The truth is...we gather on the Third Monday of each month (except January and February
where it is the fourth Monday) 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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March 2025 Selection — Whistle

Big OI’ Smile
By Kelly Tansor
The girl behind the counter had her eyes fixed to her cash register as she kept typing in
numbers. [ was beginning to lose my patience. Was she actively ignoring me?

I whistled loudly, and her eyes shot up as she scowled. “I’ll be right with you, sir,” she
said sternly. I rolled my eyes and folded my arms.

After a few more seconds of messing with the register, she sighed and looked in my
direction again. “What can I get for you?” she asked, a little more relaxed this time.

“That’s better,” I said, not caring how condescending I sounded. “I’ll get the
cheeseburger meal deal with a Coke, with everything on the burger, please.”

More typing on the register. “Will that be all?”” she asked.
“Yes,” I replied.
“Coming right up. That’ll be $8.24.”

I scanned my card to pay. “What, no smile?” I asked. She just scowled again. “You know,
most cashiers serve with a smile.” She blinked heavily and inhaled before giving a slight smirk. I
shook my head and went to the other side of the restaurant. I didn’t pay money for such rude
service. What, did she think she was too good to give me a simple smile? She works at a
fast-food place, for crying out loud!
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When my food was ready, I grabbed my bag and decided to finally give this cashier one
final remark. “You know, honey, customers would probably be a lot nicer to you if you’d smile
more.” I walked out before I could see her reaction; I’m sure her mouth was on the floor.

I got home and placed my bag on the table. I whistled through my fingers. “Here,
Buddy!” I called out.

Instinctively, Buddy sauntered up to me from the other side of the kitchen. “Hey, Buddy,
come here,” I said as I knelt down. I held out my arms. “Come on, give me a hug!”

Buddy perched his front paws on my lap and licked my face. I wrapped my arms loosely
around his neck to give him a light hug. His thick fur felt warm against my cold neck. “Awww,
that’s right, that’s my boy.” I pulled his face away from mine. He panted with his tongue hanging
out, happy to see me. “Let me see that big ol’ smile. Oh, and those handsome eyes.” He kept on
smiling. “What a good boy!” I embraced him again, unable to contain myself.

HiHt

Walking with Purpose
By N. Stewart
Samantha walked along Market Street to her job at Target. Next to where she worked a new four-story
building was going up. She stopped a block short of the construction site to gather courage. Every
morning for 2 weeks, she listened to wolf whistles and cat calls coming from the building as the
construction men stood at the railings, making fools of themselves as they watched her walk.

Men! she thought and braced herself for the onslaught. Just as she thought would happen, approaching the
building the men stopped working and came to the edge of the building’s skeleton. The whistling,
comments, and calling started. She kept her head down and pretended not to notice. She could not
understand why she drew all their attention every day and she was not pleased.

“Hey, lady, up here,” boomed a male voice, with muscular arms waving in the air. She ignored the voice,
took a quick peek and moved on. Another whistled and waved at her, vying for her attention.

Every day this goes on, she said to herself. I go through this every day. Crossing the street to the other
side doesn t help. The noise just gets louder and there is more of it. [ varied my start time, but that made
no difference either. They were always there, waiting.

As she walked into the Target building, she heard the men quieting and assumed they went back to work
or waited for their next victim. Her thought was that they must be a bunch of hard-up losers that could
only get their kicks this way.

On break with some of her co-workers, the subject of the construction site came up. It seems she was not
the only one being harassed by the workers. Plain Jane, as they called her, said she didn’t have any trouble
going by and no one yelled out at her. “You all are cute, that’s why,” Jane said. Paulie came in, joining
the conversation, and they asked him why construction men put on a display to attract attention. He
couldn’t answer but said it sometimes happened to him, too. Sam and her friend eyed each other without
saying a word.

