

A figure in white approaches with a smile, it's time to come back it's been a while.

###

Eagle
By Anna Young

It's a mild, breezy, summer day in the 'hood. Children, their parents, friends and neighbors are
strolling leisurely enjoying the pleasant weather. School is out for the summer. Once in a while
the sounds of children at play fill the air. Running, giggling, screaming and talking non-stop. Just
another lazy, crazy day in the 'hood. Two sustahs are slowly walking down the street from
opposite directions. As they get closer to each other they recognize one another."Hey Tanika is
that you"? "Hey, Shaquita it's me". "Girl I ain't seent cha in a long time" says Tanika. "Girrrl"!
They embrace momentarily. They step away from each other as Shaquita says, "Same here". The
black way of naming is a process like no other culture. It's understandable to no one except them.
Even some of us can't figure it out! Every vowel and consonant can be repeated and used much
more than once and sometimes "y". The names have a rhyming sound only they can pronounce
and misspell."What's goin on widchu and Laquon Quita"? "Ain't nothin goin on with us". "l put
his black ass out a long time ago." "He comes home every other night lying bout where he been."
"l know he probly boning another sustah." I know when he lying. He holds his head down when I
ask him where he been and starts fidgetin and shit"! "At least he left widout incident." "No
arguing and begging to stay crap." "l needed a break." 'What boutchu and Jesse J my sustah"?
"Same as you" replied T in a flat tone. "Not a damn thang goin on". "l let him go a while back."
"Glad he gon." "The air is fresher in my spot." "l know whatchu mean T." "Are you working
Quita" asked T. "I'm a waitress at a new soul food restaurant out south called "Grandma's Best
Soul Food". "l make mo money in tips than I get paid an hour". "It's ok for now." "Keeps my
head above water until I can save up enuf to go to Cosmetology school." Yo butter sho looking
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whipped Quita" says T. "l just left the shop." 'You ain"t looking too bad yoselfT" "l only got my
nails done today. I'll get my butter whipped another day." "Whatchu doin to make some green?"
Shaquita asks. "l work from the crib as an appointment scheduler and customer service rep for a
doctor. I work part-time during the week, full time on Saturday." "Some of dem people work my
nerves Bitching, whining and complaining bout every damn thang!" "Some of em so
rude I wanna come thu the phone and jack em up!" "l wanna go to school for RN Nursing. I
wanna be a traveling or private nurse but tuition is sky high! I qualify for a student loan but I'll
be paying it back forever." "l gotta do something!" "l know what you mean T. "Hey girl have you
seen the new slim on the block?" "Naw Quita what's his name?" "Jamal." "I've only seen him
once." "What he look like Quita?" "Girrrl!" "He's a fine brown frame!" "Oh hell naw Quita!" T
replies excitedly. All of a sudden Quita puts her hand on her chest and gasps. "Here he come!"
"Here he come!" "Where who come Quita?" "Jamal!" "Where?!" "Where?!" T responds
excitedly in a low whisper, "He's strolling right behind you T coming toward us!" "Girrl!" They
look at each other wide eyed with their lips pursed. "Here he come T!" "Here he come!" As he
approaches they appeared to be cool, calm and collected. Not even! "Hey how y'all fine ladies
doing on such a gorgeous day?" My name is Jamal" "We fine Jamal" In unison in singsong
voices. They give each other a look. "My name is Jamal." "What y'all's names?" "I'm Tanika and
my friend's name is Shaquita." "Look here I'm new in the 'hood, would you fine ladies like to
show me around?" "I'll start by asking y'all would you like to go out with me tonight?" "Yeah
Jamal." In unison in singsong voices. There's a place in the hood I heard of called "Shakes." “We
could check it out, have some drinks, listen to some smooth sounds and step a while." "But first
I'd like to take you fine ladies to dinner for some que at "The Pit." "We can make a night of it."
"That sound good to you ladies?" "Yeah Jamal." Again, in unison. "Give me y'all's numbers. I'll
put em in my phone." "I'll call y'all later to let y'all know when I'll pick y'all up." "Ok Jamal."
Again, the look. This time they looked like they'd been hypnotized! "That's my ride cross the
street. The navy-blue Esplanade. " Girrrl!" Both sustahs silently mouthed "Esplanade!" Of
course, with the look. "So y'all know it's me." "Awight now see you ladies tonight." Giving them
a big wide smile as he walks away with swag. "Ok Jamal." Both sustahs eyeball him as he walks
away and enters the corna stoe. "Girrrl!" "l can't believe what just happened T!" says Quinta.
"Me neither" T tells Quinta excitedly. "I'd love to have a sip of that tall cool glass of water!"
"Girrrl!" says Quinta. They give each other the look. "He know he fine T. He look damn good!
"A crisp white shirt, pants with creases so sharp, will cut your hand if you touch em!" T
continues Quinta"s description of Jamal's attire. "A pair of smoking kicks and a bad ass brim to
match it all!" "Girrrl!" I'm goin to the shop right now and get my butter whipped." T tells Quinta
breathlessly. "If the night goes our way, she says still breathless, all three of us can get all tangled
up!" "A menage a toy, manage a trio, toss across!" Correction: menage a trois. French term for a
threesome. "l don't care what the hell it's called. I'm game for it!" "Me to T!" says Quinta. They
bid each other "I'll see you later" as they go their separate ways. Walking fast with their hips
wobbling and swaying from side to side. One wonders what the above lively exchange has to do
with an "Eagle." There's a song by the popular R&B group name The Isley Brothers entitled
"Love the one you're with." Some of the lyrics go like this: " When the eagle flies with the doves
and you can't be with the one you love, love the one you're with, love the one you're with, you
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gotta love the one you're with. Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo. Doo doo doo doo doo doo
doo doo. Doo doo doo! Doo doo doo!" JAMAAAL!!!

