
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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The Great Pretender 
By Anna Young 

 
It was a cool, pleasant sunny day in Chi-Town. He was standing on the pavement in front of a 
monstrosity of an edifice, a carbon copy of the office buildings in downtown Chicago where he 
worked as an advertising executive. It was his lunch hour. Because of his executive position at 
the company his lunch hour began and ended at his leisure. He looked in both directions of 
Michigan Ave., North and South, not yet had he made up his mind which eatery he would choose 
to assuage his hunger pangs. He chose to walk south on Michigan Ave. and entered the first 
restaurant he saw. He was seated by a young attractive waitress at a table near the front entrance. 
She greeted him a good afternoon and handed him a menu filled with his favorite, flavorful, tasty 
meal combinations. She returned promptly and he placed his order. He lived only a few blocks 
southward. After wolfing down his meal, leaving a sizable tip, he decided to walk the short 
distance to his residence and relax before returning to work. 

As he neared his home he entered a narrow passageway. I guess downtown it passes as an 
alleyway. It wasn't very noticeable. He walked to the end of the passageway and turned left. He 
looked behind to see if anyone had followed him. Parked as close as possible to one of those 
fences that are very concealing that surrounds a house or yard, was an SUV. A Cadillac Escalade. 
His address was his license plate number. He was undomiciled. Divorced and beginning to 
become financially strapped from the monthly child support payments to his ex-wife for his two 
little girls. One and two years of age respectively. He was granted visitation rights biweekly and 
for special occasions such as birthdays and holidays. 
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He climbed onto the front passenger seat and put his briefcase on the driver's seat. Reclined in 
his seat, closed his eyes and set his watch for half an hour. He was well groomed. He sported a 
precision haircut, he was clean shaven, wore a bespoke suit with a crisp white shirt. The suit was 
bluish gray in color, with a matching tie and bejeweled tie clip. A black leather belt, black Italian 
leather loafers with tassels, black silk  socks and well-manicured hands. The alarm sounded. He 
sat up, opened the door of his home, walked to the back of the SUV and popped the door of the 
trunk. His wife had been granted the condo and furniture.  He only was allowed the bare 
necessities. He brushed his teeth. Spat the residue on the ground. Rinsed and spat again. Relieved 
himself. Zipped himself up. Combed his hair. Sanitized his hands. Checked his reflection in the 
mirror. Straightened his clothing. Grabbed his briefcase. Made sure his home was locked and 
began to walk through the passageway to Michigan Ave. and his office. 

As he walked closer and closer to the front of the passageway, there was a male figure standing 
there military style, rigid with his hands clasped behind his back. Spread eagled. Still. Not 
moving an inch! As he got closer to the mannequin like figure he began to recognize his face. 
They were finally close enough to each other for him to make out the stranger's features. It was 
his boss! CEO of the advertising company where he was employed! Neither man spoke. They 
didn't have to. The situation spoke for itself. The Great Pretender's jig was up! 

### 

 

Water Journeys 
Vick Elberfeld 

 
​ I began in water.  My earliest forebears evolved from sea creatures, and I was surrounded 
by that warm, comforting fluid in my mother’s belly.  I was too little then to understand that 
without water I would dry out, shrivel up, and die a horrible death. 

​ Years after I emerged from the womb, Mother brought me back to its enveloping fluid by 
teaching me to swim.  I would lie on my back, stretching myself out to my full seven year old 
length on the surface of Lake Michigan. One of Mom’s arms would cradle my head, the hand 
gripping my shoulder, while my thighs rested on her other arm.  She would tell me to relax, 
though I didn’t know how I could feel anything but total calm, cradled in her arms.  When she 
deemed me totally relaxed and still, she would let go – first my legs and then my head – 
whereupon I’d begin to sink, feet first.  Though disappointed I couldn‘t remain afloat under my 
own power, I never experienced a moment’s discomfort before I felt my mother’s arms around 
me again. 

