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When you see something that's horribly wrong, what do you have to
do to set it right? The answer to that question may be "Write a poem!"
Lucy Lang Day will explain why that's not such a crazy idea at the
Fremont Area Writers Zoom gathering on Saturday, November 28th at
2:00 PM.
Throughout American history, poetry has been used to alert us to serious problems. Maya Angelou and Langston Hughes wrote about racial
injustice. Folk singers Woody Guthrie and Nobel Laureate Bob Dylan
joined them in that fight, and gave us an entire generation of anti-war songs, as well. Henry David Thoreau
weighed in on both themes, and urged Americans to protect our environment. Changes were made, but
injustice.
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Day has been in a position to see and understand the problems we face
and on Saturday, November 28th, she'll address the Fremont Area

Is that daylight at the end of the 2020 tunnel up ahead, or is it
a train heading this way?
Here we are after weathering quite a storm that is kind of like
a combination tornado and earthquake with a bit of sandstorm
thrown into the mix. What a year it’s been, and continues to be.

TERRY TOSH

In the words of some positive thinker, “this too shall pass.”

FAW President

Whatever we face, we do it as a collective whole, my friends. Our
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May you all be blessed abundantly.
Here’s to the Holiday Season.
Stay safe, healthy and happy! May you all be blessed abundantly,

Terry

SECOND SATURDAY
Meet Your Local FAW Authors

Second Saturdays
2:00 – 4:00 PM
Half Price Books
39152 Fremont Hub
Fremont

very proud of the group of our core members that step up and play a role
in making this “writers helping writers” thing, “Mission Possible.”
We all pay an annual fee to take advantage of the experience and expertise
of our co-members across the state, and our hired speakers that may not
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This request is necessary because we’ve discovered that our CWC records
system doesn’t really
2have a clear report that puts this specific data into
one place on our current membership role spreadsheet. We didn’t think
about that when we started this new award program last year, so we
didn’t make a list of the names before we gave out the awards!

TERRY TOSH

KNUTI VANHOVEN

President

Vice President

REKHA RAMANI

CHERILYN CHIN
Treasurer

Secretary

BOB GARFINKLE
Past President –
Fremont Area Writers
Past President –
CA Writers Club

FREMONT AREA WRITERS
2009 Bob Garfinkle
2011 Myrla Raymundo
2013 Carol Hall
2015 Art Carey

BOARD MEETINGS
3:30 to 5:00 PM
Tuesday before the Fourth Saturday
Membership Meetings
on ZOOM

2017 Shirley Ferrante
2019 Jan Small
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ART CAREY
Signage
Facility Liaison

AMBER DeANN
Facebook Page
Social Media

TONY PINO
“Fourth Monday”
Writers’ Salon

SCOTT DAVIDSON
Webmaster

SUE CURTZWILER
Volunteer Coordinator
Hospitality Co-Chair

NANCY GUARNERA
Ink Spots Editor

BOB GARFINKLE
Historian
Past President

KNUTI VANHOVEN
ANITA TOSH
Speakers Program
Membership
Publicity
Nor-Cal Representative
Authors’ Table/Book Exchange

TISH DAVIDSON
CA Writers Club
Representative

CHERILYN CHIN
CWC Advertising
& Promotions

CARMEN VONTICKNER
Hospitality Co-Chair

FAW MISSION STATEMENT
Fremont Area Writers educates writers and the public by providing:
Forums for educating members in the craft of writing and marketing their works and
Public meetings, workshops, and seminars open to all writers and the general public
to facilitate educating writers of all levels of expertise. (Article II Section1:1.1 and 1.2 FAW Bylaws)
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KUDOS to Evelyn LaTorre who was interviewed by the Nat’l Assoc. of Memoir Writers Book Club in
October about her book, Between Inca Walls. For an audio download about Evelyn’s adventures with the
Peace Corps in Peru, check out https://lindajoy.audioacrobat.com/download/Evelyn-LaTorre.mp3.
An audio download of Evelyn’s oral history recounting her Peace Corps experience is in the JFK Library;
here’s the link for that: https://www.jfklibrary.org/asset-viewer/archives/RPCV/BD2019/RPCVACC-2019-120/RPCV-ACC-2019-120.
Her book can be purchased at her website evelynlatorre.com and on Amazon. Congratulations, Evelyn!