After the conversation with her work friends, Sam thought she would experiment. The next day, she
dressed frumpy for work with baggy pants, a too-big jacket, walking boots, and her hair tucked up under a
floppy head covering. She had on a backpack and stooped over a bit as she walked past the building. The
men were there, waiting at the appointed hour, hanging on the edge of the structure. Apparently, the



disguise worked because there were no call outs, whistles or salacious comments. They glanced briefly,
then went back to work. “That was somewhat disappointing. Perhaps Plain Jane’s thinking is correct,” she
muttered.

She couldn’t wait for break time to talk about the experiment. All gathered around the coffee pot.
Samantha told them about her planned outfit, and what happened when she walked by the construction
site. “Nothing happened, she said “no cat calls, whistles, or comments. All was quiet with the
construction workers.” Plain Jane spoke up saying, “See, I told you so, they only want to look at cute
girls, not ugly ones like me” and getting up she left the break room in a huff.

The third day Sam dressed for work as usual, spending a little extra time on make-up and hair. She was
only a block away from the construction site when she drew upon her courage to do what she had
planned. Approaching the building, she heard a soft, short whistle and the workers stopped what they
were doing, casually walking to the edge of the building. As she approached the building itself, the usual
wolf-whistling and cat-calling ensued.

Instead of hurrying by embarrassed, she stopped mid-building and faced them. After a few deep breathes,
she slowly twirled around in a circle and facing them once more she curtsied, bowing her head and
placing her hand over her heart. With that display, the workers started in with even more ruckus behavior,
howling, clapping and stamping their feet, apparently showing their approval and appreciation of her
action. Samantha rose from her curtsy, waved at all the men and in high spirits continued her way on to
work.

Men! She thought as she entered the Target store, but this time she carried a little smile
on her lips. I guess I made the cut!
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Don’t Make a Scene
By J. Smetana

Mama had a bold strong whistle
A two-finger job.
She would stand in the road and call the kids.

HiH

Whistle
By Carol Karvon

Amy and her family lived near the train station. They were so close to it that when the air was calm, they
could actually hear the train conductor’s whistle when he blew it. He would blow his whistle and loudly
announce “All Aboard.” The whistle would signal the waiting passengers they could board now. This
was a local commuter train that most people boarded to get to their jobs.

Amy never minded living close to the station but she also heard the snickers behind her back by
classmates and even their parents. They acted like her family lived in a hovel. They may not have had a
lot of money but they were happy. Amy had several siblings and lots of cousins to play with.

The whistle was soothing to her and she imagined where people were going on the train. Even though she
knew they were mostly going into the city to work she still imagined they were bound for exotic places.



Besides the sound of a train’s horn there was something else that she loved. Sometimes in the late
evening or early morning hours and if there wasn’t much wind, she would hear the train’s horn. It
sounded like a mournful wail to her. She heard it long before the train even came into sight.

She knew this train was a freight and rarely stopped. It would be loaded with many different items in
shipping containers headed for either a seaport or a bigger railyard where the containers would be
dispersed among waiting trains and sent to other destinations.

There were other trains too passing in the night. Those were the passenger trains that traveled from coast
to coast. Among all the trains she heard or saw, these trains were her favorites. She pictured people on
the trains all snug in their sleeping berths or resting in their seats while the trains traveled through the dark
night. Some people would arrive at their destinations by morning. It might be a few days before others
got where they were headed.

Amy always thought the train sounds were songs of adventures. They held the hint of romance and far
away places to her.

Someday, she thought, “I’m going to be on one of those passenger trains. [ will be on a train going
towards adventure. When the conductor blows his whistle and shouts, “All Aboard,” I’'ll gather my
suitcase and purse and find my way to the assigned seat or compartment and begin the adventure of my
dreams.”
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Dwarves in Fact and in Fiction
by Vicki Elberfeld

My first exposure to Dwarfs was in the Disney film, Snow White. I remember them from
childhood as kind and cheery little fellows, usually working or singing, “Whistle While You Work.” Of
course life wasn’t always sunny for them - such as the time they found Snow White lying on the ground,
seemingly dead after biting into a poisoned apple. The dwarfs were real stand up guys who tenderly
placed her into a glass coffin, a good thing too! How else would The Handsome Prince have seen and
fallen in love with her leading up to the required kiss and happy ending?

