
 
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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Knightblade: Modern Era 
By Mark Moe 

 
In the Spring of 2025, Professor Henry Jones Jr., a professor of history and archaeology is 
delivering a lecture on Arthurian legends at the University of Oxford. As he clicks on the next 
PowerPoint slide, he says,  
 
 “Here is where things start to go wrong for Arthur and his Knights. Two years after the Battle of 
the Saxon Hordes, Queen Morgana comes out of hiding to besiege Camelot but on the way, she 
ambushes six Knights of the Round Table who were out on a hunting expedition and kills them. 
As soon as she focuses her attention on Camelot, she waits for the other Knights to join the 
battle. She then launches a bag containing the six heads of the Knights she killed to land at the 
feet of the remaining six. Now we do not know if King Arthur ever learned of the sad fate of his 
brother Knights, but he is never recorded joining this battle. His wizard, Merlin was also not 
involved but was believed to be working to thwart Morgana’s magic behind the scenes.”  
 
A young, blonde woman asked, “Didn’t Merlin previously create magical weapons prior to 
Queen Morgana’s attack which were supposed to safeguard Camelot from her magic?”  
 
“You are referring to the Knightblades or something else?”  
 
“The Knightblades, Professor.”  
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“History has suggested he created many magical weapons over the course of his life including 
the Knightblades, but after the seventh day of fighting, the Castle Camelot, the remaining 
Knights, King Arthur and Merlin fell to overwhelming magic and combat superiority of Queen 
Morgana’s army. The castle was razed to the ground and all of Merlin’s magic weapons were 
ransacked by Queen Morgana and her army. The Knightblades were believed to be not much 
more than a pipe dream that Merlin wanted to finish. And until recently, we could not confirm 
their existence.”  
 
He clicked to the next slide and said, “Behold the Knightblade of Lancelot, Arthur’s most 
favored Knight. The blade is designed to wear on an individual’s forearm and has ornate Celtic 
symbols and Lancelot’s name engraved on the front in ancient Celtic. So, if this blade exists, I 
will bet the others do as well unless, Merlin was unable to finish them. Now as for them being 
magical and sentient, we have not been able to prove that. The Museum of Natural History here 
in London has allowed our science department to examine the “blade.” Every test we can run on 
it will be performed and if there is any way to prove it has magic, we will find out.”   
 
Another male student asked, “But Professor Jones, if it turns out to be magical, will you seek out 
the person who is supposed to be the wielder of it?”  
 
“If you remember according to Merlin’s writings, each Knightblade chooses its own wielder 
based on predetermined characteristics and we have close to seven billion people on the planet. 
There could be several million people that this Knightblade would choose or none. In my 
opinion, I think that these Knightblades will turn out to be special awards for the Knight’s valor 
and being loyal supporters of King Arthur and that their purpose is mostly ornamental. In other 
words, a trophy to show off to the fairer sex, but if a wielder claims it, we will let everyone know 
with a worldwide press conference.”  
 
An alarm bell went off in the large lecture hall and all the students started to gather their stuff to 
leave. As they were leaving Professor Jones called out, “Make sure you study Chapters 7 and 8 
for next time.”  
 
Later, that day in the Science department, Professor Plum and some of his students were running 
some tests on the Knightblade. They took measurements, analyzed the metal composition, and 
exposed the “blade” to different ranges of temperatures.  
 
“What about these Celtic symbols on the blade?”  
 
“We know these symbols in the center are the Celtic version of Lancelot. Some of these others 
refer to valor, honor and some cannot be deciphered. I think they are a part of the adornment of 
the “blade,” replied Professor Plum.  
 
Another student took the “blade” and commented, “Where are the straps for this thing? These 
small pieces of curved metal are not enough to hold it flat against a forearm. See look.” As he 
tried to demonstrate it, he ran his fingers down the symbols and the curved pieces straightened 
out. “Oh, cool! I guess I found the release. It still will not stay on the forearm.”   
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As he placed it on his forearm, it glowed electric blue and fused itself into his right forearm. The 
pain was immediate as the Knightblade became fully alive and testing the worthiness of its new 
host. He screamed as the Professor and other students tried in vain to remove it from his arm. In 
his mind, he saw a vision of five other “blades” being dispersed between Europe and some even 
in the United States. As the pain subsided, he looked to his professor and said, “I know where to 
find the other Knightblades. Lancelot’s blade showed me the locations and who has them. The 
Knightblade wanted me to reunite all five again.”  
 