Our guest speaker will be Lucille Lang Day—ECOPOETRY: Why It’s Important.
You don't need a Zoom account to attend, but you do need to have Zoom on your smart phone, tablet,
laptop, or computer—something with a camera and sound. Here’s a link for a tutorial
to help you set this up: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9isp3qPeQ0E.
You will receive an email invitation with a link to use for the meeting.
Need help with Zoom? Contact Scott Davidson scottfrombayside@yahoo.com by Wednesday,
November 25th. Put FAW Zoom Help in the subject line.
Please start logging into the meeting by 1:50 PM. See you at the meeting!

Here we go again . . . another opportunity for writers to help writers write.
Anyone can suggest prompt ideas: put FAW—Prompt Palace—Prompt in the subject line
of your email and send it to: inkspots@cwc-fremontareawriters.org. We’ll add it to the list.
If you use one of The Prompt Palace prompts, and you’d like to share your work with the rest
of us, put FAW—Prompt Palace—Submission in the subject line of your email and send
it to: inkspots@cwc-fremontareawriters.org, and we’ll publish it in the Writers’ Corner.

A walk in the woods Are humans really smarter than animals? Skin deep
What was that noise? When I was young... I wish I could or was…
Hanging on by the tips of my fingers… I just drank the Kool-Aid
Power is… My most embarrassing moment… When I was little…
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Just a quick reminder that if you would like to know what the other CWC
Branches are doing—meetings with quest speakers, workshops, readings,
etc., go to the CWC website (calwriters.org) and select the branches
menu at the top of the page. Click on the name of the branch to connect
to that branch’s website. At the top of this list is a link to the NorCal
Branches Events Calendar, which shows information for each branch’s
meetings. If you click on the 4th Saturday, you’ll see our monthly flyer.
Our General Meeting on Zoom will be held on Saturday, November 28th
from 2:00 to 4:00 PM; watch for an invitation from Scott Davidson. Our
featured speaker will be poet Lucille Lang Day sharing her poetry with a
focus on “Ecopoetry.”
The “Fourth Monday” Writers’ Salon will be on Zoom on November 23rd
from 7:00 to 9:00 PM. Check with Tony Pino before the next meeting for
Editor-in-Chief Ink Spots
an invitation if you don’t get one. His contact info is on page 12.
We will continue to publish Ink Spots for
youisas
always.
You should be receiving your Bi-Monthly SIP NOTES
This
open
to your
on the first and third Mondays of each month. If you decide to send us a SIP NOTE, please send it to me at
nguarnera16@comcast.net. Please put FAW SIP NOTE Submission and your name in the subject field.
Thanks to those of you who have already submitted! I need more, so contribute observations, journal entries,
poetry, short essays…the more inspiring the better. COVID fatigue is setting in and we all need some inspiration
to get our positive, can-do mojo back up and running. It looks like we’re in for a challenging winter.

Nancy Guarnera

The next installment of “Tell Me A Story” starts on page 13 of this issue, and look for it in your email (inbox &
spam). It’s almost finished; we hope you’re enjoying the story.
Remember, send your creative work for the Writers’ Corner; your shout outs for KUDOS; and your prompt
suggestions for The Prompt Palace (our new feature, to help stimulate ideas for your writing—see page 5),
to the newsletter email address inkspots@cwc-fremontareawriters.org for publication in Ink Spots.
Stay safe and healthy, and have a very Happy Thanksgiving!
Nancy

FORMAT: Text – Word.doc/docx in Arial 12 pt. Photos – JPEG
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STAND
...when others waiver.
unmoving FAITH, steady STRENGTH
solid, tempered ROCK
Hope, Change (but not FACADE)
Awakened Conscience; firm TRUTH

Terry Tosh

were closed. Someone in Lucky’s mentioned the
inside of her car was ashy too; it must have come
through the air vents.