###

Death Melody: Part 1
By Mark Moe

What if I told you that the Grim Reaper is real. He exists in different forms throughout the
galaxy. Each race of aliens creates their own version of his appearance based on their own
beliefs. His appearance may change, but his job remains the same. Other races envisioned him
to look much like themselves. For the people of Earth, the Grim Reaper takes on the form of a
skeletal being wearing an ebony robe, glowing crimson eyes and carrying a midnight black
scythe. Most people believe that the Grim Reaper uses his weapon to rip the soul from your
body. The truth is that he uses it to open magic portals to and from the Collection Center. His
job is always to collect the orbs created as a result of the soul playing their individual death
melody and send them onto the appropriate place based on the life the soul led, namely,
paradise, the void, or the inferno. The color of the orb determines where they will go; blue for
paradise, red for inferno and purple for the void.

I know what you are thinking. How could a person play a death melody if they never had arms
or what if someone lost their arms before they died. The reaper gives them arms and hands to
play the magic flute to create their death melody. The soul is then transformed into an orb and
transported by the reaper to the Collection Facility. Many people believe that the Grim Reaper is
so fast to be everywhere when anyone dies, but I will let you in on a secret. Every person has
their own reaper assigned to them when their soul is born, and they are all clones of the original
who is referred to as "One." The original reaper has the role of a glorified quality control
supervisor who sits in front of giant set of monitors watching ten thousand reapings going on at
the same time. His eyes are as sharp as an "eagle." He sees every possible detail. He has the
capacity to switch out with any of the clones if he feels the need, or just wants to get in on the
action occasionally. If he switches the other reaper takes over the monotony of watching the
screens.

Most of the time reapings happen almost as if on autopilot. The reaper arrives just as the person
is dying, the person dies and plays the melody to transform their soul. The reaper collects the
soul and stores it in an orb container on his back. Then he opens a portal back to the Collection
Center. At the Collection Center, he deposits it into a gigantic sorting machine that sends off to
the appropriate destination. Once it arrives to the destination that reaper ceases to exist from all
space and time unless, the soul is sent to the void. Souls sent to the void are up for reincarnation
later to give them a second chance towards redemption or damnation and keep their same
reaper.
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Sometimes an anomaly does happen, but that is why One is watching from the screens and able
to communicate both through telepathy and a sub-vocal microphone to the reaper with the issue.
Anomalies typically occur in unusual death circumstances and have always been resolved in the
past, but now the reapers of Earth face something unheard of, soul orbs being stolen from
reapers right before they step through the magic portal. In other words, someone or something is
preventing souls from going to their final resting place and trapping the other clones from being
able to end their long existence. What started as one or two reapers stuck hanging around the
Collection Facility has now grown to a couple of a hundred within a few days and no end in
sight.

