
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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Word: Draw

Bedbugs, stench, dampness, and immortality
By J. Smetana

So Peaches why you home in the afternoon?
Mr. Truckee made us DRAW a picture and he did not like mine so he sent me home.
Tough break!

###

Resentment
By Kelly Tansor

I hold resentment the same way I used to hold a bottle of vodka—tightly, close to my
chest, but hidden away from the people around me. They don’t need to see something this
destructive, and they certainly don’t need to see how much I use it.

I use this resentment as a shield. I’ve been so badly burned by you that I never want to be
hurt like that again. So I keep my guard up, never letting anyone break this barrier.

They say our negative experiences outweigh the positive ones; well, my positive
moments with you never resulted in injury. I wouldn’t need this shield if it wasn’t for our
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negative moments. I may not be able to use this resentment as a tourniquet for my wounds, but I
can at least keep more wounds from happening in the future.

And the worst part? You have no idea I have this much resentment toward you. You
probably don’t even remember my name.

What I want more than anything is for this resentment to be a weapon. A hammer to
strike. An arrow to shoot. A spear to draw blood. Anything to make you feel an ounce of the pain
I endured.

But, as they say, it’s like drinking poison and expecting someone else to die.

What a useless tool…

###

The Golden Wimple
By N. Stewart

All was still and quiet within the castle confines. Nary a critter moved about. The Princess
Rebecca entered the courtyard and ordered the drawbridge be lowered over the moat. She threw
her cape over her right shoulder, leaving her right hand free if she needed to draw her sword. She
took a step forward and stepped onto the floor of the drawbridge.

The Land of Enchantment stood before her with pink trees and blue grass. Sunrise was just
beginning to show itself. The world took on a green glow as the sun peaked over the horizon.
This is a fine day for adventure she thought and walked on.

She dressed as a peasant girl to wander around among her subject without their knowing. Her
cape was black and of the finest wool, the skirt was many-colored, the blouse as white as snow,
and her boots were shinning and new. She strode into the village as it was waking. Shutters were
thrown open to let in the freshened air of the day. Vendors were putting out their wares on
benches and tables. It’s a peaceful day she thought.

She stopped at a vendor, looking through his wares and found a woven golden cloth that drew
her attention. The vendor, looking up at her said “It is magical cloth, Milady. It will tell you
about your future. Put it on your head as if it were a wimple and you’ll see.” The princess was
curious, took the material, and paid with a gold coin of the realm. The vendor bit into the coin
and then said “It is my pleasure to serve you.” Moving on to other vendors, she bartered for
additional items that she would soon use.

As she walked along, she could hear children laughing and singing. She had bought trinkets,
beads, and baubles and she called the children over to her. She handed out the small objects as
more children gathered around with their hands out. They were not afraid. She was no stranger to
them.

She smiled at everyone she met as she walked on through the village, greetings of the day were
exchanged. Coming to the end of the village boundary, she perched herself on a flat rock. She
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took out the golden cloth, fingered the material, and placed it on her head and then secured it
around her shoulders.

Immediately, she felt dizzy and closed her eyes as the world spun around her. When she opened
her eyes, there in front of her stood a gigantic troll. She startled and tried to rub her eyes to make
the image disappear, but it remained, standing directly in front of her.

“Come with me,” it beckoned, “and I will take you on an adventure of a life time.” She rose from
the rock and docilely followed. “I will show you wondrous things, people, and places that you
have never seen.” They climbed and climbed up higher and higher until they stood on a
precipice, overlooking the whole of the world.

“Look,” it commanded.

“How can this be?” she cried out.

“It is magic,” came the answer. “Look and see what there is to see!”

She travelled near and far, all over the world in the wink of an eye. She saw people of different
dress and heard many different languages spoken. Yet, amazingly she could understand all. She
experienced ecstatic joy followed by despondent sorrow. She experienced pure love and evil hate
as she continued watching.