The professor commented, “The other Knightblades exist. Where are they?”  
 
The student who was now being called, Lance responded, “There is one in Germany, one in Italy, 
one in Ireland and two in the United States.”   
 
Professor Plum stated, “We will need to hold a press conference to relay our findings.”  
 
“No. We cannot do that. The blade impressed upon me that a great evil will befall us all if we do 
not get the other blades.”  
 
“What sort of evil? I am not even sure if it is a good idea to aid this magical blade in its quest.  
 
What if it is a "smokescreen” to cause some mass destruction event?”  
 
“The spirit and powers of Lancelot are a part of me. I must trust in it even if you do not, 
Professor Plum. No sacrifice, no victory!”  
 
“Wherever you go, the Museum and the University will pay your way. Where to first?”  
 
“Germany,” he responded.  
 

### 
 
 

The Little-Meanings Tree 
by Solomon Whitaker 

 
You see a big tree with dense leaves. Only one, solitary branch touches the roof of a very high, 
tall, Victorian house. One mission is to get on the roof, by climbing the tree. But the branches are 
very convoluted, twisting around one another. None of the branches are close enough to jump 
between. 
 
How does one plan to get to the top branch? You can’t trace the route up before climbing with all 
the leaves in the way. If you see a branch touching the roof you KNOW it is possible! There will 
be failed trips to the top, of course. Each one expending energies. Mania, (the overload of 
meanings) and Depression, (the severe lack of them.) But never ever give up searching for little 
meanings, even when big meanings disappear. Don’t climb for THE MEANING OF LIFE or to 
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find God. Gluttony and famine of spirit await those pursuits! I suggest never suffering the 
starvation of an absent God. Some meanings are TOO BIG! We can FALL. 
 
Instead try to find the little clockwork-intentions of a bird or the purpose behind a tiny drawing 
of a shoe. Little meanings are brimming with reasons. The more little meanings you find, the 
better it will be. Little meanings are everywhere. In what you read, hear and see. Little neurons 
of fellow beings pointing us along. Art, music, writing, nature, all made up of little signs saying 
look at me, I am important! 
 
So climb on! Find peace in little meanings and avoid any talk of ‘God’ or of ‘Life,’ Both so 
called ‘Big Reasons,’ always there of course, don’t need your attention. Listen to the signs put 
here by your ancestors; the mark makers who said to the world “Look at this!” Even bugs talk 
like this. Certainly your fellow humans do. Remember it is and will be ok… and just hold, hold 
on for dear life to the, not so little after-all, Little-Meanings! 
 

###  
 

Smoke Screen  
By Edward Schefler 

 
A Smoke Screen is designed for the purpose of  

concealment. 
 

Affix with the benchmark of a clandestine routine.  
 

And here resides the reticence of disclosure 
For who among us desires to acknowledge that 

of which we know not. 
 

Rather comes the Modus Operandi to probe for  
answers. 

 
By sneaking glimpses on our Smart Phone. 

 
Gathering info. from its Data Bank of assorted  

Artificial Intelligence. 
 

As if it were some sacred sources onto the  
Oracles of Life. 

 
As the importunity of yesterday fades  

into vaporous shadows 
 

As is the elusive Smoke Screen onto 
 itself. 
###   
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To Sue on her 80th Birthday  

​ By Vicki Elberfeld 
 
​ Sue asked us all to share stories about her in her invitation, and then she repeated 
her invitation in person. She and I are in a storytelling group together and have heard 
and enjoyed many of each other‘s tales. The difference between us is that she will 
hear something during our storytelling sessions that will remind her of something 
else, and she‘ll improvise a wonderful story right there on the spot! I‘m always 
amazed at her ability to do that! I have a very different process whereby I write down 
bits and pieces over a period of months and I write and rewrite in between telling 
myself that “I don‘t have any ideas” and that “these pieces will never come together” 
and asking myself “why am I even bothering?” and “whatever made me think I could 
do this in the first place?” and so a month just didn’t seem like enough time to come 
up with something. But there‘s another, even bigger reason I felt I couldn‘t handle 
her request. Sue is really very, very difficult to write about because she is just 
SO…..DAMNED…..NICE!!! I even googled the question, “Is it difficult to write 
about really nice people?" and back came a resounding ”YESSSSSS!!!!!” 
 
