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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June 2025 Selection — Persuasion

For the Love of It All
By Kelly Tansor

It’s hard out here for a gigging musician like myself to find performance work. Many
venues (bars, breweries, restaurants, etc.) are still feeling the effects of the 2020 pandemic to this
day. Because of this, they are either closing down or cutting back on their live entertainment.

I’ve gotten some weird payment plans over the years (even before 2020) for performance
gigs. One place recently offered to have me play there for 2 or 3 hours, and they would only pay
me, “if we like you enough.” Another place once said I would have to pay them to play there.

I recently saw an offer for a national TV spot, where the payment would be “exposure.”
For context, I’m a singing piano player primarily. This came on my radar because they were
looking for a pianist to play 1930°s-style piano while this person sang. Again, this was a national
TV spot.

And the kicker? “The only compensation for this is that you will be on national TV with
me. Showcasing your talent alongside me.”

If you’ll excuse the pun, I’'m familiar with this song-and-dance. The musician is expected
to put their time and energy into practicing relentlessly until they can play the song (or songs)
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perfectly. They then need to provide their own equipment and transportation. Most places also
expect you to draw in a crowd (typically 10-20 people, depending) and do all your own
marketing. There’s also the question of picking out your wardrobe, hair, and makeup.

And if you dare say no to this “once in a lifetime” offer? Then comes their most
manipulative form of persuasion: “Why can’t you volunteer your time? You should do this for
the love of your craft. I thought you loved playing music, shouldn’t that be enough?”

Give me a break.

I’m not going to waste my breath defending my love for a creative passion I’ve had for
the past 25 years. Getting emotional doesn’t seem to get through to the people who make this
argument. Instead, let me break down some numbers for you...

Music lessons are typically around $30/week. If you take both piano and voice lessons,
you’re looking at around $60/week. Coming from a music teacher myself, it takes years to get to
a place where you can comfortably perform for audiences on a regular basis. I’ve also purchased
a few books over the years to learn concepts of music theory; one book I used, The Everything
Music Theory Book, is currently priced at around $14.

This is only the foundation, though. Like I said, gigging musicians frequently need to
bring their own equipment: instrument, microphone, speakers, cables, sound board and, if you’re
using one, a device to read your sheet music or chord sheets. My keyboard alone costs around
$230; this excludes the keyboard stand, case, pedal, and bench.

I still have not factored in the time it takes to practice (could take hours, days, or weeks,
depending on your skill level and how much you’re playing). Transportation is also crucial, not
only for gas, but oftentimes we need to consider car maintenance and repairs (nearly every
musician I know, including myself, has been in some kind of accident on their way to a gig). We
do our own setup and takedown before and after a performance. With all of this in consideration,
a 3-hour gig ends up being a 4-or-5-hour affair.

We would not do this if we didn’t love it with all our hearts.

Exposure never gave me any future gigs, just bragging rights to my friends. Yes, I played
at so-and-so bar, and it was a cool experience. But, in my experience, other venues don’t seem to
care about where else you’ve played in the past, just whether or not you can play and bring in a
crowd.

Why is it that as soon as someone finds out you freelance or work in a creative field, they
think exposure is enough for you? Exposure doesn’t pay back those years of lessons I took, and it
certainly doesn’t keep food on the table. It’s exactly why the term “starving artist” is a thing and,
frankly, I don’t think it should be normalized.

Expecting us to do this kind of work—any freelance work, really—without any
compensation is simply insulting. It spits in the face of our years of training and the thousands of
dollars we’ve spent on our equipment. It infuriates me when I hear any freelance creative should
do their job or craft simply for exposure and nothing else. You would never say this to your
doctor, dentist, mechanic, accountant, therapist, etc. We’re not just playing onstage having fun,
we are doing our job.



To any creative or freelance worker out there: Know your worth. It doesn’t matter
whether you’ve done this for 1 year or 10 years. If you’re good at what you do, don’t do it for
free.