She looked into the future of her own world and saw the comings of its conflicts, pestilence, and
war. Its people were angry, greedy, and desperate. She saw it all and it frightened her. She saw
herself age as the scenes before her changed from one to another. Suddenly, she felt death closing
in on her.

“Stop it,” she cried. “I don’t want to know any of this. Let me be!” She reached up, pulled the
wimple off her head, and threw it as far as she could. Then, she fainted.

When she recovered, she opened her eyes and found herself back on the flat rock. In front of her
stood not the troll she expected but a little girl. “Milady, are you all right?” said the little girl.
Princess Rebecca smiled though embarrassed she was, saying she was fine. “Here, I found this
on the hill over there. It’s beautiful and I thought it must belong to you,” handing over the golden
material.

The princess reluctantly took the golden magic cloth from the little girl, thanking her, and
wishing that she had never seen the cloth. She didn’t want to know what the future held as the
glimpse of it left her terrified. More than enough adventure for this day she thought, and Princess
Rebecca headed back to the castle. With the golden magical cloth in tow, she abruptly stopped.
On second thought she mused, perhaps someday this may become an advantage and not the
terrifying disadvantage I see it as I do today. With that, she looked down at the cloth in her
hands, grinned, and picked up her pace.

###
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Draw
By Pauline Bastek

Can you draw? A face? An animal? I can’t. I never could. I tried. I even took a class one year
offered by our local high school district. I ended up with a pathetic version of Van Gogh’s
Sunflowers and Mondrian cubes. I did have fun working with pastels but that was just regressing
into my childhood and drawing with chalk on the sidewalk.

Watching an episode of Midsomers Murders the other night I looked with amazement at a
nine-year old girl, drawing terriers of every size after just a few glances at them. She had an
entire notebook filled with every terrier that she saw in her country and thus helped the detective
solve that particular murder.

I was brought back to the fifties and listening to a classmate tell Sister Mary Felix that her father
was a police artist. It seemed that he would draw pictures as described by witnesses to crimes.
Using charcoal sticks he would give them a smaller or larger nose, curly or straight hair and in
many instances a remarkable likeness would emerge and criminals were apprehended to those of
us who were unable to draw a tree that did not require a caption identifying it. This was akin to a
miracle, forget the loaves and fishes. At that moment our awe of the uppity Connie whose father
was a doctor and Michael the son of the local judge who was known to remedy infractions of the
law for friends went down the pecking order and Judy’s police artist father’s talent elevated her
to new heights. This puzzled her as she told Sister Mary Felix that anyone can draw. I remember
the look on the nun’s face and even at that age, I realized that she couldn’t any more than I could.
As I write this, I’m looking at a pen & ink caricature of myself that took about 10 minutes for an
artist to draw at a real estate convention I attended years ago. I keep it on the top shelf on my
desk, to remind me to be understanding of those who may not be able to cook or bake or sew or
write a story as I can’t draw a face, or even a decent looking tree. Can you?

###

Drawing Me to the Future
by Manuel Frank Avila

In September 1952, I graduated from Ebenezer Lutheran Grammar School, located at 13th &
Harding in Chicago. Then, I enrolled at Harrison High School located at 24th & California. All
3-1/2 years of high school, I was not thinking of going to college. I just took the regular courses,
not concentrating on any college requirements curriculum.

There was a student in our class who started a petition to teach Drafting or Technical Drawing in
our last semester of high school. We all signed the Petition and the Principal approved the
Drafting Class. That particular student wanted to go to college and study Engineering. Little did I
know at that time that I was also going to benefit from the Drafting Class which was the
beginning of my Drawing to the Future..
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After graduation from Harrison High School in June, 1956, I got a job on the Docks with
Railway Express at Union Station working third shift. While at work one night; an Italian worker
started talking to me, and he advised,

“You are Young. You should quit this job loading and unloading the Railway Freight
Trains and Trucks, and Go To College.”

