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GREETINGS…
Hello everyone and welcome to another Incredible edition of the Writer’s Grapevine.
How do I know it’s Incredible? Because it’s filled with “Incredible” contributors. But the proof is as they
say… “In the pudding.” Or in this case on the page. So, grab your favorite drink, snuggle down into your
most comfortable reading nest and ready yourself for some great discoveries.
This month we have new releases, great articles and reports of things to come. So, without further ado,
here’s the Writer’s Grapevine just for you.
Of course, as always, you’re invited to share. Just make certain to send out the entire newsletter, or if you
choose to share specific items make certain to copy each one in its completion thus giving the author or
business full credit.
My special thanks to Claire Plaisted of PLAISTED PUBLISHING HOUSE LTD FOR FORMATTING and Mara
Reitsma of COVERED BY THE ROSE FOR THE MAGAZINE COVER Contractor for Plaisted Publishing House
Author Services Program http://www.plaistedpublishinghouse.com For her assistance with this magazine.

SPONSORS…
Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing (Author, Blogger, Business Assist) is now seeking sponsors to assist with
keeping our prices reasonable so those who are unable to afford the high cost of advertising will have a
place to turn for part of their marketing needs.
Here at Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing where we marry social media marketing with more traditional
approaches, we strive to assist clients with the promotion of their books, blogs, and small businesses.
We provide services such as:
Featured blog posts
Social Media coverage including:
Facebook
Twitter
LinkedIn
Our prices range from $80.00 for three-months to $200.00 for a full year package.
We provide services such as Facebook Page admin Assistance for those who aren’t able or who don’t have
the time to maintain their author, blog, or business Facebook pages.
We also provide, Network and Outreach which can range from something as simple as assisting you with
a query letter to a task as complicated as researching and creating a marketing mailing list so you can send
out information which will target those you serve as well as many other promotional assistive services.
What will you as a sponsor of Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing receive?
An ad or ads up to 500 words in length on the homepage of my blog which will remain until you either
request them removed, or ask them to be updated in some way.
A spot in my monthly newsletter, the Writer’s Grapevine, and:
A spot in the sponsor pages of the annual Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing catalog Books and Those Who
Make Them Happen.
Your ads will also be used in Facebook events held on my Facebook page:
https://www.facebook.com/tellittotheworld/ and in blog post articles and essays found on:
http://www.campbellsworld.wordpress.com
The price for becoming a sponsor is $30.00 or is free with the purchase of a one-year advertising package.
We accept payment via Paypal.com
For more information including ad guidelines please write us at:Patty.volunteer1@gmail.com

*NOTE* We’ve a lot of sponsors, and the actual sponsor page which is found on my blog is quite long so
to put up their ads in full would take an enormous portion of this magazine. Rather than put up pages of
ads, I’m going to list their names, and how to find them. You can of course visit:
http://www.campbellsworld.wordpress.com/ . click the sponsor page and see all their ads in full including
photos. Keep in mind the sponsor page is a work in progress and is always updating so be sure to check
back often.
That having been said, you may occasionally note that there are some new additions here that haven’t
yet made it onto the blog. So, in the meantime, here are all this month’s sponsors.

COLONIAL HEIGHTS ANIMAL HOSPITAL:
http://www.colonialheightsvet.com

AUTHOR JO E. PINTO
NEW RELEASE 2019
DADDY WON’T LET MOM DRIVE THE CAR: TRUE TALES OF PARENTING IN THE DARK (COPYRIGHT
2019)
To see and buy her books please visit: http://www.brightsideauthor.com

AUTHOR MEREDITH LEIGH BURTON
RELEASED AUGUST 8, 2019
REBEKAH’S REFUGE
To see and buy her books visit: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07GC3HNYB/

EZ2SEEPRODUCTS
Learn all about the totally unique, 8.5” x 11” EZ2See®Weekly Planner/Calendar, Specialty Visually
Challenged Friendly Sticky Notepads and Markers at:
http://www.EZ2SeeProducts.com

PLAISTED PUBLISHING HOUSE LTD
Author Services Program http://www.plaistedpublishinghouse.com

AUTHOR AND ARTIST LYNDA MCKINNEY LAMBERT
Lynda McKinney Lambert announces
Walking by Inner Vision: Stories & Poems now available on Audible
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Lynda+McKinney+Lambert&i=audible&ref=dp_byline_sr_audible_1

AUTHOR DONNA W. HILL BOOK: THE HEART OF APPLEBUTTER HILL
http://DonnaWHill.com

CASEY MATHEWS OF WEBFRIENDLYHELP
Taming your Technology & Virtual Assistant
Website: https://webfriendlyhelp.com

ERNEST DEMPSEY
Author, editor, citizen journalist, blogger, and human and animal rights advocate, website:
www.ernestdempsey.com

AUTHORS TASHA AND STEPHEN HALPERT
Shop for Stephen and Tasha’s books, ABACADABRA MOONSHINE & OTHER STORIES by Stephen
Halpert, Up to My Neck in Lemons and other books by Tasha Halpert online at:
https://smile.amazon.com/

AUTHOR ANNE COPELAND
PUMPKIN, PUMPKIN
Folklore, History, Planting Care, and Good Eating
by Anne Copeland (C 2019)
https://www.amazon.com/Pumpkin-Folklore-History-Planting-Eating/dp/1719980985/

AUTHOR AND TECHNO WIZARD PRANAV.LAL
Website: https://praanavwrites.com

JOHN CRAWFORD’S SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Website: https://johncrawfordschoolofmusic.wordpress.com/

WHAT’S UP…
As is always the way, we’ve a lot of very active authors and business owners. We’ll kick this month’s
What’s Up column off with an invitation from author podcaster Bob Branco.

An Invitation from Bob Branco
Website: http://www.dldbooks.com/robertbranco/
Hello, my name is Bob Branco.
On Sunday evenings, I run a weekly phone chat for blind participants. Quite often, we ask special guests
to appear on the call to talk to us about their projects, professions or other endeavors. We’d like to invite
you to be one of those featured guests. If you accept my invitation to appear on a Sunday evening chat, I
will provide you with more specific information. Normally, we have three time slots available per chat:
7:15 PM, 8:30 PM, and 9:30 PM Eastern Time.
I’d also like to invite you to join my podcast mailing list! Each week, Peter Altschul and I record a podcast
called In Perspective where we invite special guests to talk about their projects, professions, and other
issues which benefit our listeners. Sometimes, Peter and I discuss a topic by ourselves. You are welcome
to appear on our show, and we would also like you to subscribe to our mailing list free of charge. If you
would like to receive copies of our show each week, get in touch, and I will see that it's done. Also, if you
have a topic that you feel is beneficial for our listeners, please indicate your interest in appearing on In
Perspective. You can send a private message, email me, or call 508-994-4972. We normally record our
shows on Friday afternoons from 5:00 to 6:00 p.m. Eastern Time. To check out a previous episode of In
Perspective, go to www.brancoevents.com and click on "In Perspective Podcasts." There you will see a list
of archived shows from latest to earliest.
For more information about all you see here, send an email to bobbranco93@gmail.com
Warm regards, Bob Branco.
Here for you now dear readers is an exciting, and beautifully heartwarming message from poet Joan Myles.