HiH

The Ghost Rider: Part 7
By Mark Moe

As Robbie Reyes stood before the salmon-colored walls of the labyrinth, a sign caught his eye. It
was a wooden sign as big as a movie poster with letters written in a dripping crimson font.
“Abandon all hope yee who enter here, especially you Robbie Reyes written in parenthesis and
in all caps.” The next line on the sign warned, “Do not rely on your Rider powers because I have
made areas of the labyrinth no power zones and it constantly changes. You must reach the center
of the labyrinth and defeat the guardian to escape. If you die, you will start over at the beginning
and the labyrinth will change in its entirety.” On another sign next to that one, it read “Good
luck. I will enjoy watching you lose your sanity,” signed Shadowmaster.

“This will be a piece of cake. I have an excellent sense of direction. I mean how many street
races have I done driving all around San Francisco and how many cops have I outran. Not to
mention, I have broken free from your control before, Shadowmaster,” Robbie stated out loud.

As soon as he stepped inside the walls closed behind him. Within a few turns of walking through
the labyrinth, he ran into two talking gargoyles guarding two different doors. The first said,
“Heed me, mine is the correct path. His path will lead you to your doom.” The other responded,
“Of course you would say that! You lying, liar! Don’t be fooled by his lies! Take my path to have
a straight line to the castle containing the Guardian.”

“So let me get this straight, one of you always lies and the other one tells the truth. There is no
way I can use my art of “persuasion” to convince you to tell me the correct path?”

Both gargoyles spoke in unison, “You must decide which is the correct path.”

Robbie thought for a second and tried to activate his Rider powers. The Rider within him flared
to life and took over. The gargoyles were not impressed and had no idea what Robbie was
planning. Now they attempted to pester the Rider into making a choice.

The Rider walked up to the first one on the left and used his penitence stare on the first gargoyle.
He spoke in that fiery, skeletal voice and declared, “Innocent.” He turned to the other gargoyle
and said, “Your soul is tainted by the blood of many souls. You are guilty.” As he said that, the
gargoyle’s eyes and the rest of its insides burned up from within turning the entire gargoyle into
ash. He then grabbed the innocent one and threw him into the unguarded door. The innocent
gargoyle was cut in half by a giant sawblade and died instantly. The Rider transformed back into
Robbie as he said, “This must be the safe path,” he said gesturing to the left. “I thought the other
guy was laying it on too thick to be real, but I was able to let the Rider find the truth.
Unfortunately, the other guy was unlucky enough to be collateral damage.”

He passed through the doorway and continued the path. It was not long before he faced a
hulking, blue minotaur with a giant, spiked club. Robbie tried to change out with the Rider, but



the powerless zone just changed halfway through the transformation and Robbie took the spiked
club right into the skull. He woke up uninjured back at the beginning of the labyrinth again.
“Damn that minotaur! That makes five times he has killed me! I must find a way around him!
This time for sure,” Robbie exclaimed.

When he started this time, he was greeted by a flame jet trap that ignited under his feet when he
stepped on certain stones. Behind the flame gauntlet, the blue minotaur sat waiting and swinging
his spiked club around casually. Robbie decided to switch out with the Rider halfway through the
flame gauntlet and this time the power zone worked in his favor. As the minotaur took a swing,
the Rider used his fiery chains to rip it out of his bulky hands and blasted him with fire from the
Rider’s mouth. The charred head of the minotaur fell off the back of the neck and hit the ground
with a meaty thud. The body fell forward on the ground.

As he looked past the remains, he saw down a long slope, the two gargoyles again. Before he
could reach them, he triggered a trap that released a giant, rolling boulder intent on smashing him
into the ground. He managed to get out of the way with a half-second to spare. Besides the
numerous traps he set off by himself, he had to deal with a large group of goblins wearing
patchwork armor setting off traps to kill him as well. The minotaur and the gargoyles were not
his only opponents and sometimes they managed to kill him and force him to restart his

progress.