But not all stories of dwarfs are happy ones. In Norse and Germanic folklore, they were highly
skilled craftsmen adept at mining and working with metals, creating weapons and precious jewelry along
with a convincing substitute for the lost golden tresses of the god Thor‘s wife, molded from real gold!
Dwarfs were portrayed as worthy adversaries, clever, vindictive, and highly vengeful when offended. In
Richard Wagner‘s 15 hour opera, Der Ring des Nibelungen, with sources dating from as far back as the
Volsung saga and the Poetic Edda and beyond, Alberich, chief of the dwarfs, renounces love in exchange
for power. J.R.R. Tolkien, scholar, professor, speaker of sixteen languages, and influential fantasy writer,
wrote about a race of dwarves in his famous trilogy, Lord of the Rings, based on similar lore.

Intriguing as I find little people in fiction, I love their stories from real life.

In Our Hearts We Were Giants, written by Israeli authors Yehuda Koren and Filat Negev, tells the
fascinating story of the seven dwarfs of Auschwitz. As legend has it, Roza, one of many giants in a
Romanian town in northern Transylvania, one day discovers tiny people working and playing along the
riverbank. She falls in love with one and prays to be united with this small, brave man. The deity responds
by stretching the man and shrinking the woman until they are both the same size, and their offspring
populate the land. The town is named Rozavlea, in honor of the giantess, Roza, who is celebrated at a
festival with school children annually re-enacting the legend.

In 1868 the first dwarf was born in Rozavlea to two average sized Jewish Romanian parents,
Frieda and Leib Ovitz. They named their son Shimshon, ironically after Samson the giant. Concerned that
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their child both lacked the strength to perform manual labor on the family farm and was terrified of farm
animals, the parents spared no expense in developing his mind. He grew up to be charming and
charismatic, well versed in holy writ. When he reached the age of 19, as a well educated person, he had
no difficulty finding a mate. He and his wife then had two daughters, Rosica and Francisca, but they
worried when their daughters didn’t grow any taller than their father. In order to support his family,
Shimshon became a master of ceremonies for weddings. He would research the families he was to
entertain, composing hilarious material especially for them. He was talented and witty and had his
audience, which had to book him months in advance, dissolving in tears one moment, and then laughing
the next. In addition to delivering jokes and clever ad libs, Shimshon sang.

Unfortunately his wife died of tuberculosis at the tender age of 33. He speedily remarried a
woman half his age, and together they had eight children, adding five more little people to the original
two, while three of the siblings were of average height. Like their father, the seven dwarf children were
unsuited to manual labor and also, like him, they became entertainers. Together they formed the Lilliput
Troupe, inspired by the tiny Lilliputians in Gulliver‘s Travels, the two eldest daughters playing children’s
quarter-sized violins, the eldest son, Avram, singing and acting, and Frieda playing a cymbalom (from the
dulcimer family) on shortened legs. Micki, the second son, played a half sized cello, Elizabeth was on
drums, and the youngest, Perla, played a tiny pink four stringed guitar, Elizabeth and Perla sewed the
beautiful, well fitted evening gowns for the ladies who refused to wear children‘s clothes, they brushed
and styled one another*s hair, helped each other with makeup and manicures, and never looked less than
well put together. They spoke four languages fluently and sang in five: love ballads, folk tunes, and
popular music, and they took requests from the audience. Between their numbers they provided comedy,
and they performed for an entire two hours. Their shows ended to thunderous applause, with audience
members tossing money, flowers and candies onto the stage. They became famous, drawing audiences
from great distances.

