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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Death Melody: Part 3
By Mark Moe

One was escorted back to where he could teleport away from the Neptunian reapers. As an act of
resentment, he opened a portal three times bigger than he needed. He stepped through and
returned to his own reaper facility. Many of the reapers greeted him and asked him about his
vacation since he was gone for a few days. When he reached his office, 1138 greeted him and got
up to make room for his boss. 1138 asked him, “Have you found any answers from the other
reapers?”

One shook his head and replied, “I have only been to the Martians and the Neptunians. I have
not asked everyone, but the consensus so far is they have not heard of anything like this
happening. Have we had any other incidents since I left?”

1138 responded, “No, but I needed to show you video from when the incident happened. Clone
918,485 came by to say hello and as it turned out, he sent his soul to the void during that time
your referenced.”

“Wait, did you say 918,485? That guy is even more unlucky than you. His soul keeps being
reincarnated with no final destination every time. That is why he is up to that number. Please
continue though.”

1138 responded, “We made him the first in a thousand on one search and the last in a thousand
on the other. Watch what happens.”
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One watched in confusion as the previous one thousand reapers completed their drop offs
without any issues. About two hundred reapers sent their souls to the void and remained behind.
Although, it was a high amount, it was not that unusual to have that many souls go to the void in
a day. 1138 stopped the video and looked up to his friend and said, “One I want to believe you,
but this makes it very difficult. You have never given any of us any reason to doubt you. As I
told 918, 485, I hope you discover the truth.”

One nodded and waited for 1138 to leave before pushing a page button on his phone. When
another reaper answered, he said, “Tech support, I need you up here right now. I have a problem
with my video recording system.”

Soon another reaper wearing glasses and a backpack filled with techie tools arrived at his desk.
“Yes, boss what do you need?”

One responded, “How easy is it to intercept my livestream and change what I see happening in
real time? How could someone do that?"

The tech reaper scratched his bony chin with his skeletal hand in reflection and said, “As you
know the reapers assigned to the tech department could do it, but we just maintain the livestream
and save the recording for archival purposes. We do not edit it. We have two control nodes where
it can be accessed, one in the center of the tech department and the other one in an undisclosed
location as a backup. The one in the tech department is never left alone, so the only vulnerable
one would be the one that is undisclosed.”

One responded, “I want hidden cameras placed in both locations. I also need hidden cameras at
the reaper housing facility as well. I cannot explain more than that right now. I do not know who
to trust at this point.”

“The tech reaper replied, “You are the boss. We will have them installed in a couple of hours. As
it turns out, we have hardware upgrades to do at each location, so installing hidden cameras will
not draw any unwanted attention.”

One thanked the tech reaper and reflected on what his Martian counterpart had mentioned about
taking a vacation on Mars, “A vacation in a “castle” along the famous Martian coastline would
be a great idea. The blowing red sand and the deeply carved canyons from the windstorms would
be very peaceful. I have to figure out what is happening here first and if it is really happening or
am [ just creating something out of nothing.”

Back at the Reaper Housing Facility, 1138 was checking on his personal computer for any notice
regarding the reincarnation of the soul that is paired to him. For the souls, they have no concept
of being reincarnated and the timeframe in which it happens. The reapers receive a notification
from the Reincarnation Institute so they know their soul is no longer in a limbo state. It also
allows them to resume their duties watching over the soul’s life. 1138 has sent his soul to the
void six times, while 918,485 has sent his soul to the void thirty times. He reflected on what One
had told him, “918,485 that guy is even more unlucky than you.” His email showed no updates
on his soul and for today, the soul was still in limbo.

1138 thought to himself, “I wonder how 918,485 deals with having to send his soul back thirty
times. It must be incredibly frustrating for him. I am concerned that he might find a way to
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intervene on behalf of his soul just so he could end his long existence.” 1138 laughed to himself
and said, “No, he must have the patience equal to One himself. Besides, we are not supposed to
interfere, just observe and collect the souls. What could he do anyways? Although, he would be
a great candidate to replace One, if he ever retires. He has seen a lot over the centuries and One
could retire knowing the Earth is in good hands, but would One retire, or would we have to
remove him.”

One sat in front of the large monitors on his desk when a text alert showed up in the corner of his
screen. It was from the tech reaper. “Boss, the upgrades and those special requests have been
completed. Here are the links you will need to access them.”
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Zig Zag
By Anna Young

Life's patterns, crossroads, phases, ups and downs, ins and outs.
Here todays, gone tomorrows. Bittersweet moments. Days on high, Damn!