Eventually, Robbie reached the castle in the center and found the Guardian, some guy that
looked like an 80’s rockstar with long, blonde-brown hair, wearing a cobalt tunic with white lacy
frills on the edge of the sleeves, matching pants, cloak and light, tan-colored boots. “Let me
guess. You are the one sending those hordes of goblins my way as I worked my way through the
labyrinth, right?

He responded by removing his cloak, tossing it aside and asked, “Robbie Reyes did you enjoy
my labyrinth? You can call me Jareth the Goblin King.”

“Oh, I will enjoy defeating you and removing that smug look from Shadowmaster’s face.

“Good luck with that, my master is the one controlling when you can use your powers,” he
replied.

“Powers or no powers, I should have no trouble taking out some guy who looks like David
Bowie.”

“We will see,” he responded.

HiH

Persuasion Undercover
By Anna Young

Persuasion undercover. As is the warm embrace of a lover.

The power of persuasion is immeasurable. When I was young and dumb I was very easily
coaxed, influenced and coerced into believing whatever the speaker at the present time was
telling me. Especially when being approached by the opposite sex in my pubescent years. If a



guy's rap was strong and his macking skills were more than up to par at the time and his words as
smooth as silk, it put a smile on my face from ear to ear like the widening grin of a Cheshire cat!
Of course he had purpose in mind with his smooth talking. A shapely, full figured sustah passing
by, young and ripe for the picking, it was obvious he was leaning towards and aiming for s
sensual, sexual encounter. My hormones were raging at the time. Maybe he and I were on the
same wavelength!

I've abruptly decided to abandon the aforementioned scenario and go off script! I've been feeling
a little squirrelly lately. Restless! Pissed! This addled, scrambled brain of mine began to shift
gears! Without rhyme or reason! This is what happens when my blood pressure and anger level
begins to rise and I hear the voice of my alter ego I've named "Sustah Ruth". We all have that
inner voice always there and never goes away. The voice within us we can only hear. When "
Sustah Ruth" lends her voice to the mix of my thinking, talking and writing, as we put our heads
together we're a force to be reckoned with!

I've subscribed to a new mag, "The Nation" and renewed my subscription to "Mother Jones".
Both are definitely publications of up close and personal, no holds barred political,
socio-economic, philosophical, critical thinking, well written articles by some of the most
fearless men and women writers of the day. Representative of all cultures! Nothing and nobody
is off limits for them. Very informative, opinionated, relatable truth sayers! My kind of writers!
Both are very persuasive publications.

I'm switching gears again! Patience! I try to avoid the news as often as possible. There's the
morning, midday, evening, late night, CNN(24 hours), world news and breaking news. Actually
the news can't be missed. I hate when I'm looking at one of my favorite programs and it's
interrupted by " breaking news"! News that will repeat itself all day and night. One of the best
segments of news I'd watched is the US will not be as Musky as it has been. Stanky has left the
building! Or has he? A South African from the city of Pretoria where apartheid is the order of the
day, was given a position in US government as an unelected official, head of the US Department
of Government Efficiencies, (DOGE). Just the thought of giving a private citizen, a civil servant
being given a position in the upper echelons of US government, gives me a migraine! Someone
who hoisted a dangerous piece of equipment above his head, praising himself for disrupting
people’s lives and livelihoods, putting them in limbo financially, making them almost penniless!

Persuading his boss that trillions will be saved by his corrupt machinations! Now he and his
previous boss are locking horns regarding "The Big Beautiful Bill" and the profound negative
impact it will have on people’s lives. Go figure! My blood pressure has risen even more!
Reluctantly "Sustah Ruth and I have to leave some of our verbal tirade unsaid for now.

Persuasion undercover. As is the warm embrace of a lover.
My!My!My! My! What the hell!

PS: To my chocolate brown latte complected family of brothers and sisters and ancestors around
the world:

Happy Juneteenth! Shine on!
Hitt



Friendly Persuasion
By Pauline Bastek

Does anyone recall the 1956 movie, Friendly Persuasion? It was an academy award winner,
starring Gary Cooper as a Quaker father of an Indiana family and took place during the Civil
War. No steamy sex scenes, no horror epic designed to frighten children. It focused on Quaker
beliefs.