On One Foot
Brief updates about me and those I love
By Joan Myles
http://www.jewniquelymyself.com
*I am delighted to let you know that my second volume of poetry, One Glittering Wing, is due to be
published this month.
*Silver-haired blind lady doing cartwheels*

You’ll find the back-cover matter below.
*J and I just celebrated our 41st wedding anniversary. And while it never entered my mind at the time, I
certainly chose the best partner for me when it comes to living in a deserted island kind of situation.
*And while we are on the subject of seclusion, I can’t help marveling at the depth of communication I’ve
observed lately--between my friends, my kids, even my grandkids. It seems to me that not being physically
present with loved ones pushes people to speak their hearts more openly, more sincerely. Take a moment
and listen ...and let me know what you hear.
Wishing you sweetness and peace,
Joan Myles
jmyles63@gmail.com
**Back Cover Matter**
In her 2019 collection, One with Willows, Joan Myles brings fresh meaning to lines of traditional Jewish
liturgy. Here, in One Glittering Wing, she turns her attention inward, trusting us with playful, prayerful,
mournful, powerful poems which speak her deeply. Thank you, Joan, thank you.
Ada Molinoff, Ph.D., MFA
Joan Myles has always been a child of wonder as well as a spiritual seeker. When she lost her sight at the
age of 12, these qualities and writing poetry saved her from despair. And once blind, her spiritual seeking
took on a deeper, richer dimension. No longer was Divinity somewhere out there. She felt God to be
merely a whisper away, as near as her own breath, her own raptured sigh, evident in her experience of
Nature’s wonder and delight and most emphatically, as Love.
Joan and her husband currently live in Oregon, where she continues to delight in the wonders of Life
Divine, and in the magic of words.

Reflections
Yes, my head is in the clouds
And my feet reside there too.
My eyes are another matter entirely.
My eyes are fixed on the mirror
Suspended in mid air,
And etched into the moon’s face.
Clouds shift and configure themselves
According to the wind and rain,
And my reflections

Configure me
Next up we’ve creator of EZ2SeeProducts Edward Cohen with an update on how things are going where
changes to the business are concerned.

Things are on the Move - by Edward L Cohen
https://www.EZ2SeeProducts.com Finally a calendar you can see™
Hello!
As I pondered what to share in this letter, I’m pleased to report that key tasks are being accomplished and
are on schedule.
Some have asked, besides business, what else I do. At the end, I’ll share a few things that you might enjoy
reading and might bring a smile to your face.
My last communication described the situation where those who have a 2020 calendar, won’t find a 2021
mail order form inside. The solution was to send a letter through the mail to those folks who submitted
their 2020 mail order form without a phone number or email address.
Because I have a special feeling for folks who choose or must buy with a check through the mail, I wanted
to write that letter. After I sent it to the Prevent Products people, I asked if they were okay with it. What
I heard back was, “It’s fine and we’ll use it as is”. That response made me happy.
Here is where things now stand:
The printer has received the file from which they will print next year’s calendar. That means that orders
can begin shipping out by late-August.
Prevent received their order of the same ILA black bold no-bleed pens for resale that I sold last year. They
also bought 200 of my EZ2See® Sticky Note pads for resale.
Prevent is taking far better photographs of the pens and pads than I had last year.
As I write this on the 1st of August, work on both of our websites is well underway. The Prevent site will
soon feature EZ products in their own area. My site announces the Big News that I’m now working with
Prevent along with links to my area on the Prevent site.
Originally, I planned for links from my site to theirs, to briefly pause at a page stating why you’re being
transferred to another company’s website. I thought that some customers might not have read the “Big
News” and would be concerned when they found themselves on another website and would leave. After
thinking about it for several days, I decided to drop that redirect page. Maybe you have a comment on
that decision?

By mid-August, both websites will be nearing or will be completed. Our testing will be done and ready for
visitors. Hopefully, we will have everything necessary to make shopping clear, easy to use and fully
accessible. If you have time to visit my site, your feedback would be welcome.
One more business thing to share. I was interviewed for a Pod Cast by Patty Fletcher of Tell-It-To-theWorld-Marketing. To hear the Pod Cast, click this link. Then to open, click the link found in the lower left
corner of your screen.
For those who wondered if my whole life is wrapped up with the business, here’s what happened one day
that certainly wasn’t business-like.
Our daughter who lives nearby and her family went on a 2-week camping trip in various state and national
parks in North Dakota and Minnesota. Since they have 2 cats, we are their back-up home. We’ve been
doing this since they were kittens. So, Snickers and Kit Kat adjust pretty quickly to our place. Our
grandsons named them because their coats matched the color of those candy bar wrappers.
When the big day finally came for them to be picked up, we were all excited and at an appropriate
distance, chattered on about their trip, the cats and so on. When we went back in, we realized that the
cleaned-out litter box didn’t get loaded. After a short call, we offered to deliver it.
Now imagine me putting it into the big wire basket on the back of my 3-wheel bike and riding it through
the Saturday quiet, residential streets over to their house. I was just glad that no one I knew called out to
me on the way to stop and chat. I surely would have to explain what I was doing. Grin.
That same day, I realized and pointed out that it had been over 4 months since my wife, Karen, and I had
a “dinner date”. So, on the last day in July, we confirmed that our favorite restaurant still offered the item
we liked. Confident in that knowledge and with the state-wide mask mandate in effect, I changed out of
a T-shirt and into something nicer. It was a date after all.
We then donned our helmets and rolled out our vintage girl’s tandem bicycle, which we call “Big Blue”.
With Karen leading and me as the rear admiral, we set off. Within about 10-minutes riding on paved trails,
we arrived downtown and locked up at the restaurant.
Arriving at 4:30, we wound our way through the nearly-empty, widely-spaced tables to a nice spot. The
tables were in a little tree-shaded, mini-park in front of the restaurant.
Between the pleasant meal, her describing those passing by and the fine weather, the time passed all too
quickly. By 5:30, as we finished up, other diners began trickling in. We took that as our cue to depart.
We congratulated ourselves on our timing, paid our bill and took our leave. Not wanting it to be over too
soon, the ride home included an extra couple of loops through the neighborhood. A movie on the TV
capped the evening. It was a fine and memorable way to end the day and maybe a convenient way to end
this email. Grin.
Stay well and thank you for your interest and support,
Edward

Contact Edward at info@EZ2SeeProducts.com

Hear My Story
By: Lynda McKinney Lambert
Website: http://www.lyndalambert.com
Dear Friends and Supporters,
I am pleased to announce my good news.
I want to invite you to listen to an interview I did with Friends in Art for the Art Parlor program.
Here is your invitation and the interview will be featured during the month of august. Days and times are
listed below:
This interview tells my story.
My story begins in The Village of Wurtemburg, located in rural western Pennsylvania. I was born on August
27, 1943. I am ‘Friday’s Child’ and born under the Blueberry Moon. My destiny was to be an artist and
writer. The images of my art and stories and poems are nestled deeply inside of me. I unearth them in the
solitude of my studio.
Please, tune into ArtFelt to listen. It airs tonight on ACB Radio Mainstream at 7PM and it will replay
throughout the month of August. Tonight at 8 PM, as well as 8PM Saturday, 8AM Sunday, and 7AM
Tuesday.
To see the full schedule of programming on Mainstream, go to www.acbradio.org/mainstream
***
DIRECTIONS to LISTEN by PHONE:
To listen to Art Parlor over the phone.
FIRST: make a note of the time that the show will replay on ACB Radio Mainstream.
The replay times are as follows:
Sunday at 8AM
Tuesday at 7AM
Wednesday at 7PM
Saturday at 8PM
You may wish to give yourself a little lead time. When you are ready, call
(518) 906-1820

You’ll hear a menu which has an option for listening to any of our streams. Select 1 for Mainstream East
(Eastern time).
Then, you will hear Mainstream start to play.
***
Thanks for your interest and support of my art and writing!
This is a talisman.