Zigging and zagging, heavy, black, white, blue, yellow, clear, hazy, cloudy. A kaleidoscope of a
lifetime of being, wanting to live. Lovely!

Being alive, sometimes just barely. The zig becomes the zag and vice versa. Can't tell anymore.
Opposites attract. Sail on. Oh well!

Infinity, endless, life goes on, unencumbered, forever. Awomen!

HiH

Castles—And Covid—in the Air
By Kelly Tansor

This is a work of fiction.

Growing up, my parents called me Princess and, boy, did I feel like royalty. I had a big
family—my parents both had several siblings—so I was always showered with gifts upon gifts
every birthday and Christmas. Our house wasn’t a mansion by any means, but it was decently
sized enough for our family. We may not have had luxury cars, but our cars still ran from A to B.
Mom cooked at home a lot; maybe it wasn’t 5-star material, but I still loved her cooking.

Dad, on the other hand, worked a lot (my mom would complain he worked too many
hours) but he always made time for me in the evenings. No one tucked me in at night like my



dad; he was the best at reading stories, he gave the best night time hugs, and only he could sing
our special good-night song.

Even though Dad made good enough money for work, we didn’t always have the time or
money for a vacation. That is, until he declared that next spring break would finally be THE
SPRING BREAK we go to Disney World! We bought our tickets months in advance. I planned
out every single outfit I would bring with me. Dad looked into what rides would be the best and
how to get on each of them with as little wait time as possible. Mom and I would look up
pictures of Disney World and marvel at the rides, the characters and, of course, Cinderella’s
castle. I could hardly wait.

That was supposed to be the spring of 2020. I’'m sure you know what happened...

As time went on, more news came out, and more places closed down, Cinderella’s castle
was looking more like a castle in the air. We were fortunate enough to have all our tickets
refunded, but that did little to assuage the disappointment lingering in the air of our home. Of
course, this was no one’s fault, and none of us could have seen it coming. That almost made it
worse, though, knowing there was no person or thing to be angry at. The frustration and sadness
felt like an arrow with no target to aim at.

Time passed. Masks came out. Vaccines came out. People started coming out of their
homes. Businesses opened up. At long last, a year after our initial plan, we made our way to
Disney World. It still wasn’t exactly how I pictured it—2019 me certainly didn’t imagine hand
sanitizing stations everywhere—but we’d finally made it! We got to ride the rides, see the
characters, and visit the castle! It was real!

And best of all, we got to experience the park as a family after the most tumultuous year
our family—and, arguably, the world—had ever seen.
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Hell’s Vestibule
by Vicki Elberfeld

Dante described 9 circles of hell labeled: Limbo, Lust, Gluttony, Greed, Anger, Heresy,
Violence, Fraud and Treachery. But recently I ran across another section, entitled the Vestibule of
the Futile, located right around the entrance to said hell. The punishments here entail an eternity
of waiting and inactivity. I confess I myself currently reside in this Vestibule of the Futile. Only
to my mind this isn’t a gateway to hell but rather one of its very deepest layers, a tenth layer of
hell, if you will. And I call this layer, the bureaucracy.

It all began with a broken iPad.



I live on my pad which I use to study German, watch films, read books, get my news,
take part in Zoom meetings on writing, storytelling, and philosophy, and attend virtual book and
film discussions. I scarcely ever use a phone anymore but stay in touch with friends through texts
and emails. When I dropped and cracked the iPad screen so that it no longer functioned, I felt as
bereft as if I had lost my best friend.

As indeed I had! The iPad has been my constant companion ever since our pandemic
lockdowns when it was virtually, pun intended, my only link to the outside world. Naturally I am
loath to part with it. It’s been my friend, my memory, my research tool. According to records, I
spend an average of twelve hours per day online. That‘s half of my life and considerably more
than half of my waking life.