Today, you would be laughed out of the room if you attempted to get financing for a movie such
as this.

I wish TCM or one of the streaming services would pick it up and using modern technology
make it available today.

It was one of the most powerful movies I have ever seen and to this day I remember how easily a
family could be split and a country divided by simple persuasion.

We are a country divided. We have families split. We no longer have honest conversations at
family gatherings. We are as divided as we were during the Civil Was when the movie Friendly
Persuasion took place.

I saw it begin with the end of COVOD epidemic. All those months of being enclosed with the
mass media persuading, no, pressuring you to believe your government was doing what was
necessary to end the epidemic or manipulating you by repeating slogans featured in social media
that it was all a hoax.

The pandemic ended and doors opened but the beliefs that we were persuaded, no manipulated,
to believe, remained. We stopped having conversations, we communicated by text messages and
were open to receiving emails and social media postings from strangers. People accept friend
requests from strangers pretending to be friends of friends. Scams abound and the vulnerable are
targeted as never before.

We have come out of the COVID epidemic and are in the midst of a much greater epidemic, an
epidemic of loneliness. We no longer take the time to talk to one another, we sit at restaurant
tables with our phones, commenting on social media postings with EMOJIS, Yes, we have found
that while texts are easier than emails or heaven forbid, letters, EMOJIS can enable you to
persuade even more quickly, just a thumbs up or thumbs down will do it.

Yes, we are now being persuaded by EMOIJIS all we know is that Mary gives it a thumbs up
EMOIJI and John gives it a thumbs down. We don’t know why. The entire purpose of the movie,
Friendly Persuasion, was to explore why we felt as we did and persuade others to consider our
position. An Emoji cannot do this, but it can persuade you to think as others without
understanding why they do.



Can’t we open ourselves up to honest conversation and respect other opinions so they in turn
respect ours. Is it too late to bring back the art of friendly persuasion by honest conversation
around the table.

HiHt

Around the Campsite
By N. Stewart

The six friends went camping along a river in the back woods of Northern Wisconsin. Each
carried a dome tent, food, and personal items in backpacks, arriving by plane in early afternoon
at the destination. Two of them were assigned to locate firewood, two to set up the camp area
and tents, and two to scout the unfamiliar wooded area.

When the others returned, the tents were set up and all personal items were placed in front of the
tents. Two carried the firewood and stacked it neatly near the fire ring. The scouts reported there
was one other campsite in the area but nothing close to their location, and it looked abandoned. It
was getting on to dusk and a fire was laid. When ready, the hot dogs were placed on sticks and
flamed. The opened cans of beans were placed in the fire to heat. Later, S’mores for dessert.

John brought out his guitar after dinner and all six sat around the fire singing campfire songs.
There was a hearty “Blowin’ in the Wind” rendition, a very boisterous screeching of “Take Me
Home Country Road,” and a raucous “This Land is Your Land.” The wine bottle was passed
along, and another opened, and then another. The fire died down and everyone relaxed with the
soothing sounds of the wilderness.

“How about we tell ghost stories,” said Stephen.
Okay. Yeah sure. Whatever, came the responses.

“I’11 start,” said Ben, “but this isn’t a made-up story. It’s true and it happened when I was out
scouting. | was alone when I saw the giant foot print in the sand near the shoreline of the river. I
saw more and followed the prints along the shoreline. After a few steps, the woods to my right
became very quiet, still even - no bird sounds, no insects, no movement of breeze in the trees,
only the sound of the water flowing slowly next to me. I sensed something was watching or
perhaps had been tracking something... that something could have been me. I stopped moving
forward and stepped backward a few steps. I heard a howl off in the distance and a growl
resounded somewhere close to me. I didn’t see anything, but the hair on my arms stood up. I
thought it was better to leave the area and I moved in the opposite direction. I ran into Clay,
searching the left side of the river and asked if he had heard any strange sounds or noises. He
said no. I decided I must have been imagining all of it.