​ So…other writers agreed with me. 
 
​ I‘m more accustomed to writing about misfits, characters, selfish people, and the 
painfully neurotic because then everything about them sticks out & one doesn‘t really 
have to be sensitive to nuances. But nice people are harder to write about because 
they generate less conflict. However, Sue will often put folks on the spot by asking 
provocative questions and then won’t answer her own provocative questions. 
Because she isn’t an attention hog but is more likely to draw her companions out and 
give them a chance to shine, I think it’s quite brilliant of her to ask us to shine a light 
on her for a change.  
 
​ Sue says volunteering isn‘t her thing, but if anyone needs help, she immediately 
pitches in whether it‘s driving someone a significant distance for an appointment, 
being a good listener to anyone with a problem, doing cleanup after an event, or 
shopping for an unusual something that someone way across town has difficulty 
locating. She always does her share and then some. 
 
​ My first memories of her were of Friday nights at Ha Shalom, a Moroccan Israeli 
restaurant on Devon Avenue to which she invited numerous friends on a weekly 
basis. There we enjoyed such dishes as kebabs, Cornish hens, falafel, and couscous. 
Her husband Jay was a great guy and was likewise welcome to join her and the rest 
of us, but he worked late and arrived late. Whenever he finally showed up at Ha 
Shalom, we all greeted him with a rousing applause, although I never actually found 
out why. He would always order his meals with extra garlic and then he‘d also bring 
extra garlic from home to add to the…extra…garlic, and he never had time to finish 
his meals, so when we‘d head out to a movie afterwards he‘d take his food to go and 
finish it right there in the audience of the movie theater and sometimes, well often, 
when the movie wasn‘t all that interesting, what we really enjoyed was watching Jay 
instead of the movie screen, as he was totally focused on his meal which he ate with 
the help of a flashlight. 
 
​ Not only did Sue have a nice husband, she also had the nicest dog in the world. She 
named him Miramar and she met him as a stray in Mexico (you need to hear from her 
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the story of how she met him and brought him from Mexico to this country which I 
hadn‘t thought a person could do, but she did it!). I hosted a musical coffeehouse at 
the ethical society which Sue was very supportive of, and she brought Miramar 
regularly to be a member of the audience. That dog behaved better than most of the 
audience members…not a peep out of him, no barking, didn‘t fall asleep and snore 
like some of the audience members…I told people to leave their kids at home, but 
that if they had pets like Miramar to just bring them along & welcome! 
 
​ Sue is currently leading a very rich cultural life with several book discussion 
groups. She and Sue Sherman and Ed and I go to the Great Books discussions at 
Skokie Library, and she also attends numerous films, concerts, lectures, and plays. 
Many of us consider her our social director as she organizes not only picnics but 
outings to a variety of cultural events, whether it‘s an expedition to see an Indian 
Kathak dancer at a vegan restaurant on New Year’s Eve or to simply chill out at a 
folk concert. And when we‘re out somewhere and she sees someone alone and 
perhaps looking a bit lost, whether that person is already an acquaintance or even a 
total stranger, she includes them; she‘ll ask them to join us, something I just 
witnessed yesterday at the ethical society. She‘ll ease folks into our group and make 
them feel welcome and comfortable. She‘s kind, she‘s caring, she‘s sharing and 
nonjudgmental. I recall going with her and others to the Abbey Pub to see Fred 
Holstein  in his final days. A fine musician, he wasn‘t altogether sober at that 
concert. At some point he lost the pick for his guitar, and he took a full 15 minutes  to 
search for it on himself and on the floor of the stage. I was impatient with him, 
embarrassed for him, and I wondered why someone, anyone who knew him well, 
didn‘t just grab him and yank him offstage and spare us all this…this mortifying 
display. I asked Sue why someone in charge didn‘t just terminate the concert already 
and she answered, “Because he really wants to play for us, and we love him.” After 
the concert she spoke with him sympathetically and asked if there was something, 
anything at all, she could do for him, including offering him a place to stay, if he 
needed it. 
 
​ This was not an isolated incident for her. 
 
​ Sue is well aware this can be a lonely and suffering world, and in her own way she 
quietly, and ever so gently, makes it something better. 
 