It will appear in InSights20 exhibition in Louisville, KY beginning in October.
This is an encrusted bead worked talisman – Fiber Art – and a good example of what I do in ART these
days.
I spend my days making Talismans and Wall pieces – as well as working on my books. I have FOUR BOOKS
on AMAZON at this time.

Lynda McKinney Lambert – Author/Artist
riverwoman@zoominternet.net
My MISSION STATEMENT
I am the keeper of memories. I distil and share them through art and writing.
I reveal what is forgotten, lost, or unseen.
I write spare poems and thoughtful personal essays.
I create art with brilliant colors & precious materials, one stitch at a time.
To learn more about Friends in Art, visit www.friendsinart.com.

Exciting News
by Jo Elizabeth Pinto
http://www.brightsideauthor.com
Guess what? I’m working up a new book. Hoping for a release in a few weeks. I know, I know--I go forever
with nothing and then the words burst out in a rush. I guess that’s how I roll. No ideas and then boom!
I've got most of the manuscript together; just doing the last of the proofreading before I send it to
someone else to have it read through. That's very important; you always need a few sets of fresh eyes on
your writing. Believe me, even as a professional proofreader, I can't catch every mistake in my own work
by myself. Sometimes I read what I meant to write, not what's actually on the page.
The book is called, “Apples of Gold: Timely Advice When the World Seems Anything but Lovely.” The title
comes from Proverbs 25:11, “Timely advice is lovely, like golden apples in a silver basket.” (New Living
Translation) The cover, which is being drawn by an illustrator a friend recommended, will be a sketch of
yellow apples in an ornate silver basket.
The book will be made up of short vignettes from my life, similar to the ones in my mothering memoir,
“Daddy Won’t Let Mom Drive the Car: True Tales of Parenting in the Dark.” But this book will focus on
finding the positive in a time of turbulence, looking at our changing world in new ways. Some pieces will
specifically be about the Coronavirus; some won’t. Some will mention God, some will be more practical
than religious. There will be a few poems sprinkled in for good measure.
I always love hearing from readers. If you'd like to contact me, my email is: jopinto@msn.com

Last but most certainly not least is a note from a friend we’ve not heard from in a while. Here’s Meredith
Burton to let you know what she’s been up to.

2020 Adventures
By: Meredith Burton
August, 2020
Website:
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07GC3HNYB
2020 has been a year both of triumphs and turmoil. It truly astounds me that August has arrived. I have
been keeping busy in various ways:
WRITING: One of the most frequent questions an author is asked is what he/she is writing next. 2020 has
been a year of slower writing for me. Ideas have been slower in coming, but I am happy to announce that
I have the rough draft of a children’s book completed! The Chocolate Dog is a story about a young girl’s
visit to an ice cream parlor. However, the usually routine Saturday visit proves to be anything but as new
friendships are made and adventures are had through unexpected means. I truly loved writing this story
and hope to seek publication for it in 2021. Learning about illustrators and the journey of book production
is an adventure in itself. It has been a blessing to break from my comfort zone and dabble in other genres.
EXERCISING: This year has proven to be a challenge in many ways, but one of the most prevalent is
wrestling with feelings of isolation. Everyone is experiencing similar feelings as we all have to maintain
social distance. I have found that walking everyday has helped me tremendously in this regard. The
caressing feeling of the breeze, the scent of the air and the concert of sounds bring me tranquility and
joy. I have found that the distance makes little difference as well. A short walk or long one releases the
same elixir of feelings.
READING: 2020 has been a rewarding year in reading as well. I have discovered some excellent books.
Below are my top five favorites:
Ever Cursed, by Corey Ann Haydu. This story is a beautiful feminist fairy tale about sisterly love,
unexpected friendships, abuse of power, the end of innocence and fighting for justice.
The Blackbird Girls, by Sarah Blankman. An outstanding novel about two young women who are raised as
enemies during Communist-era Russia. When the disaster of the Chernobyl nuclear power plant occurs,
both girls must help each other.
A Game of Fox and Squirrels, by Jenn Reese. A tear-jerking and suspenseful adventure about a young girl
discovering the true meaning of home.
The List of Things that Will Not Change, by Rebecca Stead. A story about a young girl coming to terms with
her parents’ divorce and her father’s remarriage. On the surface, this story appears simple, but it is one
of the most in-depth reads I have encountered in quite some time.
Fighting Words, by Kimberly Brubaker Bradley. This novel is an enthralling depiction of the treacherous
world some children have to navigate from an early age. I loved the protagonist’s voice, and the
relationship between the two sisters was vivid, heartbreaking and beautiful

2020, while uncertain in some ways, is proving to be an adventurous and interesting year. I hope that all
of you have had some good adventures as well.
Until next time, Meredith.

NEWS NUGGETS…
A Message on Behalf of author Phyllis Staton Campbell
Written upon request by: Patty L. Fletcher
Hello to all.
I’m coming to you on behalf of my Dear Friend and Client author Phyllis Staton Campbell.
A few days ago, Phyllis asked me to make the following announcement. I’m doing so now. Due to my
posting this message in several places, it may be a repeat for some. Under the circumstances, I believe it’s
appropriate.
As I add this note into The Writer’s Grapevine, it is August 24, 2020 and I’m anxiously awaiting news
concerning the following message.
*FYI!
Earlier this month, Phyllis had a biopsy, and it showed Uterine Cancer. On Monday August 24, she will be
having surgery and afterward, follow up radiation at Augusta Health.
Your Prayers and Healing Energies are welcome.
If you would like to contact Phyllis, and you’re a member of The Writer’s Grapevine group, you may reply
to this email. If you’d like to contact her privately email her at: Pcampbell16@verizon.net
Or
campbellphyllis17@gmail.com
For those who aren’t acquainted with Phyllis you may visit:
http://www.phyllisstatoncampbellauthor.com
Phyllis, The readers and contributor’s of The Writer’s Grapevine Prayers and Healing Energies go with
you during this difficult time.