I applied at the University of Illinois Navy Pier to study Civil Engineering. But since I did not
take the required College-Prep courses at Harrison High School, University of Illinois, Navy Pier
turned me down. In September 1956, I enrolled at Crane Junior College located at Jackson &
Oakley for one year, and I took the required College-Prep classes to be eligible to enroll at the
University of Illinois, Navy Pier. One of the classes at Crane Junior College was drafting, and I
felt very comfortable in the class using a T-Square, different Angles such as 90, 45, 30-60,
degrees, and different shapes of angles such as curves, etc. In September, 1957, I entered the
University of Illinois, Navy Pier. One of the classes was also drafting; and again, I was very
comfortable in the class and completed my studies.

Another class I took was Land Surveying where we spent five weeks in Bemidji, Minnesota, and
we used a Plane Table out in the field to draw the Topographics using a Transit, T-Square, and
various Angles.

After attending all these different schools and taking many classes, I finally graduated as a Civil
Engineer, January, 1961 from the University of Illinois, Champaign-Urbana. I worked from
January 1961 to 1966 as a Civil Engineer. Then, I married my wife Sherry in 1965, and we
moved to Tucson, Arizona from 1966 to 1968 where I earned my Master of Science in Finance.
We returned to Chicago where I worked in Real Estate and Civil Engineering.

In 1975, I decided to start my own Civil Engineering Company. One of my first projects was
designing five bridges with the Illinois Department of Transportation (IDOT). The bridges
involved Collecting Data, Land Surveying, Structure Design, and YES—Drafting. I had NO
money to pay my employees. My only employees were my Wife Sherry, my Son Frankie, and a
part-time Civil Engineer who agreed to get paid when IDOT paid me. I completed designing the
5 bridges and presented them to IDOT.

Little did I realize that the Drafting Class I took in 1956 at Harrison High school would draw me
to a Successful Future providing me with necessary skills and knowledge when I founded my
own Civil Engineering company Avila & Associates, Inc. in 1975. During those 27 years I
owned the company; we worked on Tunnels, Sewers, Airport Runways, Highways, Local
Streets, High Rises, Traffic Counting, and filmed the CTA Tracks for training CTA employees.

Now, in 2024, Drafting is all done by Computer Aided Design (CAD). Even though times have
changed the way Drafting is done, some who choose that class can still be drawn to a Successful
Future.

And, a Big Thanks to my Italian Dock worker at Railway Express who even though his life had
drawn him in an unexpected direction, he kindly encouraged me to go to college to draw myself
in a different direction.

###
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Hidden Talents
By Sherry Avila

The other teachers look curiously and suspiciously at my First Graders’ Art representing the “12
Days of Christmas” displayed on our First-Grade bulletin board in the Ricardo Manzo
Elementary School in Tucson, Arizona where I teach after receiving my College Degree in
Education from the University of Illinois, Champaign, Urbana.

My husband Frank is attending the University of Arizona to earn his Master of Science Degree in
Finance with a minor in Real Estate. He received his Bachelor’s Degree in Civil Engineering
from the University of Illinois, ChampaignUrbana. No, we did not meet there. He parked cars at
a Country Club part time.

The teachers ask incredulously, “Did your First Graders really draw these pictures? Or, did You
draw them?” I smile, and I happily reply, “Yes, My First Graders drew, colored, and created
these pictures.”

I know what they are thinking. The children in my First-Grade classroom are slow learners and
incapable of much. Therefore, how could they create anything that beautiful. Later, I would
wonder if they had Learning Disabilities which were unknown at that time. However, in addition,
the majority of my First Graders never attend Pre-School especially since there was no Free
Operation HeadStart. Kindergarten was not required at that time. Most of my First Graders also
speak Spanish as their first language.

One very pretty, nice girl in my First-Grade classroom cannot write her name or read. I call her
parents in for a conference. They seem very nice and concerned about their daughter. Her Mom
and Dad say, “We cannot read or write.” I am shocked. I never met anybody before who was
illiterate. However, if her parents cannot read or write, my student has never been exposed to
books, or written or printed words. No wonder she can’t write her name or read!