Sadly, they were captured by the Nazis and sent to Auschwitz in May, 1944, along with the other
Jews from their town. Their friend and neighbor, Simon Slomowitz, gently helped by carrying them on
and off of the train. The guards were fascinated by the dwarfs' unusual appearance, fine clothing, and
personal charm. Envying the kind treatment afforded to the little people, Simon Slomowitz’ wife claimed
her family was closely related to theirs, a bold move that ultimately saved their lives. Thereafter both the
Orvitz and Slomowitz families became a pet project of Joseph Mengele, who was looking for genetic
mutations and thought he’d hit the jackpot in finding seven dwarves, all related. While he experimented
on them mercilessly, using sadistic staff to constantly draw vast amounts of their blood, and strapping the
women down naked to tables and inflicting excruciating pain, poking and prodding them in their most
sensitive places, not all the torture was physical or even intentional. When Mengele was giving a speech
one night before high ranking Nazi‘s, he ordered all the Ovitzes, dwarfs and normal sized alike, onto the
stage. The dwarfs were excited, thinking they were being given an opportunity to perform their show.
Instead, Mengele ordered them all to strip, to show off their deformities, while audience members flooded
the stage to gape at, grope, and measure their trembling bodies. Displaying the dwarfs in this crude way
helped Mengele deflect attention from the fact that he‘d discovered nothing worthy of publication.

Fortunately Auschwitz was liberated by Russian troops in late January, 1945. Mengele had fled
ten days earlier leaving the camp with no food or provisions, so the inmates were too weak to greet their
saviors. They wished they’d been freed by Americans instead of the rowdy, typically drunk Russians,
constantly demanding that the Ovitzes entertain them with Russian songs. The Ovitz and Slomowitz
families were the only ones to emerge intact from a camp that annihilated nine out of every ten inmates.
After their long, arduous journey back to Romania, the Ovitzes arrived home only to find it ransacked and
looted. Luckily their valuables had remained untouched, having been hidden in a hole in the street directly
under their automobile, the only car in the village. They finally emigrated to Isracl where they briefly
performed, and then purchased a movie complex to earn their living in a more relaxed way. Perla, the last



surviving member of the seven dwarves, wept all night at news of Mengele’s death in what’s considered
to be a Stockholm syndrome reaction, claiming “The heart is the stupidest human organ.”

“We must always take sides. Neutrality helps the oppressor, never the victim. Silence encourages the
tormentor, never the tormented.” By Elie Wiesel

HH

“My Dad’s Train Whistles”
By Sherry Avila

A train whistle provides a way of communicating and alerting others to an approaching train, pedestrians,
animals, or other dangers. In my Dad’s story; the Train Whistle signals change, connections, events, and
particularly his relationship to the Railroad.

The Whistle Blows as the Train begins its Journey: “Wooo-Wooo!”

My blue-eyed, red-whiskered, brown-haired Dad Edmund marries my Mom Jennie on May 28, 1938 in
Madison, Indiana. They had to keep their marriage a secret, because women weren’t allowed to work at
Caterpillar Tractor Company if they were married. He had been her paper boy. My Dad works for a
washing machine company where my Mom’s cousin works. When she is pregnant with me, she has to
leave her job at Caterpillar since she is married.

The Train Whistle blows. “Wooo-Wooo!”

My Dad’s oldest brother Henry Hooste who is a Train Master for the Peoria & Pekin Union (P&PU)
Railway helps my Dad get a job as a P&PU Railroad Switchman who operates the track switches and
brakes for a railroad, inspects important parts of the trains, attaches and detaches freight cars, and moving
cars. He is promoted to a P&PU Railroad Fireman who maintains the steam locomotive's fire, boiler water
levels and steam pressure, ensures safe and efficient operation, and assists the engineer.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

My Dad QUITS his job with the Peoria & Pekin Union (P&PU) Railway so he could be eligible to join
the US Army., because he is exempt from the US Army while working for the P&PU Railway. He works
for Terminix as an Exterminator for Pest Control.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

My Patriotic Dad (who is expecting a baby son Gary and already has two toddlers—my younger sister
Joan, and me, the oldest also making him exempt from the military) joins the US Army’s 737th Railway
Operating Battalion (Associated with the New York Central Railroad), a unit of Railroaders, which is part
of the U.S. Army Military Railway Service (MRS). My Dad departs from the U.S. on February 14, 1945
for the Philippines, stops in New Guinea on March 8, 1945, and arrives in Luzon which is the largest
island in the Philippines on March 26, 1945 where the 737th operates in sections of the Luzon Military
Railway while fighting the Japanese.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