An Evening of Poetry by Author Poet Ann Chiappetta
Hi, I’m poet and author Ann Chiappetta. I’m hoping you can join me for an evening of poetry on September
10 at 7 p.m. via zoom. I’ll be reading selections of my collections Upwelling and Words of Life.
Contact me at anniecms64@gmail.com if you are interested in joining me. You can learn about my books
and other writing-related information by going to: www.annchiappetta.com
Or by subscribing to my blog, www.thought-wheel.com

I look forward to hearing from you. Stay well and stay creative.
Music provided by TeknoAxe pursuant to the creative commons attribution license.
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/

This and other music created by TeknoAxe can be found at
http://teknoaxe.com/Home.php

Welcome to World Wide Weather!
Do you enjoy weather? Interested in more than just the daily forecast which is usually for nothing more
than to make sure you don’t get caught in an unexpected pour-down or snowfall?
Do you care about Mother Earth and her lasting life sustainability?
Interested in the possibility of global warming as more than just a passing fad?
Got thoughts on climate change?
If you’ve answered yes to one or more of these questions, then our group, World Wide Weather might
just be for you.
Here you’ll find discussions on a variety of topics such as
Weather
Earth
Environment
Recycling
Space and more.
Join the discussion today at: https://www.facebook.com/groups/408266386783157/?ref=share
Credits administrator John Dimarco and Leader Dog Shadow USA weather
Administrator Bernadine love Canadian weather
Moderator Patty Fletcher: http://www.campbellsworld.wordpress.com/
Britney Burley monitor hurricane reporter

Covered by the Rose, Book Cover SALE
Testimony
Mara Reitsma is a graphic designer and illustrator of skill. Mara has worked on at least six full colour
children’s books with Award Winning Author, Wanda Luthman and had also worked on a full colour
children’s book with me. They are beautiful and each story told gives a message to a child.
Mara also illustrates, though she calls them doodles. Wow. They are so good, even I’m blown away. The
majority of my book covers and those for Ghostly Rites have been designed by Mara. From children’s
books to Adults, Romance & Fantasy. Recently Mara has made business logos as well.

I recommend you all to have a chat with Mara. If you need a cover described to you, please ask and she
will write you a description.
Reviewed by Claire Plaisted – Plaisted Publishing House

Description of Advert
The image shows a black background with blue sparkles on the edges. In each quarter there is a book
cover, for four different genres. All these covers can be edited to fit your story. In the centre is her logo
with the words ON SALE NOW and the website: https://www.facebook.com/groups/CoveredbytheRose/
To look at the images on SALE please follow this link:
https://www.facebook.com/groups/CoveredbytheRose/permalink/451385212288500/
If you are interested in a cover and need a description, please ask. These are all PREMADE COVERS!
If you wish to work with Mara on a design, you can find her website below and contact her there or
message her on facebook: https://coveredbytherose.wixsite.com/coveredbytherose

New Features at WebFriendlyHelp
By: Casey Mathews
Website: http://www.WebFriendlyHelp.com/%20.

Hey everybody.
There are lots of new things happening at WebFriendlyHelp this month.
First is a new deals page. You can find it on the website by going to the deals link at the top of the page.
I was inspired to create this because I’ve wanted to offer some good credible computer deals to anyone
who may need them.
If I find a good-looking computer deal, I’ll post a quick article about it. If anyone subscribes to my deals
announce only list, you will get it too.
It’s important to remember that I sell no physical goods. These deals are third party and I have no control
of the quality of the product itself. As such I make no claims regarding warrantee and the like. Anyway,
the next feature is news. This is important to me because it can be difficult to locate news that is related
to access technology. What I do is handpick news sources and put them up on my news page again at the
top of the website. This page is updated several times per day. Screen readers can easily jump to each
news story by pressing the letter I.
If you hear something you like just press enter on it.
Some of my readers have mentioned that they have put that as part of their start page in their browser
of choice.
Another noteworthy tidbit is that Web Friendly Help is officially been in business for nearly a year now.
I’ll be doing a special article on that later in the month. My company and I have a great deal to be thankful
for, and my customers are right at the center of it.
More later!
Enjoy, thoughts, well wishes, or woodshed trips, LOL, just let me know:
help@webfriendlyhelp.com
Links to all my new features…
All things deals are here.
http://webfriendlyhelp.com/deals
My updated deals page is here.
https://webfriendlyhelp.com/category/deals/
Access tech news from around the web is here.
http://webfriendlyhelp.com/news

TIPS AND TRICKS…
Tips from Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing: How to Get More Social Media Engagement
Website: https://www.facebook.com/tellittotheworld/

Here at Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing (Author, Blogger, Business Assist) where we support talented
authors, as well as successful business owners in their marketing, by marrying social media, with more
traditional approaches, the goal is to help the client market their Book, Blog, or Business to the very best
of their ability.
One of the best ways for me to do this, is to share tips with my clients, so that they can define the services
I provide them, to better meet their needs.
Over the past month or so, I’ve noted an increase in discussion concerning Social Media and the best ways
to get and maintain consistent engagement. So, as is my way I’ve been looking for information, while
scrolling through blog posts This post from Chris The Story Reading Ape’s blog concerning social media
engagement is one, I’ve found most useful. Naturally, I had to take a look. One click led to another and I
came across a comprehensive article.
https://www.socialmediaexaminer.com/how-to-get-more-social-media-engagement-on-any-platform/

Your feedback is important so, if you find this article helpful, I hope you’ll let me know.
Email me at: patty.volunteer1@gmail.com

AUTHOR’S CORNER…
This month in the Author’s Corner I’d like to welcome, guest contributor author Peter Altschul.

Pandemic Paths
Peter Altschul
https://www.peteraltschul.com/pandemic-paths/
As we in the United States approach the five-month anniversary of the COVID-19 invasion, we are jogging
along two rapidly separating paths.
People populating the first path are adjusting to working from home buoyed by technology while people
on the other path are either unemployed or are working service or manufacturing jobs with other people
surrounding them, making them more susceptible to the virus. Both groups struggle to balance family and
work, but it is much easier for people on the first path to shield their family from the virus.
Meanwhile, those parts of the economy that encourage people to come together to celebrate while more
safely releasing emotional steam are moving at a snail's pace. Hotels. Convention centers. Sports arenas.
Concert venues. Transportation hubs. Faith communities. Restaurants, bars, and other small businesses
dependent on these spaces. Even when a vaccine and treatment protocols are widely available, fewer
people will be willing or able to come together in these spaces due to less disposable income, more
comfort being at home, more meetings taking place on-line, and the residue of fear of the virus. People
on the working-from-home path will be better able to adjust to these changes in part because the income
of people on the working-around-others path — those responsible for making visitors to these spaces
happy, comfortable, productive, and more willing to spend money — is dependent on the extent to which
people on the working-from-home path are comfortable visiting these spaces.
Where might we be two years from now if these paths bend farther apart?
Many organization leaders have discovered that people can be at least as productive working from home
instead of the office, while others are continuing to figure out ways to harness technology to achieve
business goals. Real estate prices might plummet as these leaders encourage as many of their employees
as possible to continue working from home, supplemented by regular in-person meetings. As these trends
accelerate, employers will cast a wider net for talent who live further away from corporate headquarters,
making cities less powerful while decreasing their tax revenue as their populations shrink. Artificially
intelligent robots, supplemented by ever-more sophisticated algorithms, will crowd many people out of
the workforce while providing opportunities for others. Children whose parents are on the working-fromhome path might learn in small groups while children whose parents are on the working-around-others
path might be educated in crowded, soulless buildings.
We are already beginning to see what happens as these paths continue to diverge. More trash talk,
rumors, and conspiracy theories with less trust talk. More addiction, domestic violence, violent crime,
suicides, and other social ills. More focus on tribal instead of communal interests. Prolonged massive