Red September Morning

Our air continues to be unhealthy and it doesn’t
look like we’ll see significant clearing for another
few days. I’m so tired of being shut in and feeling
like I’m putting myself in harm’s way when I go
out to run errands. I don’t feel comfortable to do
my short walks right now.

Colors of red, orange, and fog mixed in the early
morning Wednesday sky. It was eerie.
I woke up around 6:30 AM, wandered to the kitchen, looked through the window and thought—
no visible blue sky, clouds, or sun—this can’t be
right! I better go back to bed. Every 20 or 30 minutes I tried to get up, I just couldn’t pull myself
together. I had an 8:40 AM appointment, and I
literally could not wake up. Somehow, l finally
made it to my appointment.

These last couple of weeks, I had to let down my
exposure guard going out of the area looking for a
quality, but affordable recumbent bike. After a few
days of shopping and scouring the internet on my
own, it was either get something that didn’t quite
work, or order online, and risk assembly and a
proper fit for my back and legs. My nephew checked social media and found an amazing option, a
sports gym-level bike at an amazing price. The
bike is only two years old and immaculate. I rented a U-Haul truck; we went to San Francisco, so
that I could sit on the bike and try it out—a perfect
fit. A slight hiccup, the bike is temporarily in front
of my sofa.

Approaching the car, there was a layer of ash dust
everywhere. The sky still dim, it was like a time
warp. Some people even described it as a war
zone, or worse—what they imagined the apocalypse might look like. My whole day was “off.”
Thankfully, a dinner planned for Wednesday had
been rescheduled to Friday night.
Special air quality alerts were broadcasted all day.
The red sky was explained as the layered-cake
atmosphere. Ash particulate matter was blocking
the blue rays of the light, causing our sky to have
a range of red to orange, and anything in between.
Ironically, the air was safer on Wednesday than it
was going to be the next few days. The redness of
the sky still hung in the air, as I washed my car
later that day. Saturday, I saw a dusting of ash on
my dashboard inside the car. Yes, my car windows

Next project during this shut-in is to clear space,
yet again, to get the bike into my library/music
room. This will definitely keep me busy for quite a
while. It will require reworking three rooms to fix
one room, but I can finally be done. 2020 has been
a time of incredible challenge. I’m looking forward
to 2021.

Sue Curtzwiler
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by Andrew Benzie, Sue Curtzwiler and Nancy Guarnera

Do . . .


Clarify Your End Goals/Why are you writing a book? What’s your budget?
o
o
o







Do you seek fame? Do you seek fortune? Or do you write for self-expression & fun?
Perhaps your goal is to generate business leads and establish yourself as a professional.
Or maybe you’re an academician and you must “publish or perish.”

Seek Professional Editing
o Publish the most polished work possible
Have a Website
o You’re establishing your brand; make sure it looks professional
o Sell your products & capture email info—set up a mailing list of followers.
Take Advantage of Social Media
o Set up Facebook & Twitter accounts, blog & vlog, publish a newsletter, etc.
Make Use of New Technology
o eBooks, Smashwords, Goodreads, Audiobooks, Interactive Books, etc.

Don’t . . .








Wait to Start Marketing Your Book…Do It Now!
o Identify your target audience.
o Build a fan base as you write using your social media preferences.
o Post previews to encourage your fan base to read, review and recommend you.
Skimp on Your Cover Design
o A strong cover is essential for strong sales. (We really do judge a book by its cover.)
Treat Your Business Like a Hobby
o Make a business plan (90-day increments give you a workable chunk of time.)
o Invest in business cards, bookmarks, postcards, scroll signs, etc.
Worry About Formatting While Writing
o Focus on your writing; hire a professional designer for production and design.
Assume Your Book Will Sell Without a Well-Thought-Out Marketing Strategy
o Create a marketing plan to specifically target your audience.