Her Mom and Dad tell me, “We are migrant workers who work every day on the farm.” Perhaps
some of my students also work with their families picking crops on the farms.

I fondly recall my Mom who had a high school education walking a long distance with us three
pre-school children to go to the public library and take out many books which she read to us. My
Railroad Engineer Dad only had an 8th Grade Education and my Mom’s oldest sister Effie had a
fourth-grade education. They each had to work to support their families at that time. However,
they were both very intelligent people who read books and newspapers.

How could I help my First Graders? I always loved art. I remember my Mom bringing home
spoiled papers from when she was an Administrative Assistant for us to draw, color, and create. I
also remember teachers who taught us art in the classroom. Drawing made me forget some of the
problems of my childhood such as my Mom and Dad’s divorce when I was about 10 years old.
Perhaps, I could help my First Graders with Art by including drawing, coloring, and creating.

Following the lead of my Mom, former teachers, and my love of art and its many therapeutic
benefits; I put my passion and appreciation for art into my First-Grade classroom. Fortunately,
Art is part of the curriculum, so that should work. We made such a mess creating our art that the
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custodian (who later became Superintendent of Schools in Tucson, AZ) asked me, “Please clean
up your classroom.”

The Wonder of my First Graders was that even though they were struggling with their reading
and writing (but not their Arithmetic) that they had these HIDDEN TALENTS to draw, color,
paint, and create beautiful pieces of art that made my Soul and I hope their Souls glow with
GREAT JOY!

My husband Frank asked, “Why are you spending some of your money from teaching for art
materials at school when we don’t have that much money?”

###

Death Melody: Part 2
By Mark Moe

Clone 1138 acknowledged with a nod and waited for One to exit the cubicle before sitting down.
Barely a few minutes passed before another clone came looking for One. "Where has One gone?
Did he finally take a vacation?"

1138 responded, "No he went to investigate a situation regarding the theft of almost a thousand
soul orbs on the previous day."

The other clone looked really confused and said, "Pull up the video from yesterday. I delivered
my orb to the void so I want to see what he was talking about."

1138's bony fingers flew over the keyboard to load yesterday's video for them to watch. "This is
the timeframe that One mentioned. "
"It is also the same time I was delivering my soul to the void. Let's watch what happens."

The two reapers used the other reaper as the basis for the search making him the last of a
thousand in one group and the first in a thousand in another. Most of the reapers delivered
almost all blue orbs with a few red orbs and soon disappeared out of existence. A few hundred
remained because of their souls going to the void.

The second reaper asked, "Are you sure One was not going on vacation and just neglected to
tell you?

1138 responded, "He said he was going to seek the help of the other reapers in the galaxy with
this issue."

"What issue? Nothing out of the ordinary happened yesterday. The other reapers? How are
they going to help him? Maybe we should "draw" up some contingency plans if One needs to
be removed."

1138 nodded his head in agreement and said, "I hope he realizes the truth."
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While the two reapers were discussing One's situation, One was busy traveling through a portal
to meet with his counterpart on Mars. The Martians were diminutive, olive-green humanoids
with short, pointy ears and their reapers looked just like them. The difference for their reapers is
that they all wear a digital watch to open portals instead of the scythe that One and his clones
use. One stepped out to the surprise of the Martian reapers present. He asked in his gravelly
voice, "Where can I find your leader?"

Fortunately, the reapers can all understand one another across the galaxy. A Martian reaper a
few paces from him stepped forward and said, "Follow me." As they walked, One kept hearing
comments about his appearance. Some were saying, "Only the Ten-ans of Earth would
envision such a scary-looking reaper." While others said, "What the hell is wrong with those
Terrans? Why would a Grim Reaper have the appearance of a skeleton with glowing crimson
eyes and not look like the Terrans he represents?" One ignored the comments and continued to
follow his guide. Finally, the guide led him up a metal staircase to his counterpart's office. The
guide knocked on the door and was acknowledged by a voice on the inside. "Sir the first Grim
Reaper of Earth is here to see you."