protests with random flashes of violence. These trends are likely to intensify if more and more of us lose
our jobs, homes, and dignity.
History provides us with examples of how people have found ways to work together to bend the curve of
these paths towards a more stable, robust economy rooted in compassion and justice: neighbor
supporting neighbor; businesses, community agencies, faith communities, and government officials
coming together to build upon strengths to address challenges; unions and other groups uniting to battle
excesses of the lumbering big business-big government-big military-big religion matrix; and governments
funding programs to buffer us from changes over which we have little control.
Late eighteenth-century France, early twentieth-century Russia, Germany between the World Wars, and
other world hot spots give us a glimpse of what can happen if we don't find ways to bring these paths
closer together: the rise of dictators, the loss of human rights, the celebration of greed and authoritarian
violence, rumors of wars—
And, if we're exceptionally unlucky or stupid, real wars.
Feedback welcomed via: creatingcommonground@outlook.com

“Got Orbs in Your Garden?”
by Lynda McKinney Lambert
Website: http://www.lyndalambert.com

Lynda, Lynda, I’m Quite Curious
How does your Zen garden grow?
With blue Japanese grass
and a scarlet red tree
Colorful stones and
lots of orbs floating in the air.
Got Orbs in Your Garden?

Have you ever discovered mysterious ghostly shapes floating in the dark places of your picture? They look
like round transparent bubbles floating about here and there in the landscape.
My Zen Meditation Garden gets a lot of attention from curious people who stop to ask what it is. They are
baffled when they see the mountain made of stones, the brilliant Tamukeyama Tree that changes colour
from sprint to December. The floor of coloured stones, clusters of delicate aqua grass, and sparkling clump
of yellow grass beside the yellow-green ferns.

I take a lot of photos of our Zen Meditation Garden. There is nothing unusual about this because it is my
favorite place to photograph in all seasons.

Our dramatic Garden was created about 10 years ago in a space that was once our swimming pool. We
had the pool for thirty-two years, and as our children and grandchildren grew up, the pool did not have

much use. My husband and I decided it would be the perfect area for such a garden because it was an 18
x 34 feet rectangle situated between the house and the garage.
To begin this project, I researched how a Zen Meditation Garden would look at and explored the history
of how Buddhist monks built and maintained them. There is nothing like this in our rural area, and people
always stop to ask what it is.
I love this spare Garden in all seasons. I am fond of well-ordered space. There are just a few Japanese
plants in the Garden, and all of them are in a visual balance against the hand-cut stone wall that surrounds
it, and the floor of the Zan Garden is made of colorful stones. I like the meaning of it all – a reminder to
slow down and stop everything you are doing.
When I am tending the garden, it reminds me to pause and spend time meditating on the nature of the
Garden and the reminder of being peaceful and still and time apart from the hustle-bustle of the world.
It is a place set apart for the Supernatural - the Divine.
Before dawn, I am outside and crouched down in this Garden. My morning ritual begins as I gently extend
my hand across the stone floor. I am seeking out any debris, twigs, leaves, or weeds that sprout from
beneath the stones.
I feel the miraculous as my hand slowly hovers just above the stones. I sense how the Creator experienced
the beginnings of life in just such a way as this – with the gentle sweep of His hand.
The most recent photos of this Garden are a surprise because many of the photos have unusual bright
spots floating around – orbs. These are happening in photos that I have taken in bright sunshine, rainy
days, and even at twilight. It does not seem to matter what time of day or what atmospheric conditions
are for the orbs to show up in my photos.
Many people say the balls of light are spirits floating around. Or, ghosts. And, the spots do have a ghostly
feel to them. I think the people to ask about these orbs should be photographers since this is the art form
where they show up. But they do show up sometimes as a person is just standing outside looking at the
landscape.
I am curious about what photographers think about the orbs that show up in photos.
I found an interesting article about orbs in photos. The author interviewed a number of professional
photographer to get their opinion about the orbs that show up in their photos at times. I think you will be
interested in knowing about this phenomenon. The article was published in BUSTLE. October 22, 2018.
Nevertheless, others think of the unexplained spheres in a different way.
In the April 11, 2017 article in Sentinel and Enterprise, we find a much different explanation.
These free-floating lights are often referred to as orbs. Orbs are transparent balls, or globes, of light energy
connected to spirits. Orbs are commonly found in photos but can also be seen with the naked eye,
particularly around people or in highly energetic areas. These orbs can be a variety of shapes, sizes, and
colours.

The colors of orbs can mean different things to different people. Overall, I've seen that the colors of an orb
seem to coincide with the energy system in the body called the chakras. Bright, pure orb colors indicate
beautiful energy coming forth.
Is my Zen garden a sanctuary for ghosts, or is there a lot of dust particles reflecting the light from
raindrops, mists, sunshine, or the camera with or without a flash?
My Zen Meditation Garden is a spiritual place, and it is created and maintained as part of a spiritual
practice. I am a Judeo-Christian and as I am working in my garden, I am sending up prayers to the Creator
of all that is and ever will be. My Zen Garden is my Hallelujah Garden.
Because the Bible tells of many supernatural encounters with Angels and Heavenly Hosts, I can't rule out
the possibility of spiritual supernatural presences in my Garden.
What do you think?
I am interested in knowing if you have encountered the ORBS in your photos.
I’d love to hear from you and see what you have to say, too.
Contact me: riverroad@zoominternet.net
Resource Links…
Article One:
https://www.bustle.com/p/what-are-orbs-heres-the-real-deal-behind-those-ghostly-apparitions-inyour-pictures-according-to-professional-photographers-12605425
Article Two:
https://www.sentinelandenterprise.com/2017/04/11/unexplained-lights-can-be-orbs-from-spirit-world/
Do you want to know more about how to create a Japanese Zen Garden? Here is a great article that
describes different ways of creating your own Garden and this article discusses how the gardener
maintains the Garden as a prayerful practice each day.
https://homeguides.sfgate.com/purpose-japanese-zen-garden-84717.html

Doreen
By Trish Hubschman
March 2020
Website: https://www.dldbooks.com/hubschman/

Present
Doreen was afraid. Jake was having bad headaches. Last night, he woke clutching his head and screaming.
She called 911, then her best friend, Barbara.
“If he doesn’t make it,” Doreen said. Sobs choked her throat. “I’ll never forgive myself.”