Andrew Benzie has been involved in the print/design industry for over 30 years. Clearly,
there has been a lot of change over time. Benzie has been helping authors design, publish,
and market their books since his creation of Andrew Benzie Books in 2010. He has designed
and published over 100 books, many of them by California Writers Club (CWC) members.
Contact Andrew at www.andrewbenziebooks.com for more information.
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Sue Curtzwiler
Volunteer Coordinator

Thanksgiving Day, a time for gratitude, love, and family gatherings. Yes, with a little planning,
you can have a small gathering of about 10 people, even during the pandemic. This is not a
huge party of all aunts, uncles, cousins, and their extended families. You know the routine:
wash hands and/or use sanitizer, wear a mask when out in public, and keep a safe distance
from others. Get busy and enjoy your special Thanksgiving!
End of the year holidays can be the best time. The morning air has a slight chill, leaves are
floating through the air adorned with their new golden-reddish colors, and of course, it gets
dark earlier. The time and weather changes are normal for us. So why should the holidays be
different this year? I think it’s obvious—pandemic, election year, enough already. How will
your Thanksgiving Day be different?
Guess what? We don’t have to wait for Thanksgiving Day! Family and friends continually
reach out to us and we are grateful. I’d like to share with you the love from my family during
election week. My brother and I were working on a project together. I had been up until the
wee hours of the morning the previous night. He invited me to dinner to discuss our plans.
After dinner, he could see I was extremely tired. I try not to drive at night (ahh, getting older).
As they say in the Godfather movie, “…he made me an offer I couldn’t refuse!” Bill said, “Sue,
I’ve got an idea. There’s a good sofa here, sheets, pillow, and a blanket. I’m making eggs, hash
browns, and bacon for breakfast. Why don’t you stay the night, and we can continue this project tomorrow afternoon?”
Now, come on, what would you do? Of course, I stayed the night. It was truly an act of kindness, concern, and general love from my family.
You see, there is time for “thanks-giving” every day. We just need to be aware, smile, and be
thankful to those who show us their love.
Happy Thanksgiving to everyone.
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Award-winning author Jane Cleland is offering two more FREE Zoom craft webinars to all writers. If you’re
available, these are both interesting and helpful in understanding different aspects of the craft of writing.

“Four Things I Wish I’d Known at the Start of My Writing Career,” is scheduled for Saturday,
November 14, from 10:00 to 11:00 AM PDT.
We’ll discuss the importance of building meaningful relationships, understanding the complexities of the
publishing business, selecting appropriate promotional strategies, and using more sophisticated craft
techniques (all crucial to long-term writing success). Genres and formats covered include both fiction &
nonfiction, and memoir and poetry.

“Overcoming Writer’s Block: Find Your Inner Muse,” is scheduled for Saturday, December 12,
from 10:00 to 11:00 AM PDT.
We’ll talk about writer’s block (sneaky) and isolation (scary). I’ll discuss three proven strategies to release
your inner muse and become a more efficient and productive writer.

Sign up at Janecleland.com/events
Jane Cleland writes crime fiction, middle grade, espionage, and the long-running Josie Prescott Antiques
Mystery series, all published by St. Martin’s Minotaur. She contributes craft articles to Writers Digest and
teaches professional writing at the university level.
Submitted by Tish Davidson
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The Gotham Writers Workshop in New York
City has put together a series of free talks about
writing. Each talk features a writer in a particular genre and an agent who deals with that
genre. The first season covered everything
from historical fiction to graphic novels to
writing query letters.

Writers Weekly. Free newsletter. 24-hour
short story contest once each quarter. Topic
and word length revealed after signing up.
Limited to 500 entrants. $5 entry fee. Also
lists some paying markets for fiction and
nonfiction. writersweekly.com

Season 1 is archived at:
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLIO
ByuSHCqP7V9mSsoqU5FojJys2LsvYi
Season 2 begins with: (both are available online)

Winning Writers. Free newsletter. Lists free
contests (many age or location restricted) as
well as pay-to-enter contests. Lots of poetry
contests. winningwriters.com

October 7 Inside Short Stories
October 14 Inside Humor
Check out these free talks on your genre!