One spoke out loud to himself in a gravelly voice, "At this point, I will have to create one of
those professional Football stadiums that hold fifty thousand people just to keep them from
cluttering up the Collection Facility. I mean the facility is quite massive allowing up to one
hundred-eighty thousand souls to be processed in a short amount of time, but it only has a small
meeting area because reapers remain in their housing facility until they see the time about to run
out on their soul watch that each reaper wears. We do have the capacity to watch the lives of the
souls, but ultimately, we do not interfere with their free will. It is not like me and the clones go
traversing through the galaxy acting as explorers and leaving the people of Earth in a permanent
holding state waiting for us to return when it was most convenient. We are here all the time
ready to perform the duty that the universe has placed upon us. So, who or what is stealing our
soul orbs out from my watchful eyes? How are they doing it?"

As he was saying this, he noticed another large group of magic portals opening and more reapers
exiting to finish their collection process and thereby end their existence for most of them, but a
quick glance at all of them confirmed that only one out of a thousand managed to come back and
deliver his orb. The rest just sat there with blank stares and dumbfounded at the theft of their
soul orbs.

"1 am going to have to create that Football stadium probably within a week at this rate. This
must stop!" He reached over to a button on a universal intercom and said, "Clone number 1138
come to my station."

Within a few minutes the familiar skeletal face that was his own arrived to see what the original
reaper wanted. He replied in the same gravelly voice, "Yes, One what do you require of
"Effective immediately, I need you to take over my role here while I try to find answers to our
growing problem. Keep me posted if it continues to get worse."

###

10



The Heart of Man
By J. Smetana

Love lift us up where we belong
Where the EAGLES cry
On a mountain high
Wow Peaches you’re really doing some fine karaoke,
I know, I’m really workin’ on it. Showing improvement!
Maybe someday I can go to Two Pigs.
Yeah I promised to look into that - I don’t know if Two Pigs allows kids in because they
serve booze.

###

The Golden Eagle
By Edward Schefler

On June 20th 1798 the U.S. Congress adopted what is called
the American Eagle as our national emblem,

Having ridden on the banners of victorious armies and great nations.

These magnificent Eagles are a spectacular and wonderous sight
Able to reach speeds of 80 m.p.h. when in

Pursuit of prey.
With a wingspan of seven ft.

I have seen them in the cliffs over the Mississippi River. And, in
Alaska

Pairs can occupy large territories which can extend up to
Thirty-five square miles

###

The Eagle Has Landed
By Edward Schefler

Recalling the memorable day of
July 17th 1969

When the space probe from N.A. S.A. known as the
EAGLE

Made a lunar landing as Louie Armstrong
Was the first man to walk on the moon.

###
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Dirt Bike
By Kelly Tansor

I could see my son Matt waving out the window from the rearview mirror. “Hi,
plane!” he exclaimed. He’d been obsessed with planes. Every time he saw one in the
sky, he’d stop what he was doing just to watch it fly by.

Meanwhile, my wife Jackie sat in the passenger seat, looking out her window and
biting her nail. I gently took her hand and placed it in mine. Jackie and my mom never
really saw eye to eye, so she was worried about this family trip up to the lake. I’d asked
my mom to keep her opinions to herself on this trip, but only time would tell if she
actually would.

When we made it to the lake house, my mom greeted us with open arms. We all
exchanged hugs and pleasantries before she helped us unpack our bags. “What’s this
bike doing back here?” she asked.

“That’s Matt’s dirt bike,” I explained.

“You actually brought that here?” Her eyes practically popped out of her head. “I
didn’t think you were actually serious about that.”

“Yeah, Grandma, I’ve been practicing a lot,” Matt chimed in.