"Come in my old friend, One. What do I owe this unexpected visit? The two reapers shook
hands and the Martian directed him to a chair across from him. One collected his thoughts for a
moment before saying, "Someone or something is stealing soul orbs before my clones can
deliver them to our Collection Facility. Have you ever heard of this happening before?"

The Martian reaper responded, "We had a technical issue long ago, but that dealt with the
sorting machine creating a delay in delivering the soul orbs to their destinations. In that
instance, I had a large number of reapers who were hanging around in limbo, but once the orbs
were finally shipped off, the issue resolved itself. I have never seen what you are describing
happen. I do not think it was possible. What do you plan to do?"

"I am not sure. I want to confer with some of the others to make sure it is not a problem galaxy
wide, or if the others have a solution to it."

"Good luck old friend. I will be here if you need further guidance, or if you want to take a
vacation out this way."

One thanked his Martian counterpart and turned to leave. His escort was still outside and took
him back to where he could teleport out. He teleported to the planet Neptune where its reapers
were water creatures that look reminiscent of that classic movie "The Creature from the Black
Lagoon" and spoke in a watery speech like the Merlocks from World of Warcraft. Their skin
was the color of aqua and they all carried icy-blue tridents as their instrument of choice for
opening portals. The welcome he received was less than friendly. Several of the Neptunian
reapers went to attack him not just because of his appearance, but also the fact that one of his
clones had informed these reapers that One was dangerous to himself and others.

It took a lot of convincing just to talk to his Neptune counterpart and even then, he was
reluctant to discuss anything with One.

"It has been reported to me that you have prevented at least a thousand souls from being
processed. I do not know your intentions here and I will not stand by and watch you try to
destroy the natural order in the galaxy. Our job is to collect souls, not to interfere with the
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conditions set upon us by the Divine Presence. One I am letting you go with the express intent
that you go back to your planet and fix this mess right now. Do not come back here until you do,
or the next time you come back, you will be placed in a watery dungeon," reported his Neptunian
counterpart.

One shook his head and said, "It is clear that you have the wrong idea about what happened to
my reapers and the souls we deliver just like you Martians. I will fix this situation without your
help."

###

Heaven and Hell
By Vicki Elberfeld

The Metropolitan Opera radio broadcasts are even older than I am, running for more than
90 years, and they get sole credit for my early loathing of opera. My parents raised me to be a
quiet child, but they had entirely different rules for themselves. Saturday afternoons they would
crank up the volume on those operas until the noise filled our tiny apartment and then some.

My parents slept in on Saturdays. I, on the other hand, awoke early and was expected to
watch my cartoons at the lowest possible volume, not bothering my folks with anything short of
a house fire. Saturday mornings I experienced a rather restrained kind of fun, but how I dreaded
the afternoons! The sopranos were the worst, a constant reminder of cats scratching and
screeching and torturing one another.

Another peculiarity of my parents was that they never hired babysitters, so if Grandma
wasn‘t available, Mom and Dad would take me out with them. I loved going to see Swan Lake,
Giselle, and the Nutcracker Suite, and dreamed of wearing beautiful satin tutus myself when I
grew up. Going to operas was an entirely different matter. However, as we only attended evening
performances, I’d sleep through at least the quieter parts.

One day, Mom and Grandma invited me to attend a movie opera which Mother thought
I‘d enjoy much more than a live performance. The draw here would be the subtitles - over half a
century ago the Lyric didn‘t provide titles, so I’d never really understood what was happening
onstage. The presence of subtitles would enable me to actually follow the story. The opera was
brand new to me, La Forza del Destino, or The Power of Destiny, by Giuseppe Verdi.