Of course it’s insured. And that in itself is a problem. The pad is covered by the world‘s
third largest telecommunications company which apparently doesn’t have a clue about how to
actually communicate, AT&T. When you call them, you deal with one menu after another and
just as the prerecorded messages begin to hint that after only a tad bit more excruciating waiting
on your part, a human being will indeed come to” your rescue, you then find yourself talking to a
bot which shortly thereafter transfers you to yet another bot and another until you just know that
you are right back at square one. I finally gave up and drove to the nearest AT&T store where a
manager named George, with the forbearance of a saint, walked me through the process, and
miracle of miracles, we reached a human being. Sadly, the human was almost more
disappointing than the bots! She told me insurance would cover exactly zero repairs. They
would, however, be willing to send me a replacement once I paid them $100 on top of the
hundreds I’d already spent on premiums for a pad I'm told now retails for only $400 - $500,
though I paid more than a thousand for it originally. However then I would have to transfer the
data from the old pad to the new which I doubted my meager skills could handle. George warmly
assured me he would help me once he found the time. Feeling the least bit reassured, I agreed
and went home to await a call letting me know when my pad arrived and George would be free
to help with setup.

And so I continue to wait in hell‘s vestibule, though my new pad arrived at the store well
over a week ago, and George has not yet phoned. I suspect he‘s...... busy. Even if the waiting
time in this vestibule may not literally be eternal, one week plus spent waiting for my phone to
ring has felt like eternity.

The sign to hell reads “Abandon all hope, ye who enter here.” And that sign assures me
that I remain only in the vestibule and have not entered hell itself, for to this day I still have hope
and fervently believe that George will call me, sooner or later. He wouldn’t let me down. I have
an instinct for such things.
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The Golden Wimple Part I1
By N. Stewart

Still shaken from the adventure of seeing the future while wearing the golden wimple, Princess
Rebacca returned to the castle and in her room she hung up the golden cloth as far back in the
wardrobe as possible.

Princess Rebecca’s life moved steadily onward. She married the Prince of Wellington, Nicholas,
and with the marital union the two countries became close allies. First a son, Lucas, was born,
the came Liam, and then Sarah, darling little Sarah. The countryside bloomed with joy and
happiness as years of peace and contentment settled in.

The children grew and wandered the Land of Enchantment as Princess Rebacca once had. Her
parents, the king and queen grew older and then as life has its way, they passed on. Princess
Rebacca was an only child and became the queen of the Land of Enchantment.

One day dark clouds rolled in over the castle and the village. Change was coming and the Queen
could sense it. The people of the village knew, becoming restless and fearful of the dark.

Prince Nicholas was recalled to his father’s kingdom to care for the ailing king. A marital
agreement between the families struck years ago stated that the first-born son of their union on
becoming 16 would become the heir to the Wellington throne. Lucas would be leaving with his
father to live and train in Wellington. Queen Rebecca knew the marital agreement must be
honored and helped her son pack.

Nicholas and Lucas began their journey west over land and across the River Trent. Queen
Rebecca held Liam and Sarah close as she stood, looking over the parapet, watching her husband
and son disappear from her sight. They would be gone for a great length of time. A feeling of
foreboding overtook her.

The weeks, then months passed slowly with no news of them. More people within the castle and
those in the village became fearful. The dark clouds covering the village and castle became
ominous in their density. The blue grass and the pink trees began to wilt without rain and missed
the sun peeking through the clouds. The weather changed from sunshine and warmth to dark and
cold.

Queen Rebecca sent messengers into the countryside to find a cause of the disturbance. One
messenger returned from the Wellington area to exclaim that there was a crack that had opened
in the earth and then he told a tale of grotesque, evil creatures reaching up, trying to pull
themselves out of crack in the earth. Armies had lined up on both sides, smashing and hacking
the exposed creature bodies. She listened as the story unfolded

Suddenly, she remembered the golden wimple that she had hidden in the back of the wardrobe. A
vision of the future would tell her what was and would be happening. She grabbed the cloth as
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she rushed to leave the castle, ran through the village until she came to the flat rock. She sat
down, putting the wimple around her head and shoulders. As before, she felt dizzy, the world
spun, and when she opened her eyes. the troll stood before her.

“Come, you’ll see,” it said.

She rose from the rock and followed to the precipice as instructed. She tried to speak but
couldn’t find words. In the vision before her, stood the joint armies from many villages including
the Village of Wellington. She could see the widening of the crack in the earth. Creatures were
attempting to push and pull their way out. The armies attacked with long sword, bows, lances,
and axes, smashing, hacking, driving the creatures back into the earth. Some soldiers were lost in
the struggle, pulled down into the crevice, disappearing forever. She gasped and clasped her hand
over her mouth, seeing her husband grabbed by the leg and pulled down toward the crack in the
earth by the ugly arms of a spider-like creature.