###   
 
 

Smokescreen When… 
by Sherry Avila 

 
“SMOKESCREEN WHEN…” 
The Orthopedist tells me at my follow up visit about two months after reconstructive surgery of 
my hip and femur on December 7, 2024:  
 

“1/3 of the people with your reconstructive surgery will... 
​  go to heaven! 

 1/3 of the people with your reconstructive surgery will be...  
             using a walker, rollator, or wheelchair for the rest of their lives! & 
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 1/3 of the people with your reconstructive surgery will...  
​ recover!” 
 
Reality:  Which of these three options will be mine? The orthopedist does not tell me which of 
these three options will be my 1/3rd. My husband Frank says, “You aren’t going to heaven!” 
Perhaps it is up to me! The orthopedist says, “It will take 6 months to a year to fully recover.” I 
show him my swollen knee. We can’t do anything about your bone-on-bone knee. He hardly 
looks at me as he instructs, “Drop your Pants! I am going to check your scars!” Whaat?  
I am hoping for a full recovery. However, 9 months later, I am using a cane to balance myself 
while walking. 
 
“SMOKESCREEN WHEN…” 
The physical therapist smiles and says they applied for physical therapy for me, and they’ll let 
me know my eligibility as soon as possible.  
 
Reality: The wait for my Medical Insurance’s approval of physical therapy takes one to two 
weeks. My daughter who is not a senior took 6 weeks before she could start her physical therapy. 
A senior friend shared that she had to wait 8 weeks for physical therapy.  
 
“SMOKESCREEN WHEN…” 
The physical therapist tells me to check back in September for more physical therapy even 
though it is only May. 
 
Reality:  How will I be recovered by December 7, 2025? Are the physical therapists busier 
during the summer and don’t need any more clients? Is it related to my age of 84 years? Or, Do I 
have the wrong Medical Insurance? 
 
“SMOKESCREEN WHEN…” 
The Physical Therapist tells me, “Even though it will take a year to recover, that doesn’t mean 
that you get a whole year of physical therapy.” 
 
Reality:  Whaat? Why don’t I get a whole year of physical therapy if it takes a year to 
recover?? Is medical insurance inadequate? Should I move to another country? 
 
“SMOKESCREEN WHEN…” 
The physical therapist tells me that according to my medical insurance, I am expected to be 
“80% recovered,” therefore, I will no longer need physical therapy. 
 
Reality:  What does 80% recovered from my broken hip and femur mean?  Does 80% mean 
using a walker, a rollator, or a cane which I am currently using? Does it mean my returning to 
other activities such as outdoor festivals even if it is a struggle? Does it mean my scars are all 
gone? Does it mean I can go up and down stairs? Does it mean that I should expect pain, 
discomfort, swelling, and other circulatory problems?  
 
“SMOKESCREEN WHEN…” 
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The physical therapist tells me that I can exercise on my own at home. She hands me a paper 
with exercises to do at home.  
 
Reality 1: I am very frustrated. At least I am not stuck on the floor or in a bed unable to move 
my body. My medical insurance is NO longer paying for my physical therapy. I appeal for more 
physical therapy with no success.  
 
Yes, I can do physical therapy on my own at home, and I can even use “YouTube,” online, and 
other printed resources. Sometimes, I do my Fitness Exercises in the middle of the night. I could 
pay $125 for one physical therapy session on my own without insurance, but that is extravagant 
and out of budget. 
 
Reality 2: I am also very thankful for the recumbent exercycle in my home that not everybody 
owns, free senior fitness classes at the Chicago Park Districts and the Chicago and suburban 
public libraries, and for Medicare’s free silver sneakers senior exercise gym programs. However, 
some who live in different communities and have different medical insurance coverage may not 
have those options. 
 
Reality 3: I am very, very thankful to my husband Frank for serving as my caregiver who 
provided my meals, went on all kinds of errands, and chauffeured me to doctor appointments, 
senior centers, our children and grandchildren, festivals, libraries, and more during this 
challenging time in our lives. If I had to pay a caregiver and chauffeur, it could cost me more 
than $200 a day and more than $54,000 for the past 9 months. However, the average middle class 
person who does not have an available family member or available close friend who could be 
their caregiver and cannot afford to hire a caregiver is in deep trouble. 