The Overture was the usual snooze, but once the singers appeared with their subtitles, my
fog was penetrated. As I became caught up in the drama I began to feel real sympathy for the star
crossed lovers, desperately wanting them to live happily ever after (which hardly ever happens in
operas such as Madame Butterfly, Tosca, La Boheme, and the list goes on, sigh). As the story
unfolded and captured what seemed to be all of my attention, something very peculiar happened.
The music, which I’d originally perceived to be the background to a compelling drama, slowly
began to enter my awareness and then entirely take over. It was inspiring, sublime even. I was
amazed to think I‘d never been touched this way before and profoundly grateful for my
epiphany!

My religion told me I would go to heaven when I died but was very vague on particulars
of the place. Yet now, for the very first time, I experienced a kind of heavenly bliss. I considered
if there weren’t some conceivable way I could experience this ecstasy 24/7 and not even have to
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die. Possibly I could hole up somewhere with the best stereophonic system in the world and have
all my meals delivered. I could continue listening to operas while I ate and only break during
sleep. Then, after imbibing incredible music all day long, my unconsciousness would be infused
with rapturous dreams.

But perhaps we mortals weren’t made for uninterrupted bliss. Mine couldn’t even survive
the length of the film. Mom and Grandma got on swimmingly and soon became more engrossed
in each other than in the opera itself. Something struck them as hysterical, for they began this
infuriating giggling. Only they didn’t stop there. Could such a marvel have bored them? I’ll
never know. I do know they whispered nonstop throughout the movie, punctuated by these
infernal giggles which didn’t bother folks at a distance. But one spectator was deeply annoyed,
hurt, distracted and enraged at being so very, very close to the gates of heaven yet denied
admission. And that tortured audience member was just one helpless little girl, me.

I couldn’t help saying to myself, these relatives of mine aren’t worthy of paradise given
their utter incapacity to appreciate it. And I am deeply grateful that I didn’t possess, right then
and there, the power to consign them both to hell, for there was absolutely nothing, on God’s
green earth, that could have stopped me at that moment.

###

Draw
By Anna Young

   "Draw Partna" as a gunslinger would say in a western showdown. Drawing as an artist's
imaginings on canvas. I no can do! My drawing skills are nowhere near to that degree.
Architectural drawing is out of the question. Schematics is definitely not my forte! I chose
instead to draw upon my personal life experiences to my full height emotionally and
intellectually. They fit my character and lifestyle like a custom-made shoe. Perfectly!      

These numerous life experiences have taught me to become more patient, respectful, kind,
honest, intuitive and have given me much more strength of mind, wisdom and intelligence than I
knew I possessed. There have been times I've surprised myself with the knowledge gained from
a lifetime of ups and downs, past and present. There have been moments or situations when I've
had to reach deeply into the wells of emotional strength  and patience. I've had to wear a cloak of
vigilance like a suit of armor. I surround myself in an emotional force field so as not to fly off the
handle when my anger begins to rule and overcome me. Following is an incident that tested my
anger level and patience.

I'm usually the only person of color at the Eisenhower Library for scheduled events, lectures,
films, a class or activity I find interesting or enjoyable. People I've met at the library have been
kind and welcoming. It's not as though people of color are an anomaly! Not many of us reside in
the Northwest areas of Illinois. In this particular case I had to draw deeply from my well of
patience.

Whenever entering where the scheduled event takes place, I sometimes take a deep calming
breath. I've been reserving a place for the chosen events for several years. Sometimes I get the
look when entering the room, subtle but knowing. Am I being too brown or black?
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I'd reserved a place for a film documenting the WASPS. Women as Air Force service pilots.
They weren't members of the military, they were experienced civilian pilots wanting to do their
part to help stop the senseless loss of lives during WW11. I'm a history buff and was very
interested in learning about these brave women's accomplishments during WW11. I learned they
were not recognized for their efforts until much later. It was written and acted by Judith Kalora.
She played all the parts. It was a tour de force! These brave women were experienced pilots,
decoders, and resistance fighters. The engines of their planes were sabotaged by rags and foreign
substances. They were considered by the military to be unqualified because they were women
and not properly trained for the mission at hand. Thirty weight women lost their lives in defense
of their cause and country. I'm a staunch women's advocate and want to know more about these
brave forgotten women. I'll do more research for sure.