“What can I do?” She screamed.
“Watch!” The troll said.

She tried to look away, but couldn’t. The scene held her captive. Queen Rebecca saw her son run
to her husband and standing over him let loose a hail of fire from his finger tips, directing it
toward the creature that held his father captive. The creature screamed before disappearing in a
cloud of purple smoke.

She looked up at the troll. “Lucas has magic?”

“Yes, it comes through your bloodline. You have magic powers, too. They are different though as
you can see into the future and change the present. Use your magic now to close the crevice and
to seal it.”

With eyes closed, she gathered a yet unknown power within her. She envisioned the rift in the
earth ever narrowing until it closed, sealing itself completely.

When she opened her eyes, she saw that the fighting was all but over. The crack had been closed
and securely sealed. The creatures that had escaped were being hunted down and destroyed by
the armies of the land. She saw that her beloved husband, Nicholas was battered, but alive. Lucas
looked exhausted from his effort at wheedling the magic of fire. But he was alive. She, too, was
exhausted from her magical effort to close and seal the crevice.

She awoke on the flat rock, very tired and stunned, knowing the capabilities of the magic she
now knew she possessed. She quietly returned to the castle and put the golden cloth away in the
back of the wardrobe. Had she changed the course of events with her magic? She didn’t know,
but needed time to think.



As she entered the great hall, Little Sarah and Liam ran up to her, telling her that Father and
Lucas were on their way and would be home soon. Queen Rebecca sighed with relief and hugged
her children. Her magic had worked.

The dark clouds dissipated and sun returned over the Land of Enchantment.

HiH

Castle
By Edward Schefler

Is an imposing structure grandiose in a stately
manner.
Often built on high ground for
all to take notice.

Entering its gate, I proceeded along
a narrow corridor into a large
spacious room with decorative tapestries.
With stained glass windows firmly embedded
into massive stone walls.

Fragments of etched glass
arranged in multi-colored pigments of red blue
and golden yellow,
Reflecting luminous patters upon the
flooring below.

Ascending the narrow stairway provided a view
onto the vastness of its
surroundings,
overlooking a landscape vista of
mountains, rivers, and forest.

Are an enchantment of glamourous appeal.

Where one can get lost.
Lost in a mase of rooms.

In bewilderment from where I came from,
And to where I am going.
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Glacier Trip Encounters
Dennis P. Johnson

There was much to draw upon from this trip. Travelogs are not my expertise but I will do my
best. A love story to start is a good way to go since we had celebrated our 50th wedding
anniversary less than a week before.

What can I say about Carol and Faye? We met them at the piano in the lobby of Glacier Park
Lodge. It was Faye and another lady named Pam who were playing Gospel hymns and they had
the great hall filled with the air of those great classics.

But it was the love story that would stand out as well. It stands the test of time in my thoughts.
Carol is Faye's daughter and it was Carol who would tell us the story of her 93-year-old mother
and her departed father. Carol and Faye were on a whirlwind tour of the American Northwest
aboard the Amtrak Empire Builder. It was at Glacier Park Lodge that Carol's father wrote the
love letter to Faye asking her to marry him over 70 years before. And they were married 60 years
before his passing. He was a Wisconsin Synod Lutheran pastor and Faye was the pastor's wife
and they raised their family of six children. Carol and Faye needed to be there at the Lodge. It
was a place of closure for Faye. The man of her life gave his heart and his life to her in that very
place, though in written form.

On the train we met John, a retired U.S. Air Force Lt. Colonel on his way to Seattle,
Washington. John spent 24 years in the service. He was a navigator on a C-135 transport. He
talked about inflight refueling, the impact of the Consolidated B-24 Liberator in WW2, his
love for the Philadelphia Phillies, and for Major League baseball in general. He grew up in
New Jersey not far from Philadelphia. Very knowledgeable about baseball history, Army Air
Force and U.S. Air Force History from 1947 and forward.

Then there was Edith and her husband from Bemidji, Minnesota. I'm sorry, but I have forgotten
his name. They were on their way to Seattle as well. They are very knowledgeable about the
history and politics of their home state and the many different places they have visited. The
husband is 80 years old but Edith was not so forward about her age. Well, I told them that [ am
73 and they told me how young I still was. A relative response, I guess.