​ I sometimes played in the sand in the very, very shallow water under Mom’s supervision 
from the shore.  At such times, I liked to pretend swim. I’d roll over onto my tummy and propel 
myself forward with my hands, all the time calling, “Look, Mom. I’m swimming; I’m really, 
really swimming!”  She would smile and wave.    During our Miami Beach vacation, I advanced 
to propelling myself by only one hand.   Perhaps the salt water helped keep me up, or perhaps 
my body was merely so used to the water that one day, when my hand slipped, I remained on the 
surface, floating out to sea.  It took me a moment to realize what was happening and when I 
called out, “Mom, I’m really swim…” her smile faded, her jaw dropped, and she rushed into the 
water, scooping me into her arms and carrying me back to our blanket on the sand.  Once I was 
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safely on her lap and she was taking my pulse and listening to me breathe, my fear turned to 
excitement and pride in accomplishment.  “But Mom, I really WAS swimming,” I bragged and 
heard her mutter in answer, “Yes, yes,” but her brow was wrinkled and she looked as if she were 
thinking of something else entirely.  Only when she had thoroughly checked me out and dried 
me, did she hold me close to her and rock me for the longest time. 

​ At dinner that night Mom was preoccupied, and as soon as we returned from our 
vacation, she enrolled me in a park district swimming course.  I learned to swim and I loved to 
swim, but I often missed the feel of my mother’s arms, cradling me in the water. I wondered if 
she missed it too, but we never spoke of it. 

​ Nevertheless our water adventures weren’t over. We joined a hotel with an 
indoor/outdoor pool. In the winter the outdoor pool was covered with ping pong balls in all 
shades of blue to keep the warmth in. We’d swim through the blue balls looking like dark blobs 
from the lagoon, barely able to see each other through the thick steam rising from the warm 
water into the chilly air. Swimming outside was particularly delightful during snowstorms! In 
summer we’d swim sidestroke so we could face each other and talk. 

​ Most of our vacations were centered in water and we snorkeled in the Yucatan and swam 
together off the Galapagos Islands. While Mom was onshore chatting with the iguanas, I 
struggled to keep up with a huge sea turtle whose shell was a good yard in diameter, swimming 
just a few feet below me. I wondered - would this wild creature lead me back to shore or farther 
out to sea? After turtle and I made a few sweeping circles, Mom called me back to shore, saying 
she was worried I was keeping my face in the water for so long. I explained I had to, to see the 
turtle. We laughed over this and, in future, we always referred to him as my turtle guide. On our 
trip down the Amazon, Mother chided me for refusing to swim in the water, but I feared 
piranhas. In trying to keep up with this spirited woman, I often longed for the more protective 
mother of my childhood.   

​ Several years ago Mother prepared to take the final journey. When I learned she was 
dying, I began to fantasize about taking the trip with her. I would take her by the hand and 
together we would travel to her destination. If she were happy there – if the place provided 
adventure for her and, of course, swimming pools, lakes, and oceans, she could stay and I’d join 
her when my time came. If not, she’d have to return with me. 

​ Mother traveled on without me, and her hand was in mine as she left.  Fortunately I have 
friends who understand my loss. One in particular is my friend Kay who, in common with my 
mother, is a nurse.  With her stout and loving heart, Kay has sat by the beds of many dying 
people. “The most amazing thing,” she tells me, “is that when they are sleepless and afraid, they 
call out to their mothers. Imagine that,” she continues, shaking her head and smiling that 
forgiving smile of hers, “eighty, ninety years old, their mothers long since dead and yet, in their 
hour of need, they cry out to them.” 

​ With any luck I too will reach the age of 80 or, ideally, even 90. Someday I will not just 
be leaving this glorious earth but lakes, mountains, oceans, and memories of home and everyone 
I’ve ever loved. How wonderful if, in my hour of need, I felt my mother’s arms around me one 
last time before I drifted out to sea. 

###  
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Knightblade Origins 
By Mark Moe 

 
 Two years after the Battle of the Saxon Hordes, King Arthur and his wizard, Merlin discuss their 
future to protect Camelot when Arthur and his twelve Knights are gone.    