The Write Life. Website. Lists free contests
(with a few exceptions.) Includes book, short
fiction, essay, and poetry contests. Many contests are very specific, e.g. book by first generation immigrant, book of military fiction.
thewritelife.com/writing-contests
Poets & Writers. Website. Searchable contest database with filters for cost, genre and
deadline. pw.org/grants
Submishmash Weekly. Free newsletter.
A curated arts newsletter with select publishing opportunities including contests,
publications seeking submissions, and artist
residencies. Run by the submission platform
Submittable.com.
The Writer. Website and free newsletter.
Listing of mostly pay-to-enter contests.
writersmag.com/contests
Fan Story. Paid site. Seven-day free trial.
$9.95/month or $69/year. Feedback on
writing you post and almost daily contests
that can be entered at no additional fee.
fanstory.com

scriptwriters check out

roadmapwriters.com
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Sky brightens in expectation
Exquisite tingle of anticipation
Keen flaring of faith

Flames lick their lips in hunger
Eating everything
Leaving nothing but ashes

Love ignites desire
Yearning, craving, thirsting
Delay an exercise in longing

Zenith sun transmits hope
Shadowless devotion
Laser-burning adoration

Derecho screeches
Laying waste to everything
Trees hugging the Earth

Then time stretches
Pauses, extends, suspends
Expectant waiting
Shadows soften doorway edges
Ardor yields to wistfulness
Nostalgia, reminiscing

A fine mist begins to drift
Becomes torrential
Flooding swallows everything

Light drains away
Bleak grayness tiptoes in
Wrapped again in an ache of longing
Any day now, he will return.

Nancy Guarnera

Tish Davidson

Monday NOVEMBER 23rd 7:00 – 9:00 PM
For details on Zooming in September, contact Tony Pino
up.dragonfly.com@gmail.com or 510-745-0761
12

A Time, A Place…
and The Right Person

her. She and our child mean more to me than my
own life!”

(working title)
23

Eyes closed, muttering to herself, Sylvia sat deep
in thought for several minutes. While they waited,
Astra poured some tea for Dubois and herself.

“None of us lives forever, Astra, as I’m sure you are
quite well aware. But we still must get M. Dubois to
safety in America. I am prepared to take him myself.
But we must leave immediately.”

Sylvia Silverwing opened her eyes. “Very well, but
you both must follow my instructions to the letter.
Professor, you must stay here with me; Astra, you
must fetch Sabine.”

“I’m sorry, Madame Silverwing, but I cannot go.” The
professor was emphatic.

Dubois began to object, but Sylvia stopped him
with a wave of her hand. “Professor, I can take you
and your Sabine to America, but it will tax me
greatly. I cannot make both trips. Astra is, at this
point, only able to transport one person by herself.
She has saved you from the Nazis twice; will you
not trust her to bring Sabine to you?”

“But, professor, you must,” insisted Astra.
“Astra, you have saved my life more than once, and
I am truly grateful for this; but I cannot…Non! I will
not leave my pregnant wife at the mercy of the
Nazis.”

“Please, Professor, let me do this. We must get all
three of you to safety,” Astra paused, “the future
depends on it.”

“Wife? How is it that we did not know you were
married, Monsieur?” Sylvia asked. “There is no
record of it.”

“How can you possibly know what the future holds
for any of us?” He was clearly exasperated.

“We’re not actually married, but Sabine is carrying
my child. She is my life…my love! I refuse to leave
her. She and our child mean more to me than my
own life!”

▶
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with confidence. It was momentary, but the old
woman and the professor both noticed, and Astra
felt it. With her declaration came a sense of power

“Because, I trust my aunt…and myself. I can’t really
tell you why, I just know!” Astra seemed to glow
with confidence. It was momentary, but the old
woman and the professor both noticed, and Astra
felt it. With her declaration came a sense of power
and resolve.

crying and the man’s rant, and an almost perfect
“landing,” no one had noticed Astra’s arrival.
She was able to interpret enough of the soldier’s
words to understand what he was saying, “Martin
Dubois is dead. Where is his notebook? Tell me
now, or I will kill you, and you can join your lover
in death.”