Now, I’'m not so sure. A little while ago, I thought I heard a twig snap just over there behind us.
When I turned, I thought I saw a shadow of a very tall upright creature, spying on us from behind
a tree. Maybe that wasn’t my imagination after all, and whatever was tracking earlier had
followed me to camp. I didn’t want to say anything sooner. There is something big out there,
waiting. Did any of you hear or see anything just now?”



Heads shook in a no response.

“Come on. Really? Big Foot, the imaginary huge, hairy ape that no one can find any evidence of
its existence,” said Stephen. “Is that the best you can do for a story? Someone else give it a try.”

“Hear that screech! Did any of you hear that?”” came Ben’s voice.
“It’s just the wind rustling through the trees or an owl hunting. Pass the wine.”

No one else volunteered to tell a story. After a short time, “Well then, it’s getting late,” said
Stephen. “Time to turn in and get some sleep. Tomorrow is going to be a long hike in the woods
to find the old Indian settlement. We can look for the 12-foot mystery species on our way. You
will never persuade me that the infamous Big Foot exists or ever has. It’s a campfire story that’s
all. Goodnight everyone.”

Everyone responded and went into their tent for a good night’s sleep in fresh outdoor air. A
stillness, surrounding the camp occurred during the night. No one noticed except Ben, who had a
sense of unease. Soon, the normal sounds of the woods returned and Ben fall into a deep sleep.

Early the next morning, everyone come out of their tents and started fixing breakfast and
beginning to breaking up camp when Ben noticed that Stephen was not there. He went to
Stephen’s tent, and found it empty and it appeared that a scuffle had taken place. Perhaps now, he
thought with some sarcasm, you have been “persuaded” to believe in the legend of Big Foot.

He shouted for the others and they began their patterned search for Stephen, calling his name but
receiving no answer.

HiHt

Persuasion
By Edward Schefler

I am not for GUNS.
Yet they are an effective
Means of persuasion.

HiHt

Spiritual Journeys
By Vicki Elberfeld

I was indirectly introduced to the notion of multiple gods at an early age by my mother.
Not that she considered herself any kind of pagan; she’d have been rather insulted had we called
her one. It’s just that the particular god she believed in disappointed her on such a regular basis
that I figured there had to be, there just #ad be - more and better gods. She’d hear about a natural
disaster or come home from her work with sick children feeling deeply depressed. Mother was a



nurse and could never reconcile mortally ill children with a compassionate, omnipotent deity.
She would say, “Now my god wouldn’t allow such things to happen. My god wouldn’t permit
innocent children to suffer so. My god would do something about this.”

Mother s god was a nice god, a very nice god, really: a good listener — paid attention to
all your troubles big and small, thoughtful, considerate, caring. Problem was her god didn’t have
any real...clout, so clearly he wasn’t the one actually running the show. But then who was?
Whoever was calling the shots was either incompetent or uncaring, making my mother and other
mothers cry. I dreamed of marching up to this particular deity and saying, “Let me see your
manager,” at which point some iiber god would have a lot of explaining to do. Of course my
dream always ended before the explanation.

As a trinity-believing Lutheran, I was confused about which god to pray to: Father, Son
or Holy Ghost, but in college I finally got the prayer business down. I’d simply address my
prayers to “God” figuring whoever was in listening distance would pick up, and I’d rattle on
about passing exams or boyfriend worries, as if these important deities had nothing better to do
than listen to the pathetic details of my little life, but this actually felt like good dialogue and
even helped me solve some problems. Well, one day I happened to observe that I wasn’t just
doing some of the talking during prayer, I was actually doing a// of the talking, and I considered
that maybe, just maybe, it wasn’t really a dialogue at all but a monologue and maybe, just
maybe, no one was listening and maybe, just maybe, I was talking to myself. Well, once that
suspicion actually penetrated, my prayer experience was ruined!