“Merlin, my old friend. It is hard to believe the year is 486. We have united Brittania under my 
Kingdom of Camelot. I am happy to see peace reign over the land. It is a peace that will not 
stand for long once Queen Morgana has her way. She is counting on my death and the deaths of 
my twelve Knights of the Round Table to plunge this world into darkness. I would wish that you 
could grant us all immortality to stave off her evil, but we need something to combat it once we 
are gone.”  

“What would you ask of my, King? As you have rightly pointed out, I cannot grant you or the 
Knights immortality. How would you want to deal with future incursions from Queen Morgana 
or any other despot?”  

“There must be a way to harness the magic within Camelot and the sword Excalibur to safeguard 
the kingdom and eventually restore it to its status as a beacon of light in the world.”  

“Arthur, let us “pretend” that I find such a solution, there is no guarantee if it was enacted that 
would be a time you or the Knights would recognize. The evil you face may not even be from 
Queen Morgana. For I have seen many glimpses of the future whenever I use my Orb of Future 
Sight. I have seen fourteen million and six possible future outcomes and many of those do not 
have Morgana directly involved. That is not to say she has no direct involvement in many 
outcomes as well. But as it turns out, I have created a solution inspired from watching those 
partial outcomes.”  

“I knew you would not let me down, my old friend. What is your idea to save Camelot?”  

“I shall infuse the spirits and powers of your Knights into enchanted, sentient weapons which 
will choose your successors long after they are gone.”  

“So, like Excalibur was left in the stone for me to claim?”  

Merlin responded, “Think more portable like a small dagger strapped to your forearm, but 
magical with no actual straps. And as for you my King, I will combine all my power and the 
power of Excalibur into a similar magical device that will choose your successor as well.”  

“When do we start?”  

“Some of your Knights went out on a hunting expedition and will take care of them when they 
return. The rest I will start tomorrow.”  

“Excellent! Which Knights are left to report to you?”  

“Galahad, Gawain, Percival, Lancelot, Tristan and Bedivere, my King. The process should take a 
day for each Knight.”  

Over the next six days each of the Knights were summoned by the wizard Merlin and each of 
their powers were combined into a sentient Knightblade. Each blade can read the hearts and 
minds of those who would wish to use their power. This is a safeguard Merlin designed in hopes 
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of finding individuals with the Knightly characteristics of: purity of heart, valor, virtue, honor, 
chastity and integrity.  

On the seventh day, there was no sight of the remaining Knights returning from their expedition 
and King Arthur began to worry. He called Merlin to locate his missing Knights. Merlin arrived 
in the King’s antechamber which just on the backside of the main hall and the location of the 
Round Table to find King Arthur sitting at his spot wearing the golden dragon armor that Merlin 
designed. King Arthur looked over as the old wizard walking in wearing his blue robes with 
silver stars and carrying a large wicker basket with the six Knightblades under his right arm. He 
placed the basket on the table and asked, “What do you need, my King?”  

“My other Knights have not returned from their hunting party. I know they usually send a few 
messengers within four days of coming home, but that was seven days ago. So either their 
messengers were killed or...”  

“Something has happened to your Knights,” Merlin finished.  

Just then, alarm bells on the outer wall of the castle diverted their discussion as a messenger 
guard came running in and knelt before King Arthur and said, “My Lord, we are under attack. 
Queen Morgana’s army appeared out of a green fog that came from the South. It just rolled in so 
fast, and we had no idea that it was her army until they appeared right at the outer wall. Your 
orders, Sire?”  

King Arthur was about to respond when Merlin said, “My old apprentice dares to attack here, 
lead me to her so I can reign fireballs down upon her head.”  

“No, my friend, our army will hold them off, while you make the Kingblade in the event she 
overruns the castle. We must be prepared to lose and cannot wait to find out what happened to 
my other Knights.”  

“If I work on the Kingblade, your kingdom of Camelot will fall to Morgana and her army. 
Without my magic, she will unleash a host of evil across the land.”  

“No sacrifice, no victory my friend. How much time do you need to create the weapon?”  