 
 

###   
 

Smokescreens: 
Lies/ Innuendo/Speculation 

By Anna Young 
 
This should never happen again. Yet it has! Yet it is! Yet again! Genocide. Matricide. Patricide. 
Infanticide. Homicide. Suicide. The result of unjust wars! I sit through the ABC Nightly News 
most evenings with David Muir. It's the only newscast I watch faithfully. Sometimes I'll watch 
the local news leading into the ABC nightly segment. Mr. Muir welcomes the viewers to the 
newscast. Then announces in a deep serious voice "I have to warn you the images you are about 
to see are disturbing.”  The images of murder and mayhem are more than disturbing. They're 
absolutely downright mind boggling! 
 
Gaza and Israel. Ukraine and Russia. ICE rounding up illegal immigrants like cattle. The 
National Guard on standby in US cities to assist local law enforcement if needed, to reduce the 
rate of crime, so ordered by the current administration. 
 

8 
 



The images of war-torn countries are the most horrific! People running, crawling, stumbling, 
wailing, scared, crying, praying, begging, killed, maimed, raped, bludgeoned, starving, homes 
turned into rubble. No where to hide or shelter as megaton bombs have destroyed their ways of 
life as they knew them. 
 
The images of starvation of anyone, especially infants and children is heart wrenching and 
heartbreaking! So young their ages are determined by weeks and months. They'll never reach the 
ages counted by years. My eyes become moist, the tears began to form and fall looking at these 
horrific images of human carnage and starvation! The babies and young children are laying 
naked sometimes with big, bright hollowed eyes, their little stomachs blotted and distended from 
starvation. They cry continuously from the hunger pangs of an empty stomach never to be filled. 
Not knowing the satisfaction,  warmth and fulfillment food can bring. Their little hands balled 
into tight knots; their legs merely sticks of bone covered by paper thin skin. Soon the crying will 
stop as they stare blankly into nothingness, into the silence of imminent death! They go quietly 
into day or night. Yet it's happening again! 
 
Seven continents. Heads of State. Presidents. Chancellors. Oligarchs. Kings. Dukes. Princes. Fat 
cats living high on the hog! Dressed in custom made suits and shoes. Walking side by side, 
shoulder to shoulder, shaking hands and smiling. I wonder what they're having or have had for 
breakfast, lunch, dinner, a snack or in between meal, as children lay starving just over the border. 
They reside in White Houses, Palaces, Mansions, Castles and Temples.  
 
The world has become a Dystopian Police State. Perpetuated by lies, innuendos and speculations 
of some of the world leaders. Elected democratically in some countries. In some others who 
knows how these madmen and yes some women have obtained positions of leadership. World 
leaders have become complacent, nonchalant and fearful of each other. They're protecting 
themselves and theirs at the expense of innocent lives. 
 
Preserving their wellbeing at all costs! How can it be explained that innocent people are being 
murdered yet again in unjust wars?! It can't be! Genocide. Matricide. Patricide. Infanticide 
Homicide. Suicide. I mention these ways of death again emphatically to reveal the unmitigated 
truth. There are trucks of much needed aid provided by organizations from all over the world. 
They have not been distributed because one warmonger is laying blame on the other. Neither 
wants to cross the line and do the right thing. Bullshit! Who are the real enemies in these 
megaton bomb campaigns and wars?! Themselves?! Yet again it has happened! The 
smokescreens are getting thicker and foggier. Rest sweet innocent children. Rest 
 

###    
 
 