“You promise to bring her here, to me?”
“Yes...I promise!"
“Wonderful!” Sylvia was growing impatient. “Young
man, do you have a photo of Sabine? What is her full
name?”
“Sabine Marie Chevalier,” he said as he pulled a
worn piece of paper from the inside pocket of his
coat and handed it to her. It was a photo of a young
woman with blond hair, pale blue eyes, and a lovely
smile. Sylvia handed it to Astra.
“This is who you are looking for; find her and bring
her here as quickly as you can.” She handed the
photo to Astra. Then said to Dubois, “Give Astra the
address and she shall retrieve Sabine for you.”
With all the particulars shared, Astra returned the
photo to Dubois. Filled with confidence, and her
beret secure upon her head, Astra gave them a
brave smile and tugged at her chapeau thinking of
the time, the place and the beautiful Sabine. She
watched as the room rippled away to nothingness,
only to find herself in a room full of Nazis moments
later.

“Nein, stoppen!” Astra shouted at the man in the
only German she knew. “S’il vous plait, stop! I
know where the notebook is. Spare her and I will
tell you,” switching to French, and then finally
English.

“Bring her to me,” he commanded the soldier
closest to her. The man grabbed Astra by the arm
and dragged her to his superior.

24

“Who are you and how did you get here? You are
American?”

There were five of them crowded into the small
room, wedged in like sardines, and just as smelly.
All of them were tall burly men, except for the one
menacing a young woman on the bed in the corner.
Fortunately, for Astra, they had their backs to her.
Each had a weapon, but only the small man, their
leader, she supposed, seemed to be threatening the
woman with harm. The officer was yelling at her in
French; she was sobbing. Between the woman’s

She was able to interpret enough of the soldier’s

Enraged, the officer stiffened, raised his gun, and
pointing it at Sabine, prepared to shoot her. She
covered her face with her hands.

Pandemonium broke out in the room as the
soldiers jostled each other to turn and aim their
guns at her. Their leader discharged his pistol
into the ceiling and screamed at his men to come
to order.

Nancy Guarnera

crying and the man’s rant, and an almost perfect
“landing,” no one had noticed Astra’s arrival.

“I don’t know where the notebook is,” the young
woman said through her sobs. “He never let it out
of his sight. If you killed him, his work is lost.”
Sabine’s cheek was red and swollen where she’d
been struck, a thin trickle of blood flowed from a
cut on her lip, and her face was wet with tears.
“Even if I knew, I would never tell you,” she yelled
at the small man in defiance. Then she spat at him.

“Is that really what you want to know or do you
want the professor’s notebook?” Astra was
surprised at her insolent response, as was the
German. He struck her hard across the face and
she fell to her knees. He pressed the muzzle of his
pistol to the side of her head.

▶
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“Kill me and you will never have Dubois’ work.”
She had no idea who she was at that moment. She

“Kill me and you will never have Dubois’ work.”
She had no idea who she was at that moment. She
should be begging for her life and instead she was
calm and steely. Astra did not recognize herself.

He pulled one of the soldiers aside, and after issuing
additional instructions to the others not to let the
women out of their sight, the officer, and his man,
left the room.

The Nazi officer turned the gun once again upon
Sabine, who was now sitting up on the bed,
horrified by the scene before her.

One of the soldiers grabbed Astra by the arm,
yanked her to her feet, and pushed her on to the bed
beside Sabine. Her face hurt where the German had
struck her and her knees were scraped—but they
were still alive—it was time to go.

“Kill her,” Astra challenged him,” and you might as
well kill me, too.” She wasn’t sure how this was
going to play out, but for the moment, the man
seemed unsure of what to do.

It took a few minutes, but soon the soldiers were
speaking amongst themselves in German and
ignoring the women.

“Where is the notebook?” he growled at her. “Give
it to me.”

“I’m here to rescue you. How far away is the
University?” Astra whispered.

“I don’t have it, but I know whether it is.”

"Mon, Dieu! God has answered my prayers. You are
a miracle!” Sabine wept into her hands.

“Tell me, or I will kill you both, now, without
hesitation.” And he stuck his pistol in her face.

“Yes, yes, but we aren’t safe yet. How far?

Astra took a deep breath, and slowly, calmly
replied, “It’s in his office at the University.”

“Maybe ten minutes each way...unless they have a
car. But, who are you? How can we possibly
escape?”

“Nein,” he shrieked at her. “We have looked; we
did not find it.”

“Leave that to me. I need you to think about Martin.
Keep your mind focused on him. Can you do that?”
As she spoke, Astra surreptitiously retrieved
something from the pocket of her dress.