I added, “I’ve been riding with him almost every day this summer. Kid’s a natural,
he really knows his stuff.”

My mom turned to Jackie. “You need to keep these boys in line. Matthew’s too
young!”

“He’s 8, and the youngest age for this bike is 5,” my wife replied. “Besides, Matt
knows what he’s doing. He doesn’t go too fast, and he always wears a helmet. Why
don’t we have him show you?”

Matt put his helmet on and rode his bike all around the property while the three of
us watched. He drove slower than he would at home, probably to make sure Grandma
wouldn’t be too worried. Still, she kept her arms folded and took some of the deepest
breaths I’ve ever seen. Any time Matt made a turn, her eyes would get wider. Once the
turn was complete, though, her eyes dug into Jackie like daggers.

After about 5 minutes, Matt stopped his bike in front of us and dismounted,
smiling with pride. “See, Grandma? It’s safe, and so much fun!”

Mom took a breath and smiled at Matt. “You did a great job, Matthew.” Matt
turned and ran toward the house. Once he was out of earshot, Mom turned to Jackie
and said, “I can’t believe you allow your son to do these things.”

Mom’s comments toward Jackie went on all night long. “What an interesting new
hairstyle.” “I could never wear a summer dress that small.” “I guess I’m just not used to
jambalaya being made this way.” If we made any attempt to get her to stop, she would
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tell us we were being too “sensitive” so Jackie bit her tongue and tried her best to shrug
it off.

The next morning we drank coffee together outside while Matt rode around on his
bike. There was a very small patch of dirt (less than a foot high) that he kept doing
jumps off of. I watched him closely each time, noting how he did all the right
things—sped up before the jump, kept his balance, stayed straight, etc. Mom watched,
too, but after a few times paid less attention, finally trusting that Matt knew what he was
doing.

We were about to head in, so Jackie waved her “signal” to Matt in order to tell
him we were going inside. He held up one finger to say he wanted to do one more jump.
She gave him the thumbs up before gathering the garden chairs. I watched as Matt
rounded the corner, approached the jump, rode into the air, and…

“OOOOOOOWWWWWWW!!!!!!”

The landing was rough, and Matt slipped off the bike onto his arm. The three of
us scrambled to his side. We kept asking what hurt, but he just cried in agony, unable to
speak. I carried him to the car and Jackie drove us to the hospital.

Mom and I stayed in the back seat with Matt. He was eventually able to say his
right arm hurt, close to his elbow. He said he’d heard a snapping sound when he fell, so
I knew he broke his arm. Mom, of course, kept running her mouth. “Honey, you’ll be
alright. We should have had you come in right away. No one should have made you
make that last jump. Your mom will get us there soon, hopefully in one piece.”

I saw Jackie’s face in the rearview mirror. When her eyes met mine, she shook
her head at me. She was reaching her limit.

At the hospital, we explained to the doctors what had happened. They then
asked if they could speak to Matt alone about the accident, so we stepped outside.

“I hope you’re proud of yourself, Jackie,” my mom said.

“Alright, I’ve had enough,” Jackie snapped. “Listen, you have given me nothing
but grief since we got here. You’ve blamed me for every single thing that has gone
wrong, and I’ve had it. I’m a good mother—”

“Your son has a broken arm!” Mom retaliated.

The two of them barked back and forth while my future flashed before me. Casts,
hospital bills, insurance claims, bike repairs, arguments at holidays, divorce papers—

I threw my head back and looked up at the sky. If Matt were here, he’d be looking
for airplanes, but there weren’t any of those for miles. Instead, though, I spotted an
eagle. I watched as it soared through the air, big and majestic, his eyes fixed to
wherever his destination was. I took a long, deep breath, wishing I could have a
one-track mind like that eagle.
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They were still arguing when I snapped back into reality. “Mom, enough!” They
both got quiet. “Lay off Jackie, alright? She didn’t do anything wrong. Matt’s a kid, kids
get hurt, he’s gonna be fine. For now, back off with all the comments on Jackie, her
body, her cooking, and especially her parenting.”

###
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