My Dad serves as a Tech 5 Military Occupational Specialty Conductor. He also manages and maintains
military railways, transporting troops and supplies, both domestically and in live action battles of war.
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Because there was no coal, the locomotives burned driftwood, pulpwood, and coconut hulls. The railroad
was in terrible condition due to lack of maintenance, American bombing, and Japanese destruction. My
Dad contacts Malaria, and a Filipino family nurse him back to health. The

Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

The US Army awards my Dad a Victory Medal, American Theater Ribbon, Asiatic Pacific Theater
Ribbon with one Bronze Battle Star, Philippine Liberation Ribbon with one Bronze Battle Star (Luzon),
one Overseas Service Bar, and a Good Conduct Medal.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

When my Dad finally returns home to Peoria, Illinois in 1946, he brings us many beautiful gifts from the
Philippines along with his PTSD, several Army weapons, a WW2 Japanese Sword, and black and white
photos depicting my Dad and his soldier friends with one of him holding the head of a Japanese soldier
that has been decapitated. My Dad tells us about his baby who was born in the Philippines to a Filipina
Mother who is in a photo.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

My Dad returns to his job at the Peoria & Pekin Union (P&PU) Railway, and he is promoted to TRAIN
ENGINEER with responsibilities that encompass operating the locomotive, monitoring its systems,
following safety protocols, communicating with crew and dispatchers, and ensuring the train's safe and
timely movement.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”
My proud Dad gives my Brother Gary a toy freight train with tracks attached to a board.
The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

My Mom returns to work at Caterpillar Tractor Company. After much screaming, arguing, and fighting; in
1952, Mom divorces Dad. Dad takes us fishing, bowling, and to Drive In Movies.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

My proud Dad gives our excited preschool son Frankie a ride in his P&PU Engine around the
Roundhouse which was originally constructed to service steam locomotives.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

Whenever I hear a Train Whistle, I think of my blue-eyed, red-whiskered, brown-haired Dad Edmund
who retired in 1978 from being an Engineer on the Peoria and Pekin Union (P&PU) Railway Freight
Train in Peoria, Illinois for 36 years; and serving in WW2 with the 737th Railway Battalion for two years.

The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

When a neighbor has a loud party, my 77 years old Dad grabs one of his big US Army Weapons and runs
over to his neighbor threatening them to be quiet. The Peoria Police are called. Fortunately, his nephew
(my cousin) is a Peoria Policeman and helps him out.



The Train Whistle Blows: “Wooo-Wooo!”

My Train Engineer Dad Edmund dies July 30, 1997 at age 81 years. “I've been working on the railroad
All the live-long day. I've been working on the railroad Just to pass the time away. Can't you hear the
whistle blowing?”

The Train Whistle fades away as the Journey Ends: “Wooo-Wooo!”
Hit#

A Whistle Stop
By Edward Schefler

What common terminology when trains
pass by obscure towns & villages,

Determining a locale as insignificant
For stations on route.

And, yet the obscure contains a value
onto its own.

As how many of us in our travels were misguided
in taking the wrong road. Only to discover
a curie of delight.

Such is the remote and nearly
inaccessible village of
Eureka Springs
Arkansas

The Shangri-La of an earthy Utopia.

Where cottages are built on
a dense foliage ravine. A
placid setting where time is
frozen. That in wonderment
of such is a reality, or
but a dream.

it

Whistle
By Pauline Bastek

Growing up in Chicago in the 40s, I looked forward to Saturday matinees at the Oakley Theater. Twelve
cents admission and fifteen cents for a box of buttered popcom. I can still remember that smell of melted
butter as it soaked through the box.