“You couldn’t have known his headaches were anything,” Barbara fired back. “You’re a wife, not a mind
reader.”
Doreen shook her head. “I kept telling him to go to the doctor.”
“You did the right thing, so why are you blaming yourself?” Barbara asked. She patted Doreen’s hand.
Doreen let out an exasperated sigh. “Because of me, Jake and I have been denied so much time
together.”
“That’s garbage!’ Barbara fired back. “You’ve known each other and been a couple for twenty years,
even if you’ve only been married four of those. You have each other and that’s all that counts.”
Doreen clutched her friend’s hand. “Promise me, he’ll be okay. I don’t know what I’d do without him.”
Barbara squeezed Doreen’s hand.
Past
Doreen threw the ball to her fourteen-year-old brother, Kurt. He caught it and was tossing it back. He sent
the ball sailing high and fast.
Doreen was off, running at top speed, arms raised. Her nose and chin were turned upward. “I got it! I
got it!’ she called out, running sideways. Suddenly, her knee hit a redwood bench and she rose up, flying
a few inches through the air. She came down hard, crashing face down on the cement patio. Pain soared
through her, then everything went black.
She woke up in the hospital. “She’s going to need plastic surgery," her father said. “That costs a
fortune.”
Doreen cringed.
“Look how awful her face is," her mother said. “The doctor says there might be internal damage too.”
“But they won’t know for sure till she wakes up,” her father put in.
She was awake and wanted to scream but her mouth wouldn’t cooperate with her brain. Before she
could come up with an alternate plan, she heard footsteps, the door opened and closed, then silence.
Everybody left her. Fear overtook her. Tears slid down her cheeks. She cried herself to sleep.
The next morning, she woke up with a dry throat and itchy eyes. A hand rested on her shoulder. “Are
you awake, honey?’ came an unfamiliar female voice.
Doreen forced her eyes open. Her vision wasn’t any clearer than it had been the day before. “My eyes
are sore," she mumbled.
“Probably the medicine is causing that,” the woman replied.
“Where are my parents?” she asked.
“I don’t think they came in yet.” the nurse said, opening the medical file. “Doreen, that’s your name,
right?”
“Yes,” she gargled out.
“Don’t talk. It’ll hurt your face,” the woman scolded. Doreen started to close her eyes but the nurse
rapped harder on the shoulder. “No, don’t do that either. The doctor will be in soon to examine you. You
have to be awake.”
Doreen wanted to challenge her nurse, but didn’t have the strength.
The doctor determined that the fall Doreen took partially severed her optic nerve.
“Can that be fixed and how much would it cost?” her father asked.
“Mmm,” the doctor said. “I think that’ll be answered better by a specialist.”
“I need some answers now,” Doreen’s father, Mark Rivers, urged.
The doctor thought about it. “Possibly they’ll give her glasses or recommend training, but there is no
operation to repair the nerve.”

She went home the next day. Nothing seemed the same. Her face didn’t hurt as much, but soon, she
would have to undergo her first plastic surgery. The glasses the eye doctor gave her didn’t help much but
At least wearing glasses hid a little of her damaged cheeks and nose.
She returned to school two weeks later. She couldn’t read the chalk board and had trouble reading her
text books. Her grades suffered. “You used to be such a good student, Doreen, what happened?” her
mother asked.
Doreen shrugged. “Maybe we can get a tutor?” Doreen suggested.
” Goodness,” her mother replied. “Your father would have a heart attack at the cost of that.”
She continued with school. “Doreen needs special assistance due to her new vision disorder," her
guidance counselor explained to her parents
“Right now, isn’t a good time to make any major changes,” Mark said. “Her first facial surgery is coming
up.”
“I understand the timing might not be adequate, Mr. Rivers, but it’s school policy to put disabled
children into appropriate learning and assistant program.”
“If that’s the case, of course. We only want what’s best for Doreen.” Mark stood up and shook the
counselor’s hand.
Over the next three years, because of the facial reconstruction surgeries, Doreen missed a lot of school.
During that time, a social worker came to see them. “Your daughter needs to be trained to function as a
blind person," the social worker said.
Doreen didn’t want to do it.
. “What does this entail?” her father asked.
The social worker explained the training. “She’ll receive instruction in travel and learn proper use of a
long white cane.”
Doreen winced.
“She’ll learn to cross streets safely and independently, take buses and trains.”
Doreen’s eyes widened.
The social worker was still talking. “She’ll learn household skills, which I’m sure will be useful, cooking,
cleaning, making a bed.”
Rebecca Rivers sucked in her breath. “I don’t think my daughter would be able to cook,” she said.
“No reason she shouldn’t be able to do all these things,’ the social worker, Miss Flake, said. “It’s a
matter of learning the proper way of doing them. Students also have computer training.” Miss Flake
rushed on. “And the state agency for the blind will cover the cost.”
There was silence. “Well, Doreen does mope around the house a lot after school,” her father said. “It
would give her something to do, though, I doubt it’ll be much help. The state is wasting its money.”
Noisily, Miss Flake slapped a folder closed and jumped to her feet. “That will be wonderful,” the social
worker said. “I’ll set the ball rolling and get in touch with you when we’re ready to start.”
...
The taxi was in front of her house when she got home from school. “I’ll be right there,” she called out to
the cab, while darting up the front path and into the house.
“Your taxi is here,” her mother said.
“I know,” she replied. “the school bus was late today.”
“Well, we can’t risk that happening again,” her mother said. “It’s not right to keep the cab driver
waiting.” Rebecca sighed heavily. “I guess I can pick you up at school on the days you’re due at the blind
center.”

Her father and Miss Flake decided she’d attend the blind center three afternoons a week. In the
summer, she’d go full-time.
“Thanks," Doreen said.
Swiftly turning, she raced out the front door and slid into the back seat of the cab. When they arrived
at the blind center, he parked in front and told her where to go. “I’m here to see Sarah Flake,” she said to
the guard. Within minutes, the social worker appeared.
“Today, we’ll just do a tour, show you the classrooms. You can meet our teachers and other clients.
After that, we’ll go to my office to talk.”
Doreen nodded.
First came what looked like an apartment with kitchen, bedroom and living room. There was an
Activities classroom where both fun and needed skills were taught. “The mobility department is
downstairs. We don’t have to see that now. When you meet your instructor, he’ll give you a more indepth tour.” They went into the computer room. “Jake?” Miss Flake said to a young man at one of the
terminals. He looked up. “This is Doreen. She’s just starting here.”
Jake held out his hand. She forced her shaky hand up and put it into his. It seemed as if bolts of
electricity shot between their fingers.
“Nice to meet you, Doreen,” Jake said. “Got yourself another recruit, Sarah?” he teased.
Doreen’s gaze shot to the social worker. “Around here we use first names," Sarah Flake explained.
“Makes things more relaxed,” Jake added
“I was wondering would you take Doreen under your wing, help her get adjusted?” Sarah asked.
“Sure, love to,” Jake answered.
....
When she arrived there Wednesday afternoon, Jake was waiting for her by the elevator. “Want to take
my arm?" he asked, holding out his elbow.
Doreen giggled, and then took his arm.
As the days passed, she found herself enjoying going to the center. Jake was a great guy. “I don’t think
I’m a college person," he told her. “But if I don’t go, what do I do? Granted, it’ll keep me out of trouble
for four years and give me time to think about what I should do.”
Doreen laughed. “What do your parents think?”
He shrugged. “Rules are different when you’re blind.”
“They don’t want you to go to college?” she asked.
He sighed resolutely. They don’t want me to be blind," he corrected. Doreen laughed.
Jake and the Center were eye-openers. Jake was a real friend. She didn't tell her parents about him
though. When her mother asked how her afternoon went, she shrugged.
Her summer at the center was a busy one. She had classes and workshops all day, plus around the
neighborhood travel training.
She didn’t see Jake as much, though they were never far from each other’s minds. They were a couple
at the center.
In June, Jake graduated high school. In September, he began working part-time at his father’s plumbing
parts store, while attending trade school. They saw even less of each other and Doreen missed him. He
missed her too. In the fall, he invited her to join a blind support group. She jumped at it.
“It would be a great way for me to make friends,” she told her parents.
Mark waved his hand. “Don’t you think you’re carrying this blind thing too far?”