Years later I dated a guy belonging to a religious cult which paid tribute to earth, air, fire
and water. During their rituals, officiants carried bowls of water and vessels with fire shooting up
as they sang, “May the water give me life, purify me with your fire,” and espoused the unity of
opposites. They funded themselves by selling expensive magazines. Of course calling
themselves “The Church of the Final Judgment,” carrying magazines provocatively titled, “The
greatest sin” (you’d open them up to read Vivisection!), wearing long black capes, and then
lurching out of the shadows at pedestrians tended to frighten people. Modifying the capes from
black to powder blue was a step in the right direction, but when the founder, Robert de Grimston,
(spoken of affectionately by my father as Robert de Fire and Brimstone) was rumored to have
been jailed for embezzlement, the group disbanded.

I became disillusioned with cults as was my now unemployed boyfriend, Mother’s god
was accomplishing so little she began to disbelieve in him altogether, and my dad just said, “Ah,
you’re all a bunch of Heathen,” and every Jehovah’s Witness or Mormon who knocked on our
door he welcomed in and talked to for hours; I swear those poor missionaries couldn’t take their
eyes off their watches.

About this time my brother persuaded me I was ready for Dial-an-atheist, similar to
Dial-a-prayer only different, and I recalled the riddle: What do you get if you cross a Jehovah's
Witness with an atheist? Someone who knocks on doors for no apparent reason, so 1 dial, and
I’m shocked by all this ranting about the end of the world (did I reach a wrong number?) until I
listen closely and the message goes on about air and water pollution and the need to take care of
the earth so it won ¢ end, which makes sense, along with the suggestion I leave my address to get
information about an upcoming meeting. So I receive their newsletter and I’m kind of freaked
out. Shouldn’t they have at least mailed it in a plain brown wrapper so if God exists he won’t
read it and strike me with lightning? Then I consider that if he does exist, he probably has



x-ray|vision. And what god strikes anyone with lightning anyway? Thor, most likely. But of all
the gods he always seemed so illiterate.

So I go to this meeting and their official greeter is very friendly, puts me at ease. He
shakes my hand while I explain I don‘t understand where I stand on all this and he hastens to
reassure me. “Oh that’s fine,” he says. “I myself am an agnostic but I’'m not what you’d call a
fundamentalist agnostic.” He takes great care to emphasize that.

I take the bait and ask, "Sooo, what is a fundamentalist agnostic, anyway?"

He answers, "Someone who has no doubts whatsoever about...doubting," and he shares
with me his little agnostic prayer, "Oh Lord if there is one, save my soul if [ have one," which I
loved for its brevity. And he goes on to explain that many don't believe this but there really are
atheists in foxholes, he'd seen the dog tags, and there was this contest for a novel in twelve words
and his favorite was: "’There are no atheists in foxholes,”” said the chaplain, “‘so get out!
And I learn that the group is called Independent Atheists after being kicked out of American
Atheists after some conflict with somebody (can't remember if it was Madeleine Murray O'Hare
or Rob Sherman) and I think, “Oh boy, schisms!”’ I was a protestant — I knew from schisms and
even though they conferred a certain legitimacy on religious sects. I began to consider that I'd
actually never heard the word atheist by itself or with a positive adjective. It was always angry
atheist or bitter atheist or, most commonly, foaming-at-the-mouth atheist, but here no one was
angry; no one was foaming or even vituperating if that's even a word. In fact, the group was
made up mostly of thoughtful introverts, gentle depressives, the kinds of folks I liked to hang
with anyway.

I3 o

And I would regularly see these people — we'd get together Wednesdays and not believe,
along with snacks and some wine, so I was happy. For the most part, these weren’t proselytizing
atheists, although with one notable exception. Remember the riddle about crossing an atheist
with a Jehovah’s Witness and creating someone who knocks on doors for no apparent reason?
Well, one atheist had on his tombstone, “all dressed up with no place to go,” but this “no
apparent reason” and “no place to go” were becoming a problem for one member of our little
group who repeatedly aggravated us by asking, "What is our purpose? We never accomplish
anything and we’re certainly not growing. What is our reason for getting together Wednesdays?”