The best conversation we had was heading back home on the Empire Builder. We met Brandon
and Melissa. They are, I consider, our pioneers and frontiersmen from Williston, North Dakota.

They are ranchers with a herd of 1100 Black Angus on a ranch that is about 30000 acres. Melissa
raises quarter horses as well as 4 kids ranging from 18 years old down to 6. Brandon told me that
he herds his cattle on horseback most of the time, but sometimes he uses a motorcycle. They
harvest their own barley and alfalfa to feed their cattle, but they sell some that they don't need.

It can get pretty cold on the northern plains. They have days when it is 60-70 degrees below zero
with the wind chill. Brandon hunts elk with a bow and arrow and sometimes with a
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high-powered rifle. They butcher the elk themselves and freeze the meat for later use. They said
that it tastes like beef. I asked them about how they build houses up there and if the insulation is
different and Brandon told me that it was more substantial than in Illinois. Anti-freeze in cars is
the same. They may mix it a little different, but it jells up when it gets really cold.

Last but not least was our tour guide into Glacier National Park. His name is Lester and he is half
Swedish and half Blackfoot Indian. He was raised on the reservation and he has worked as a
school teacher as well. He has many stories about his people on both sides of his family. He has
his narrative and I have my opinion about things. On some things we agreed and on other things
not so much. I really liked him. The Blackfeet were the power brokers of the Rocky Mountains
in the time of Lewis and Clark and afterwards until our Civil War. And in many ways I believe
they still are. We never made it to Marias Pass. The Pass is a key passage through the Rockies for
Merriwether Lewis heading east and later the Great Northern Railroad heading west. These are
discussions for a later installment, if possible. © 2024 Dennis P. Johnson
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What we talk about...
By J. Smetana

Not long after Arthur became king, he and his friends were resting in a CASTLE.
They had been going from city to city meeting the people.

HiH

Castle
By Diana Bernacki

Born into noble lineage, my future was pre- destined long before my birth. Military training
commenced in my childhood, starting with playful simulation following years of hard discipline,
building the elite skills required in the art of war. Through the years my cohort evolved into a
deeply unified team, loyal and brave. We were spirited soldiers honored to serve for the sake of
the mission.

Lately there have been threats of hostile engagement with a specific border camp. The Generals
initiated dialogue but failed to avert conflict through their hasty negotiations. The enemy as I
referred to as the “White Army” expectedly launched the first attack.

Adrenaline pumping and strategies implemented, the battle lines were drawn. Both camps
released their frontline troops comprised of fearless infantry ready to suffer the sacrifice. After a
while reports of casualties reached our generals, and the reactive order immediately deployed the
calvary, known as the Black Knights. They flank our units and impressively attack with cunning
unpredictability. We were confident of their success. In the beginning of the battle, each camp
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made little progress, nearly creating a stalemate at one point allowing time for our leaders to
evaluate their strategies.

My ranks were outfitted with the standard amour and a helmet shaped like a castle turret. I felt
fully protected for the call of duty. The superior training I received enabled me to survive
previous wars, creating a bit of optimism in this current siege. For this campaign, I was reserved
to stand down as the protective detail to the King in case the battle line advanced. I naturally
preferred active combat, but my diligence is critical to recognize potential threats and stave off
infiltrators.

During this battle the King’s whereabouts were cleverly concealed from the enemy’s reach,
nevertheless I stood determined with watchful eyes feeling the anxiety of heightening senses.
Neither the King nor I dared to move an inch as I waited for further orders to ensure his safety.

With a great push the White Army advanced, taking hostage of our military court, including the
Queen. Immediately, an urgent order commanded that I swap places with the King to hide him
deeper behind the lines, exposing my position to an approaching enemy. I obeyed the order and
firmly held my place, suspecting my sacrifice was imminent. In the many years of training, our
cohort were instructed to always consider this possibility. In this fight, I didn’t anticipate
probable loss until I witnessed the capture of our Magistrates and my own comrade. I felt a sharp
surge of panic well up to which I quickly suppressed by reflecting on my training, purpose, and
mission to the Monarchy.

The enemy was closing in, pressuring decisions from our Generals that made us more vulnerable
than secure.

Next, I felt a blow that weakened me, causing my fall. As I was being transported from the field,
from a distance I witnessed our beloved King captured and beheaded. All was lost.

HitH
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