That’s where I saw my first full length Disney movie, “Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs” and heard the
song “Whistle While You work” sung by Snow White as she cheerfully swept the floor as she waited for
the dwarfs to come home to the cottage in the woods. There she was, hidden from her evil stepmother,
awaiting the coming of her Prince Charming. He did not spend much time on screen.

It was primarily a saga of a young girl, so happy to be cleaning the house for seven little men that she
whistled while she did her work.

Disney must have been giving the message to young girls like me in the audience that there was such joy
to be found in cleaning floors for the men in your life that you whistled with joy. Unfortunately, I could
never master the art of whistling. I also never found any joy in cleaning for men, be they big or small.

Were the two actions tied together? I wondered if I mastered whistling would I find joy in cleaning house?
Or, if I went about happily cleaning house, would I magically start to whistle. No, even at the age of 7 or
s0, I could not in my wildest imagination, see myself finding joy in cleaning house. Is this why I can’t
whistle? Is this why Prince Charming never came? If sweeping floors for seven little men was a
requirement of Prince Charming, I guess I was never to be Snow White.

After watching the movie and seeing what happened to her, I felt I was lucky. The evil stepmother bore a
striking resemblance to Sister Firmina, our third grade teacher, who I was sure would happily cast a spell
to put me to sleep for aa extended a period as she could. Even at the age of seven, Snow White was never
going to be a role model for me.

Imagine my surprise when I recently found out that Disney had made a politically correct version of Snow
White. Wonder of wonders, would Snow White have Prince Charming sweeping the floors for their seven
little boys while Snow White lay back listening to him whistling?

Sad to say the woke version of Snow White which was supposed to be released last year, met with very
unfavorable previews and its release this year has again been postponed.

I knew it, the world is not ready to accept Prince Charming who whistles while he sweeps floors. It’s that
evil stepmother, she let Sow White out of the kitchen. It seems she was really a rather nice lady who had
an unfortunate experience using Botox and told Show White that appearances were overrated and to
concentrate on her career since Prince Charming was so happy cleaning house and taking care of seven
little men that he couldn’t stop whistling.

Was this the new version of Snow White that can’t find acceptance among the movie reviewers? |
wouldn’t be surprised if they still want Snow White sweeping the floors as she whistles while she works.

HiH

Trials of the Ghost Riders: Part 4
By Mark Moe

As the curtain to main ring opens, the Ringmaster klown steps out and turns on his portable
microphone headset with his pufty, white glove hands. He walks straight to the main ring to introduce his
first act. His voice sounds like a traditional, old-fashioned radio announcer. “Ladies and Gentlemen, Boys
and Girls! Let me welcome you to the Demented Klown Circus! We have several death-defying acts with
our star performer, The Cosmic Ghost Rider and the Punisher from his own universe, Frank Castle!”



Frank was prodded out reluctantly by a group of klowns into the spotlight and once his eyes
adjusted, he saw a sea of demented klowns that resembled the klowns from that horrible 80’s film, Attack
of the Killer Klowns from Outer Space. After the long, raucous applause died down, the Ringmaster
continued, “Tonight, Frank Castle will thrill you with acts of insanity that no normal human can
accomplish. Thankfully, he is the Cosmic Ghost Rider! The first act will test his strength and endurance to
the limit. He will perform a highwire walking act on a tiny motorcycle while balancing six klown
performers with no net to break his fall! Let the show begin!”

One of the klowns threw a magic capsule at Frank and upon impact, his outfit changed to a
sparkling cerulean-blue jumpsuit with cobalt flames on the chest and sleeves. He was then prodded to
climb up the ladder to the highwire act starting point. The other performer klowns got ready to assume
their positions three on his left and three on his right. Frank smiled at the tiny motorcycle and thought,
“You morons gave me something to ride? What do you think a Ghost Rider can do with any vehicle?”
Then Frank showed them by transforming the tiny motorcycle into a hellish version of it and managed to
increase its size slightly so that it looked more like a motorcycle meant for a pre-teen. The crowd gasped
and started booing him and the look of shock on the Ringmaster’s face made Frank smile even wider.