“Well, you should look again.” she said, and smiled
at him. ”The book is inside another book.”
He looked at her, wondering if he should trust her.
But though he was the big fish in the room, there
were bigger fish, and they wanted Dubois’
notebook. If he could find it, the Führer, himself,
might reward him. “Which book?” he asked as he
lowered his pistol.

As she thought of her beloved, Sabine started to cry
again, tears glistening on her cheeks. Astra leaned
over and whispered something in her ear.
“What?” Sabine’s exclamation attracted the
attention of the soldiers and they lifted their
weapons and pointed them at the women. One of
them mumbled something in German to the others.
The other two went to the bed, dragged the women
to the middle of the room, and forced them to the
floor. The three men surrounded them; rifles aimed,
ready to shoot them.

“It’s a nondescript, green cloth-bound book, very
worn with faded lettering on the spine and cover.
It’s on the shelf behind his desk. The book is
hollow. I saw him put the notebook inside it when
he thought no one was watching. I believe that’s
where you’ll find it.” She was becoming a very
proficient liar.

Astra looked at Sabine and with a slight nod,
crushed a small capsule between her thumb and
forefinger. The room began to fill with a pungent

“Watch them,” he ordered his men and they raised
their weapons and pointed them at Astra and
Sabine. “If they try to escape, shoot them.”
He pulled one of the soldiers aside, and after
issuing additional instructions to the others not to
let the women out of their sight, the officer, and
his man, left the room.

▶
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stench. The soldiers started yelling at each other in
confusion, hurling accusations in German.

stench. The soldiers started yelling at each other
in confusion, hurling accusations in German.
Taking Sabine’s hand, Astra tugged on her beret.
“Think of your beloved!” she shouted, and focused
her thoughts on Sylvia and the time and place. The
room wavered and began to fade. The commander
and his companion burst into the room, weapons
raised and began shooting at the disappearing
women. The soldiers left behind began firing their
weapons in all directions. By the time the firing
stopped, all the soldiers were either dead or dying.
The women were gone.
***
Sabine and Astra appeared in a heap on the floor
of Sylvia’s parlor; both were bleeding.
Dubois rushed to Sabine, picked her up and
carried her to one of the chairs facing the couch.
Blood was oozing from a wound on her arm.
Sylvia watched from the couch.
“Martin…is it…really…you.” Before he could
answer, Sabine swooned.

“My beloved, you are here…and you are safe,”
Dubois nuzzled Sabine’s neck. “Marry me! Marry
me, now. I cannot wait another minute.”
“Well, you must,” a disgruntled Sylvia intervened.
“There is no time to lose. We must leave now.”
Sylvia clapped her hands sharply and a cane
appeared over her arm, a floral scarf wrapped
itself around her head and tied itself under her
chin. “Astra, do you have your bag? It would not
do to leave it behind.”
Astra noticed it on the floor next to the couch
where she had left it before her final attempt to
retrieve M. Dubois. She picked it up, took a quick
look inside—the professor’s notebook was still
there. So were the clothes she’d been wearing
when she first arrived in Paris, as were its usual
contents. With a snap of the lock, she closed it and
slipped the handle into the crook of her arm.
“Astra I need your help,” Sylvia looked at her in all
seriousness. “Healing the two of you has taken a
lot out of me. I cannot transport both of them
without your assistance. Can you manage it?”

Astra struggled to her feet, but was wobbly.
Before she could take more than a step or two, she
sagged to the floor. There was blood streaming
down the side of her face. Dubois left his beloved,
and hurried to Astra, scooped her up, carried her
to the other chair and gently set her down upon it.

“I’ll try, Aunt. Just tell me what to do.” Astra
responded, though she was still a bit weak.

“Am I bleeding?” Astra mumbled. “My face is wet.
Is Sabine okay? What happened?”

Sylvia continued, “Now, Astra, I will think of the
time and the person, you must think of the place—
the Silverwing family home in New York City—the
Brownstone in Brooklyn. Do you know it?”