At the end of the film there was a virtual Q&A with the actress Ms Kalora. Not many people
were left. It was the beginning of summer, the AC in the library was sky high! I was freezing!
My teeth were chattering! The facilitator asked if there were any questions? I asked were there
any women of color in the WASPS? The date was June 20th. I'll tell you soon enough why I
remember the date. Before she could answer an attendee jumped out of her seat abruptly, as she
was running to the door she said "You gotta get that in there, it's Juneteenth"! With hubby trailing
fast behind. The facilitator held her head down. I was incensed and in ass kicking mode! Mind
you Juneteenth had been celebrated the day before! I got up and slowly left the room passing a
white man sitting there stoically with his arms crossed on his chest looking straight ahead. The
assistant to the facilitator said she was sorry. For what? She knew the cowardly ass who'd run out
of the room had obviously made a blatant discriminatory statement! The stillness in the room
was so palpable I could cut it with a knife!

I left the room hubby was standing by the elevator waiting for wifey to come out of the loo. Lo
and behold she didn't expect to see me as the three of us converged at the elevator! I asked her
point blank "What compelled her to blurt out such a discriminatory remark"? She turned beet
red! I wanted to smack all kinds of shit out of her! She was scared beyond words! She pressed
her hand to her chest and stated, "I'm Jewish"! And! As if that excused her nastiness and she
could relate to my anger and why! The three of us made it down the elevator to the sidewalk
unscathed, physically that is. Emotionally was another matter altogether. I made it clear to her
and hubby how angry and hurt I was that his wife would publicly humiliate and embarrass both
of us by making such a disrespectful remark, then rush out of the room. That was cowardly! At
least get your facts straight! We talked a long time, I did. I explained to her Juneteenth was the
day before. Juneteenth has been declared a national holiday by President Biden. It
commemorates the enslaved in Texas who knew nothing of the ratification or signing of the
Emancipation Proclamation that they were no longer enslaved. They were informed by an
official of the military. The date was June 19th1866. The black community has celebrated the
date ever since. How it became a national holiday is a story for another time.

The three of us talked a little more about societal issues. That's another tale to be told some other
time. Finally the conversation ended. Goodbye! So long! Good riddance! I was drained
emotionally and had become misty eyed. Me and Nellie Belle made it home safely as usual.
Nellie Belle is the name I've given my ride. She's nineteen years young and still cranking! Thank
you ole gal!
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This is a recent account of one of my personal life experiences. I had to draw strength deeply
from my wells of patience and wisdom, bringing them to the fore to reign in my anger. It's a
damn shame to this day I have to explain my blackness and endure the negative ramifications
associated with my brown, glowing, beautiful, supple, un- wrinkled skin! Mirror mirror on the
wall who's the __________ _________ of them all? I have yet to fill in those blanks. I've still got
a lot of living to do.

###

With Memories to draw Upon
By Edward Schefler

And who hasn’t envisioned impressions of vivid
moments with memories to draw upon. Some so

personal that its encounter lingers on.

Enshrined in cherished thoughts,
As a vision of grandeur,
Hesitate to fade, or be

Forgotten.

Such is the Currier and Ives setting of my Uncle’s farm.
Remindful of this placid place.

Nestled amongst fields of alfalfa, corn, and clover.
Where puffs of creamy clouds settle motionless.
Casting spotted shadows upon the terrain below.

The serene stillness of a restful pause.
In a calm and unruffled repose.

Where at dusk countless fireflies display flashes
of radiance seen afar. While the warmth of summer

nites reveal the heavens in all its splendor.
A celestial dome of luminous shimmering stars.

Diamonds dressed in all its
brilliance.

Appearing so close that you may feel you can
reach out and touch

them.

And here for the first time I viewed the Milky Way belt.
Stretching out in a diagonal path.

As falling stars streaked silently across the moonless sky.
A view of the sublime

Half in the envisage of transcendence.
Half in my dreams.

12