The Ringmaster flipped his microphone back on to reassure the crowd by saying, “It is alright,
everyone. We never prevented him from using his powers. In fact, I support it one hundred percent. He
still must survive after all.”

The crowd settled back down and resumed their watching of the spectacle. So, riding a
motorcycle even a tiny one was no problem for Frank, but trying to balance six klowns that kept dancing
and moving all over the place was trying his patience. “They are trying to make me fall on purpose. They
do not want to kill me directly but want me to wear myself out using my powers until, there is nothing to
prevent me from changing back into Frank Castle the human,” Frank thought.

“I have an idea. Let us see how they like this little twist,” he stated to himself. Frank unleashed
his chains and ignited them with blue fire. He drove the chains through all three klowns on each side
impaling each klown and stacking them on top of each other to limit their movements. Before anyone
could react to protest, Frank raced across the distance of the highwire carrying his passengers perfectly
balanced and burning up the highwire into ash beneath him. He checked the condition of the klowns to
see if he managed to kill a few of them, but they all survived. Each klown dislodged themselves from the
fiery chains and glared back at Frank with pure hatred in their faces. “What is wrong guys? Did you not
enjoy being a part of the show,” Frank asked. The stunned silence of the crowd turned to cheers and gave
Frank a standing ovation.

The Ringmaster quickly ran back out to announce the next challenge. “That was amazing, right
ladies and gentlemen. Now since Frank has shown his skill on a motorcycle, I will allow him to use his
own motorcycle for the next death-defying spectacle. Go ahead and call out to your ride, Frank.”

The suspicious look on Frank’s face was obvious, but he shrugged his shoulders and let out a
high-pitched “whistle.” A few seconds later, a portal opened, and his transformed hell bike flew into the
main ring. As he walked up to it, he heard the Ringmaster say, “Ladies and Gentlemen, Frank Castle will
challenge our motorcycle champion to a jousting competition while jumping across two chasms. The first
to reach three points will be declared the winner. Again, he can use his powers. May the best rider win!
Riders take your start positions!”

Frank released his fiery chains again to reinforce his lance and transform the lance into a hell
lance and revved his engine waiting for the signal light to go green. The other rider wore a black and red
motorcycle outfit with a red helmet. He flipped his visor on his mask down and it squished his big red
nose flush against his face. The lance was painted black with a spiked ball at the end of it. As they
launched off their ramps, both riders managed to clash in midair, but did not score a point by breaking the
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other rider’s lance. This continued until Frank Castle attempted to de-horse the other rider. His lance
managed to get a piercing blow on the klown’s nose. As it exploded, the klown fell off his bike, stood up,
spun around and exploded.

“Wow, I was starting to think that nothing would kill these klowns,” Frank replied. Unbeknownst
to Frank, when one klown died, it was replaced by another one from the audience. He caught on to that
fact after several more challenges played out. There was a path to victory, but he had to stay alive long
enough to eliminate all the klowns by destroying their noses and watching them spin around and explode.
“Well, Shadowmaster, we shall meet again very soon. Your pocket dimension will not hold me for long.”

i

Jimmy's Whistle

By Anna Young
"Whistle while you work"! The first time I'd heard this song is when me and cousin Janette were
little girls. Her pops James P, my uncle, had taken us downtown to see Walt Disney's animated
feature length film " Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs". I can't remember which theater it was
being shown. Downtown was downtown then in Chi-town. The line was always long to see
anything Disney. Going downtown to one of the movie theaters was a treat! The Oriental, The
Lake, The Chicago and The United Artist were the main venues at the time. Then there was the
whistle of the kettle. As a child I remember when the water began to boil and the steam
materialized from the spout letting me know the water was hot! It reminds me of another little
ditty of a song, "When I get all steamed up then I shout just tip me over and pour me out"!