Now that question can be the death of many a great group. [ mean we were pretty content
with our wine, our snacks, our good conversation, our little community but a purpose — wow —
that was tough one!

Round about that time "The Last Temptation of Christ" was showing, and certain
religious groups were up in arms possibly because Jesus was portrayed as more man than God:
getting married, having sex, although in a dream sequence, and our guy who dearly wanted a
purpose said, “I know, I know, I've got this great idea — why don't we counter-picket the picketers
of the Last Temptation of Christ. We’d draw media attention. We’d be in the news!”

And we all said, "Yeah, yeah. That'd be great!"
We considered this, and someone asked, “But what do we put on our signs?”
“Signs?” we asked.

“Yes, you know, the signs we're going to protest with.”



“Oh, signs! Yeah. Hmmmm.”

There was a tense silence fortunately broken by our hostess who suggested, "Well, we
could put on —'It's a good film. Go see it."”

“Yeah, yeah!” we agreed.
"No, wait” said our guy with a purpose. “Put on, ‘It’s a great film!””
“Even better!” we chorused.

“Ho...hold on here for a moment” interrupted our hostess. “Let’s just think about this,
shall we? Now the protesters don't like the movie. They’re entitled to their opinion, right?
They're only exercising their freedom of speech which we believe in and, in the process, drawing
more media focus, more attention to the film, more people, contributing the best publicity we
could ever want; we’d only be superfluous, might even get in the way!”

So...that was the beginning of the end of our little group. Being so close to a purpose and
not achieving it, noting how lame it was to begin with, and questioning our very reasons for
existence just made us feel so utterly... pointless.

I've recently concluded that, “This life is a test; it is on/y a test. Had it been an actual life,
you’d have received instructions on where to go and what to do.” No. Wait! That’s not it. How's
this? I don't really care if anyone believes in a god or not, but whoever believes, I care very much
what sort of god they'll accept. Not all gods are equal; Mother’s god seemed harmless enough,
but some are nasty and destructive, with their followers leaving hordes of dead people in their
wake. As Voltaire summed it up, “God created man in his own image and man, being a
gentleman, returned the favor.”

I’ve finally become comfortable being in groups with a purpose and have spent the past
couple of decades plus as an ethical humanist, as you can hardly go wrong treating others with
respect, forming a loving community and sharing what you have. My favorite words of Jesus,
learned in Lutheran Sunday school, were always, “Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the
least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me” (meaning feed the hungry, clothe the naked,
visit those in prison), so perhaps I haven’t strayed too far from my roots after all.

But there is one difference between then and now. At this point in my journey, I really
relish gazing at the Sunday school wall of the Ethical Humanist Society and reading and
rereading the words, "Lead us into the path of those who seek the truth, but deliver us from those
who have found it."

Amen to that, I say
Hit#



Persuasion
By William Pelarenos

Persuasion is a subtle form of intimidation, it’s an art form used by people to verbally convince other
people to do something that they would not normally do.

Case in point, in 1929 Victor Lustig invited numerous French scrap metal dealers and persuaded them that
French government was selling the Eiffel Tower.

Ah, persuasion.

He persuaded one of the bidders to pay a bribe of 70,000 francs to ensure that his bid would get the Eiffel
Tower. He then fled with the bribe money.

Ah, persuasion.

Between 2019 and 2023, a social influencer on Instagram, persuaded his followers to invest their money
in real estate investments, which resulted in an $11 million loss.

Ah, persuasion.

My uncle persuaded me to attend a cousin’s wedding, a cousin who had not spoken to me in seven years.
A wedding that I had declined to attend but I gave in to my uncle’s persuasion and took my immediate
family to the wedding of a selfish, lazy and ungrateful cousin, who has not even texted me a “Merry
Christmas” or “Happy New Year,” since I attended that wedding five long years ago.

Ah, persuasion”

Always results in a loss to those that give into persuasion.

HiH