Her mother cut in. “What your father is trying to say is maybe you should spend some time with, well,
healthy people.”
Doreen glared at her. “My friends from the center are healthy, Mom. They just can’t see.”
“What’s wrong with Megan’s friends? I’m sure your sister will share them with you.” Megan was a year
older than Doreen.
“I have friends, Dad,” she fired back. “From school and the center.”
Mark waved his hand. “Ah, do what you want. You never listen to reason.”
Jumping forward, Doreen kissed her father on the cheek. “Thanks, Dad. I’ll call Sarah and tell her I’m
in.” It was Jake she called and he was thrilled.
...
“I want you to come to my graduation," she told Jake. They were sitting on his deck, holding hands. “You
do want too?” she added. “You said you were proud of me.”
He jumped in. “Hey, you know I am. It’s just, well… is this a scheme to get me and your family together?
It’s okay with me to meet them but do you think your big day is the right time for that?”
“Yes, it’s my big day and I want you to share it with me,” she said.
“Okay, I’m cool on meeting your parents. You and I are spending a lot of time together, we have nothing
to hide.”
...
Wearing cap and gown, Doreen followed the long procession across the football field. She didn’t use her
cane. The graduates were packed tightly together.
When it was over, Doreen and her friend, Linda, headed back toward the school. “What do you think
we’re supposed to do now?" Linda asked. At that moment, Doreen’s parents, brother and sister appeared.
“See you around, Dor. Summer is here, then we start college.”
Doreen rolled her eyes. “Don’t rush it.”
Linda giggled and darted off.
“Nice girl,” her mother said, leaning over to kiss Doreen’s cheek. “You should have more friends like
her.”
“You did good, girl,” her father said. “Now let’s see you do as well in community college.”
Suddenly, Jake and his brother, Dave, joined them. Doreen moved to Jake’s side, winding her arm
through his. She gazed up at him. “Mom, Dad, this is Jake Hanson. He’s a special friend of mine.”
They stared at her. “Oh, hello, Jake, are you one of the graduates here?”
Jake chuckled. “No, ma’am. I graduated already. I work for my father now selling plumbing parts.”
Rebecca’s breath caught. “Oh, how lovely.”
Dave stepped forward, his hand outstretched. “I’m Jake’s twin brother Dave.”
“Nice to meet you, young man,” Mark said, shaking Dave’s hand. He ignored Jake. “You brought your
brother here for my daughter’s graduation?”
“Oh, that was very sweet of you,” Rebecca squealed.
“I like Dor too. I Wouldn’t have missed today. You might say Jake and I came together,” Dave said.
Jake spoke to Doreen. “Why don’t you come over to our house tomorrow. We’ll have our own
celebration.”
She accepted his offer.

In the car on the way home, Doreen sat behind her father. He eyed her in the rearview mirror. “Who
is that kid?’ he boomed.
“I told you, he’s a special friend of mine.”
Rebecca soothed her husband. “See, Mark, the boy is just a friend, like Linda.”
Doreen wanted to laugh.
“Are you involved with this boy?” her father demanded.
Doreen didn’t know what to say. “Are you asking if he’s my boyfriend?” she fired back. “I don’t know,
maybe. He’s a really nice guy. I wouldn’t mind being his girlfriend.”
“Absolutely not,” her father shouted. “You are not going out with that boy or any other.”
“Dad, that’s ridiculous. Why shouldn’t I go out with a boy that I like and who likes me? You shouldn’t
be against it. You should be happy for me. Mom, what do you think?” Rebecca said nothing.
“You are our responsibility,” her father spat. “We are in charge and don’t feel you can handle such
things. Is that clear?”
Doreen was mortified. She didn’t know how to respond. Instead, she sat back in her seat and closed
her eyes.
When they got home, Doreen stalked off to her room. There was a knock on the bedroom door. Doreen
didn’t call out. The door opened anyway and her mother stood there, holding a plate with a piece of cake
on it. “Thought you might like some of your graduation cake, Doreen. I made it special for you. It’s
chocolate.”
She ignored the offering. “Why is Daddy acting like this, treating me like a prisoner? “
Rebecca came into the room and closed the door. She put the cake plate down on the dresser, then
sat on the edge of the bed. “That’s not what he’s doing, Doreen," her mother said. “Your father loves you
and is looking out for your best interest. He doesn’t want you to get hurt and is protecting you.”
“He can’t keep me locked inside forever, Mom. I have a right to a life and Jake’s a nice guy.”
“I’m sure he is,” her mother agreed. “We just don’t want you to get too involved with him."
“Tell me, Mom, really, is this because I’m blind or Jake is?”
Rebecca flinched. “Please, Doreen,” she pleaded. "For all our sakes, try to be a little more
understanding.”
That was all Doreen would listen to.
....
“My Dad is being a total dictatorial jerk," she told Jake later when she called him.
He wasn’t surprised. “I figured that. Dave saw it too. I’m sorry about this.”
“It’s not your fault. “I’m not sure I understand what’s going on,” she said.
“It’s not all that uncommon, what you’re going through. There are Internet chat lists devoted to stuff
like this,” Jake told her.
“There are?” she said.
“Sure, check it out. I’ve been on a few. I’ll send you some links,” he offered. Doreen nodded. “Um,
Dor,” he went on. “I don’t want to cause any trouble between you and your folks. If you want to cool it a
while, I’ll understand.”
“No way,” she jumped in. I’m still coming to your house tomorrow. I’ll call you on my cell tomorrow
when I get to the bus stop.
Doreen continued seeing Jake and wasn’t secretive about it. In September, she started community
college. Hoping to get a better understanding of what was going on and how to handle it, Doreen took
Jake’s suggestion and signed onto a blind support chat list.