The most vivid memories of a whistle I have is the one that reminds me of my childhood living
in a three bedroom apartment on the third floor, in the Lawndale area on the near Southwest side
of Chicago. With cousin Janette and her mom Johnnie Mae, me and my mom Viola Jr, and
cousin Jimmy and his mom Viola Sr. My mama's namesake. Jimmy was a WWII veteran. He
was slim, tall, neat, clean, pressed and always went to the barber for his weekly shave and
haircut. He was a quiet man. Stingy with his money and time. He didn't engage in much of
anything and was pretty much not very communicative in the way most people are. He would
talk when you talked to him. But never initiated a straightforward conversation. He would take
baths in steaming hot water. Filling the tub with just enough water to cover the bottom half of his
body immersed in the harshest detergents. Fab, Tide, or Cheer. I knew this because I could hear
how long the water ran and the smell of detergent. The bathroom felt like a sauna after he'd
bathed! He kept his finger and toenails cut and filed. He would lather his face with Noxzema. So
much so his skin looked ghostly and a shade lighter than his actual skin color. He was a night
hawk. He walked very slow and easy. He never rushed. He wore soft soled shoes. We only knew
of his comings and goings from the sound of his key being turned in the front door lock. He
drank coffee so black, thick and syrupy, with a good measure of Milnot cream, it looked like
molasses when he poured into his cup. He did errands for the elders in the neighborhood. He
picked up their meds, went to the store for them and other miscellaneous errands. It kept him
busy.

One day sitting in the kitchen as a young girl, Jimmy was standing to the sink washing his coffee
pot, cup and saucer. It was a small tin coffee pot that brewed only two cups of coffee. As he was
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standing there he began to whistle. This was his habit throughout the day. It was never a song |
recognized. It was tuneless and unfamiliar to my ears. It had the sound of a baby bird hatching
from its shell. Shrill, low and wanting. Then all of a sudden the whistling would cease. Cousin
Jimmy had fallen backward on the floor so hard, his head bounced a couple of times from the
impact! It scared me beyond words! I can't remember what happened next. But I think his mom
Viola Sr came to his aid. It was much later that I heard the unfamiliar name of his illness.
Epilepsy! A seizure disorder. Many years later it's ironic that cousin Janette and I would also be
diagnosed with the mind bending illness! Could it be it was hereditary!? We all lived together
and were related! Jimmy's whistling, I later found out was a coping mechanism to try to tune out
the horrors of combat during WWII. At the time what he'd seen, had to do and participate in
during the war caused a condition called "shell shocked". Nowadays it's called " Post traumatic
Stress Disorder". He never talked about the war. We never asked. I witnessed cousin Jimmy
having grand mal seizures until his death August 1970.

He was murdered, shot in the head during a botched robbery attempt by an uncle and his two
nephews. The uncle did the deed! He was only 18 years young. His nephews younger. Teenagers
between the ages of 13 or 14 years old. He was murdered in broad daylight. His mother Viola
was sitting on the front porch when she told Auntie Johnnie Mae, her niece, she'd heard a sound
like a firecracker. We lived on the third floor. The porch was high up and open to a panoramic
view of the neighborhood. The alley where cousin Jimmy was shot faced the building where we
lived. My Auntie Johnnie Mae tried to convince her it wasn't Jimmy. She said "I know it's him.
That's the shirt he was wearing". I was pregnant at the time with my one and only child. A brown
eyed beautiful daughter I named Chamille. She was born November 15th 1970. Three months
after Jimmy's tragic death.

He made it home safely, only to be murdered senseless my and tragically! His watch was still on
his wrist and money was still in his money clip. They got not one damn thing! He usually carried
a small pearl handled revolver. That day he hadn't! If he had, on doubt he would have remained
alive! There was evidence that he'd struggle, fighting for his life.

I still have his coffee pot. I used it to brew cups of Joe for me and my mama, whom I miss every
day and night since her going home. I wouldn't wash away the coffee stains in the little tin pot if
I could. It made the best cups of Joe we'd ever tasted! Still does. I can hear cousin Jimmy's
whistle every time his coffee pot perks. Thank you cuz for your service and sacrifices so we
could be free and safe! Miss you and love you much! Thanks for the coffee pot of
remembrances.

HiH
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