Merlin looked flustered but said, “At least a week but you and Excalibur will need to stay by me 
the entire time to do it.”  

“Done. Have the Knights of the Round Table report to me at once,” King Arthur replied.  

The messenger guard ran to get the Knights. Within twenty minutes, the six Knights in full armor 
joined Arthur and Merlin at the Round Table.  

“My friends, I need you to buy us time so that Merlin can finish his greatest creation and provide 
a future generation the opportunity to live again in peace. You six and our army will be all that 
stands in the way of the world being pitched into eternal darkness. You must hold her forces back 
for an entire week.”  

“No sacrifice, no victory!” shouted the Knights as they raced off to the battle.   

###  
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Pretending 
By Kelly Tansor 

 
You know how it goes. A disagreement, a fight, a falling out. Call it what you want, but 

the outcome is still the same—we don’t talk anymore. 
But it’s not like we can avoid each other. We have some of the same friends. Sure, they 

say they’ll stay out of it, remain civil, and not take anyone’s side. But, of course, everyone 
eventually drifts off one way or the other. So now some of our friends—well, your friends, I 
guess—hang out with you more, and the rest hang out with me. 

Our paths hardly ever cross anymore. It’s fine, I guess. Your friends always liked you 
more than me, anyway. I know you’ll make the same stupid jokes with them that you did with 
me. I feel a tinge of pain knowing I’m no longer on the receiving end of your silly antics. I’ve 
now been replaced by people who are just as annoyed and amused by the things you do. 

Then there’s school. We may not have the same classes, but we still have to see each 
other in the hallway. The first few times we’re both alone. The second we see each other, we 
look the opposite direction, hoping we can avert each other’s gaze. Soon we learn how to pretend 
to look at our phones, our watches, signs on the walls—anything we can to keep even an inch of 
each other’s presence out of our eyesight. I feel you in my blind spot, and even that’s too much to 
bear. 

Eventually, our friends—your side, my side—walk toward each other’s directions in the 
hallway. You pretend to talk with your friends, I pretend to talk with mine. I’m not sure what I 
am to you anymore. An old friend? A painful reminder of what once was? Or simply a stranger 
you used to know? 

You’re all of those for me. 
So you can pretend you don’t notice me, and I’ll pretend it doesn’t hurt. 
 

###   
 

Pretend 
By William Pelarenos 

 
Many times I pretend to be happy, interested or satisfied when I am actually not. I do this 
pretending for the greater good of the family and friends. I pretend, we pretend, they pretend. 
If used correctly, pretending is a good thing, but there are no directions that come with this 
prescription. It has to be used in small doses, across periods of time and circumstances. 
Such as the times when I pretend to like a gift, when I actually do not like it at all, so I just smile 
and say thank you. 
 
Alas, why should I hurt the gift-giver's feelings? 
 
I have pretended to be happy during tough economic times, when my stomach is churning and 
anxiety has set in due to financial distress, but I put on a half-smile reinforced with a positive 
mental attitude in order not to worry my family. Worrying only makes people suffer. The 
breadwinner suffers enough for the entire family. 
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Then there's the times when I pretend to be enjoying the food at a party, but in reality, I am 
very choosy about the foods that I consume, so I just take a small bite and smile. Why 
should I upset the host? 
Ah, but my pretension rises to new levels when I have to go to family events and see relatives 
that I absolutely dislike, some relatives that I actually loathe, but I say 'hello' and I move on. 
Relatives that I totally distrust, some who obviously are the black sheep of the family, while 
others are actually wolves in sheep's clothing that have caused me great anguish and pain. In 
this instance, not expressing my actual feelings but pretending to be sociable, which if properly 
used as a cloaking device becomes a good way to avoid conflict. 

After all, why should I cause a scene and disrupt something as pleasant as a wedding or 
something as sad as a wake or funeral. Just grin and bear it is what I say, because at the end of 
the day, when I sit in a darkened room, all by myself, there is just serenity, and when I am totally 
alone, I pretend no more. 

###   
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