Nice Things Part 1 
By Kelly Tansor 

 
​ My brother marched down the front steps and to his car. It was almost mesmerizing, how 
much calm and confidence he could show, given the state he had just left my house in. The 
swagger. The entitlement. I stared him down, as if he could see me. As he got into the driver’s 
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seat, I sat down on the wooden rocking chair on the porch. He started the engine, and I pressed 
my hand to my forehead, attempting to unfurl my brow and smooth out the tension in my aching 
head. My jaw finally unclenched as he drove off. 
​ I knew I was saving those cigarettes for a reason. I felt under the chair and found my old 
pack of Marlboro reds, my lighter, and my ashtray. It had been months since I last smoked, but 
the act of lighting a cigarette again felt as natural as breathing. I took a long, slow drag as I 
relaxed back into the chair. Cleanup can wait. 
​ Just then, my wife’s car pulled up in the driveway. I considered putting out the cigarette 
and rinsing my mouth out, but what was the point? She was about to see the state of the house. 
She had surely seen my brother’s car right before she pulled in. I took another drag as she 
stormed out of the car, ready for the worst. 
​ “You’re smoking again?” She was furious. 
​ I took in a breath. “My brother was here,” I said, agitated. 
​ “And?” she demanded. 
​ I shook my head and rolled my eyes. “Look, we got into it, just some personal stuff. You 
know, brothers being brothers. It’s nothing you need to worry about.” 
​ “Clearly it is if you’re about to come into the house smelling like—” 
​ “I’m getting into the shower the minute I get inside, alright?” 
​ My wife took a step back and crossed her eyes at me. I knew snapping at her wasn’t what 
she deserved, but in this moment I was still too heated about my brother to muster up an apology. 
After a few seconds of us staring at each other, she rolled her eyes and went inside. I had a 
feeling what was to come. As I took another drag, I heard her footsteps running back outside. 
​ “What the hell happened in there?” she barked, pointing at the door. “The coffee table’s 
on its side, there’s shoes and pillows everywhere, picture frames are broken. I’m surprised the 
TV is still standing!” 
​ I knew she’d be angry—she should be—but the rage in her voice sent a shiver of dread 
down my spine. My hands and arms shook. I felt my throat start to close up. That damn headache 
came back, and no amount of rubbing my head was making it go away. 
​ “Well?” she yelled. 
​ I couldn’t look in her direction. “I’m cleaning it up, I promise,” I assured her, my eyes 
fixed to the ground. 
​ “But why is everything a mess in the first place?” she asked as she knelt down to my 
level. 
​ I looked at the street in front of me. I could still see my brother standing outside my 
doorway, looking all smug, knowing what I was in for. His words rang in my ears. “Mama’s 
golden boy. What would your wife think? You really think you deserve all these nice things?” I 
kept seeing flashes of his cocky smile shifting to violent rage in a second. 
​ I took a deep breath before turning to face my wife. “Look, I don’t want you to worry 
about this,” I said shakily. 
​ “Oh, don’t give me that,” she said, exasperated. “My husband’s smoking again, my house 
is a mess, and my brother-in-law is showing up for the first time in months with zero explanation. 
I have every right to be worried here.” 
​ I inhaled my cigarette as she went on. When I exhaled, though, the wind blew across 
from my left to my right, making the smoke drift right into her face. It looked as if a 
smokescreen had formed between us. She gagged and wiped her hand exaggeratedly in front of 
her face. My eyes went wide as I watched. 
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​ “H-Honey, that was the wind, I swear!” I said quickly. 
​ She cussed at me and stormed back inside. I threw my head back, embarrassed and angry 
at myself. I forcefully put out the cigarette in the ashtray and covered my face. All I could see 
was my brother’s smug, cocky, arrogant smile. 
​ You really think you deserve all these nice things… 

More in Part 2… 
 

###   
 

Dead Again 
By Dennis P. Johnson 

 
So how much time do I have left? Well, I really don't know. That is in God's hands. 
This one needs to be told, so onward, upwards, or temporarily sideways. 
We were invited to our daughter’s condo in Streeterville on east Chestnut St to be 
exact, behind the John Hancock Building. We couldn't ask for better weather, partly 
cloudy and cool.  
 
The CTA would be our choice. No.80 Irving Park Rd. to Clark Street No.22 and then 
downtown past Chicago Ave. to Chestnut and then the walk to her place. We could 
have taken the Blue Line, but my wife has problems with stairs and escalators that 
don't work and elevators, of course, urine smelling and broken most of the time. 
 
So, our choice was the two buses with their hard, unconformable seats, and 
mismanaged schedules. We figured we would take Clark St. past Wrigley Field this 
day because the Cubs were in St. Louis playing the Cardinals. So getting past the 
ballpark should be a snap, no crowds and no theatrics that go with it. 
 
We enjoyed our sightseeing tour past a half dead Wrigleyville and ballpark and on 
our way through Lincoln Park to the near North. Observation is always 
enlightenment as the saying sometimes goes. Past Chicago Ave. the bus sped and we 
pulled the stop request cord to exit at Chestnut. Eastbound we walked to Michigan 
Ave, and the Magnificent Mile. A lot to see in Streeterville. The Water Tower, 
Driehaus Museum, St James Episcopal Church, 4th Presbyterian Church, The John 
Hancock which was afore mentioned, to name a few. 
 