Sylvia Silverwing stood. Muttering to herself, she
waved her hand first at Sabine, and then at Astra.
The women began regaining consciousness. The
blood in their wounds ceased to flow, dried,
disappeared, and then the wounds themselves
healed. Both would carry the scars from their
injuries, but were spared the pain of recovery.
“Oh, Martin, it is you.” Sabine reached for him, and
in moments, they were in each other’s arms—
kissing.

“Dubois, take my hand. Mademoiselle Chevalier
take his other hand, Astra take Sabine’s free
hand.” They did as they were told.

“Of course I do, I live there.” Astra laughed.
“Focus all your attention on the place; give no
thought to the time or any person. Or your
attachment to it. See the room you want us to
“land” in as empty and waiting for us. Can you do
that, Dear?”
“Yes, Aunt; I can. Shall we go?”

▶

“My beloved, you are here…and you are safe,”
Dubois nuzzled Sabine’s neck. “Marry me! Marry 16
me, now. I cannot wait another minute.”
“Well, you must,” a disgruntled Sylvia

“Because otherwise you’re going to die.” Astra

“Martin and Sabine, close your eyes and think of
being in each other’s arms.” Sylvia instructed
them.

with its crystal chandelier, the woodcarvings
above the marble fireplace, and the ceiling to floor
bay window that looked out onto the tree-lined
street. She felt her feet touch the floor and she
opened her eyes. She was in the Brownstone; and
the others were with her, all in one piece.

“With pleasure,” the professor said, as he closed
his eyes. Sabine just smiled with eyes tightly shut.
“Ready…here we go!” She tapped her cane on the
floor three times and the room began to waver
and fade.

Terry Tosh (with Editor)

There was a popping sound; Shineglass and
Fredricks appeared before them in a flash of light.
Shineglass pointed his cylindrical object at them
and the piercing whine filled the air.

Only his hatTo
andBe
caneContinued…
were distinctive. The hat
was a Walrus dark-blue Fedora with a silvertoned Walrus button on the band. Though he
watch for more installments
walked steady, he had a slight limp and appeared
your
to support himselfin
with
theinbox
cane. The handle was
a smooth grained wood; with an almost-invisible
button within reach of his thumb. The shaft was
sturdy and gnarled as though fashioned from an
oak tree branch stained black. The tip of the cane
had a protective artistic metal cap.

Astra closed her eyes and thought only of the
large living room in the Brownstone, unfurnished,

“Because otherwise you’re going to die.” Astra
grabbed the bag, opened it, pointed to the book,
and said, “In.”

Each day over the last week, the Mystery Man had
visited the deli; though today he was running later
As Dubois lowered the book into the bag,
than his usual 7:30 a.m. visits. The waiters made
something
shiny
his eye.
“What
is this?” He
up stories
hisyears
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might
be
some
kind
of
hidden
weapon.
They
th
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would never know.
commitment
that these members have made to our branch.
“Put it back,” the
demanded
Astra.
A nondescript, four-door sedan pulled up to the
Dubois shook his head. “You take the bag. I keep
curb. The driver got out of the car, left it running,
the gun.”
and walked away. The Mystery Man rose from his
seat, folded his paper, placed it on the table, and
There was no time to argue. They crept down the
cane in hand, went to the driver’s side of the
now empty corridor.
vehicle, got in, and drove off…leaving his usual
18% tip for the last time.
“Who is this person we are meeting?” Dubois
whispered.
Sue Curtzwiler
“His name is Claude Bastille. But I don’t know
what he looks like.”
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The Mystery Man heard a pop. He glanced in the
rear-view mirror and saw a guy in the back seat,
with shaggy brown hair, dressed in a shapeless
raincoat.

“Claude Bastille!” Dubois practically shrieked.
“That bastard. He was my best graduate student
until one day I caught him trying to steal my lab
notebook. Oh, he had some excuse, but a week
later, I caught him copying my equations. I ripped
the paper from his hands and told him never to
enter my lab again.”
“But Bastille is supposed to be a good guy who
will keep you safe.”

“Pay attention to the road, Fred,” the intruder
said. “The traffic in Brooklyn is murder.”

17

“And if I don’t?” the driver said.
The man lifted a cylinder. It looked gun-like.