We were escorted to Rachel's 23rd Floor condo and what a view she has and we proceeded to the 
roof and the swimming pool and the enclosed conference area and a more glorious view of the 
lakefront. She picked the restaurant for lunch and Victoria, our granddaughter who was staying 
with her, gave this place a thumbs up as well. 

Late afternoon was upon us and it was time to go. Joys are short-lived. A good time 
with our family cannot be replaced. So it was onward to the bus stop to catch 22 
Clark northbound and homebound for us. We boarded our bus, eased into our hard 
uncomfortable seats, and saw the sights from another vantage point. 
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At the front of the bus, in the disabled and physically challenged seating, sat a man with a walker 
wearing what appeared to be a Grateful Dead T-shirt. He was past middle aged, a little 
disheveled looking, yet a contented look on his slightly bearded face. 
 
"A Grateful Dead fan?" I enquired. "Oh yes!" was Sylvester's firm response. "For 
many years." he continued. Our conversation turned even more cordial as he told me 
of his many years of following them and how he personally knew Jerry Garcia, 
before his passing, and Bob Weirs, their band leaders, and the many concerts that he 
had been to. He told us how he had just traveled from his home in California after a 
Grateful Dead concert at AT&T Park near San Francisco. I told Sylvester that I 
wasn't exactly a Grateful Dead fan, but I liked 2 of their songs. 
"Touch of Grey" and "Truckin". Not a smokescreen answer but the truth. 
 
Our conversation was ending as the bus was easing into the Addison Street stop. As I 
looked out the windows all I could see was wall to wall people, all the bars were 
open, and an air of excitement, as the door of the bus opened at the front. As 
Sylvester hobbled to the exit I asked him where he was going. "The concert." he 
responded. "What concert was that?" I in tum asked with a confused look on my 
face. "Dead Again at Wrigley Field!" 
 
We thought we would escape the crowds of a ballgame, as our bus slowly inched    
through the myriad of Dead fans all around us. That night there were 40,000 fans at 
Wrigley Field. What really stood out to me about our conversation with Sylvester is 
that he said that the concerts in Chicago were the best because the people here were 
the most friendly and hospitable than anywhere he had been. Quite a testimony from 
the only real Deadhead that I have ever met. 
 

###   
 
 

Smokescreen of Words 
By N. Stewart 

 
A son, brother, husband, father, entrepreneur, communicator, conservative activist, thinker, 
believer and patriot, Charlie Kirk was alive then, but no more. He is dead from a bullet that 
ended his life on September 10, 2025. 
 
But hear me… 
 
It was the smokescreen of words that caused his death, not the explosive hard-shell casing that 
targeted his neck. 
 
Charlie Kirk was young, energetic, passioned, and a driven person in his want for the right of 
speech to remain free for all. He chose discourse for any issue, with both sides listening and 
understanding the words spoken in truth by the other. He especially wanted young people to 
think, comprehend, and reason, going beyond the rhetoric of the smokescreen to draw their own 
conclusions and not merely accept someone else's words. 
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Why might he have wanted that?  
 
Because…  
some individuals use the smokescreen of words to imply a sought-after action but never specify 
the action. It is left to the devotee to do the implied bidding, while the instigator remains guilt 
free, saying "It was him, not me!" 
 
Because…  
some individuals use the smokescreen of words to invoke and encourage feelings of anger, 
hostility, and hatred for the other, while sitting back, waiting and watching for the fuse to be lit, 
then saying "See, I told you so." 
 
Because…  
some individuals use the smokescreen of words as an instrument of fear, paralyzing any potential 
counter action, and creating confusion within the individual’s rightful and truthful self-beliefs. 
They watch and smirk from the outside while everything halts, having nothing accomplished, 
and the never-ending smokescreen of swirling words begins anew.   
 
Charlie Kirk wanted to disperse the smokescreen of words, revealing a clear sight in what we all 
have a right to expect and what we all have in common as Americans. He listened to every point 
of view while offering his steadfast beliefs and thoughts, fully accepting the right of the other to 
state their thoughts and beliefs. He engaged them, in…of all things…conversation with each 
other.  
 
Either agree or disagree with his method of communication, his beliefs, and his thoughts on a 
righteous America. He was a man, a human being, deserving, as we all are, of respect and not be 
murdered by a tool created of and from the smokescreen of words. 
 
Rest in peace Charlie Kirk. Your light continues and will continue to shine throughout America. 
 

### 
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