After community college, her father suggested that she go away to an all-girls finishing school.
“The chat group says we have to prove that we’re like everyone else,” Doreen said to Jake.
“Makes sense, don’t you think?” he replied.
“I guess so,” she added, shrugging. “But I know I’m the same as everyone else. Why should I have to
work harder for the same rights as Kurt and Megan?”
“I agree with you. You shouldn’t have to go to great lengths to prove you deserve the same rights as
your siblings.”
“My point exactly,” she stressed. “What am I going to do?”
He was thoughtful. “Do what you do with everything else, – bide your time. Your Dad wanted to send
you away to finish college but instead you went to a local school for your Bachelor’s Degree.”
“Yeah, his plan was to get me away from here,” she added.
“He feels he’s doing it to protect you,” he explained.
“Are you defending him?’ she shot back.
He shook his head. “Of course not. I’ve got as much to lose in this as you. I want to get married and
have kids but it doesn’t look like it’s going to happen anytime soon.”
Jake still wasn’t entirely on his own feet but he was trying. He was looking for an apartment. “I guess I
have to stand up to my folks at some point but I don’t know when or how,” she admitted.
“Just bide your time, Dor. When it’s right, you’ll know it.”
His apartment was on the second floor of an old building. It had one bedroom, a small kitchen and
dining/living room area. “You're going to live here with me someday?’ he asked, winding his arm around
her shoulders.
She blushed. “What are we going to do when the kids come?’ she asked. “This place is too small for
our big brood." She giggled. He chuckled.
“Guess we’ll have to buy a house," he replied, dropping his arm. “And I’ve bet my off-the-books job
with Dad, both our Social Security checks and your secretary’s salary, we’ll be living like kings.” He teased
and she giggled. One day they would tie the knot. “And you’re going to talk to your parents about this?’
he urged. “Not that I’m rushing you. We don’t have to get married tomorrow. I just don’t want my kids
calling me grandpa.”
“Jake you’re not that old. Now stop it,” she scolded. “I’ll talk to them, maybe tonight, while I’m feeling
confident that I can overcome.” She sounded like a war general. “But if I disappear without a trace, it
means I’ve been shipped overseas to serve my time in a convent.”
“Be reasonable, Dad. Come on,” Doreen shouted. She just told him that Jake proposed to her.
“I am being reasonable and responsible, which is more than I can say for my handicapped daughter.”
Fire rose inside Doreen. It always came back to that. “I love him and he loves me. We’ll do fine. We
have the right to be together.”
“Listen to yourself, Doreen," he demanded. “You sound like a silly school girl. Don’t you think it’s time
you grow up and face some hard facts?”
“Give me a chance," she shouted. “I have the right to live my own life.”
“You can get a job, work, help your mother around the house. That’s living,” he defended.
“Not without Jake.”
“The risks are too high,” he said. “And I won’t let you take them."
Her hands were balled into fists, pressed into the sides of her legs. Fury overpowered her, but she had
to keep calm and strong. “I’m marrying Jake and that’s final.” She said.
His response was quick. “Over my dead body."
They stared long and hard at each other. Doreen looked at her mother.

Rebecca was quiet for a long time. Finally, she stepped forward and put her hand on her husband’s
arm. “Doreen, please go to your room. You’re upsetting your father.”
Doreen’s mouth dropped open. Hot sobs pressed behind her eyes. She didn’t want them to see her
break down. She turned and bound up the stairs to her room. Flopping down on her bed, she buried her
head in her pillow and cried.
Megan came into the room and sat down on her own bed. “Dad’s pretty mad,” Megan said.
Doreen nearly laughed. “Yeah, he is.”
“What are you going to do?”
Sitting up, Doreen rubbed her wet eyes. “I want to marry Jake. What can Dad do to me?”
Megan shrugged. “What did he say he would do?”
Doreen swallowed before speaking. “If I defy him, I’m no longer a member of this family.” A sob caught
in her throat.
Megan was thoughtful. “I don’t think that’s what he really meant, Dor.”
Doreen sighed. “Maybe not. I guess the best thing to do is take Jake’s advice and bide my time.”
And she did, for five years.
“You’re really going to leave?” Megan asked. The two sisters were having lunch at Denny’s.
Doreen nodded. “It’s time. I’ve put my life on hold too long.”
“Okay, whatever you want me to do to help in your getaway, I’m game.”
“Stand up for me at my wedding too?” Doreen asked.
Megan hugged her younger sister. “Definitely.”
“But we can’t tell Mom or Dad about this until it’s all carried out and too late.”
Megan giggled. The two leaned their heads together and made plans.
Doreen and Jake were married in a civil ceremony. Megan was Maid of Honor, Dave Best Man. Doreen
held a small bouquet of lilies and wore her college graduation dress. It was pale-green and knee-length.
After the short ceremony, Dave took them all out to dinner. They were happy and eager to start their life
together.
A week after Doreen settled into Jake’s apartment, she called her father.
“I was debating whether I should report you to the police as a missing person," her father said.
Doreen nearly laughed. “Well, that was nice of you to worry," she managed to say.
He scowled. “Are you married?”
“Jake and I were married a week ago.”

“So, why are you calling?” he snapped. “I told you if you defied me, I was washing my hands of you.”
Sobs raced up, catching in her throat. “Because I thought you had the right to know, would want to
know.”
“You’ve disappointed me, Doreen,” with that, he hung up.
Dropping to her knees, Doreen broke down and sobbed. Jake was beside her a second later. “I know
this’ll sound weird,” he explained. “But sometimes people have to let go of something they love to protect
themselves from getting hurt.” Doreen pushed herself up, eyeing him curiously. “Maybe someday your
dad will come around, see that you’re doing okay and know he was wrong.”
She wiped her wet eyes with the sleeve of her shirt. “You don’t know my father. He’s never wrong, not
in his or my mother’s eyes. How can Mom be so cold? She has to know he’s being a class A jerk.”
They didn’t have children or buy a house but they were happy. They went to work every morning and
came home to each other at night. They took turns with the cooking and household chores. Dave came

by every couple of weeks and took them to the grocery store. Doreen kept up a secret friendship with her
sister.
They’d been married four years when Jake started having headaches. Then came that horrible night
when he woke clutching his head and screaming and she called 911. Now she sat at the hospital, Barbara
beside her. “Do you want me to call your parents?” Barbara whispered. “I’m sure they would want to be
here. I know it’s been a hard time with them but this is different.”
Doreen shook her head. “No, they wouldn’t care," she replied. “They’d say I got what I deserve."
A doctor walked in. Barbara helped Doreen to her feet. She was shaking. “Mrs. Hanson?" the doctor
asked. “Your husband had an amorism to the brain. You got him here just in time.”
“Are you saying he’s going to be all right?” Doreen asked.
A small smile crossed the doctor’s face. “The prognosis is good. He did very well in surgery and is in
Recovery now.”
Doreen felt safe to breathe. “Can I see him”
“In a little while. A nurse will come get you.” He excused himself.
“See, I told you, you did all the right things,” Barbara said.
Doreen was beaming. “Megan and Dave will be here soon,” she told her friend. Why don’t you go home
and relax, Barb. You’ve been great and deserve a break.”
She sat by Jake’s bed holding his hand and talking to him. His eyes were closed and he was asleep.
There was a bandage around his head, a tube in his mouth and wires attached to him.
Ten minutes into her visit, she rose and leaned down to kiss his cheek. “I’ll be back later,” she
whispered. “You keep resting and getting better for me.” Then she left the room. Megan stood outside
the door. The sisters hugged. “I’m so glad you’re here, Meg. Thanks for coming.”
“Mom and Dad are here to,” Megan offered. “They’re in the waiting room.”
Doreen stiffened. “Oh!”
“They’re really concerned, Dor. They care and they miss you. Give them a chance.”
Doreen was too tired to fight. “Sure. It’s nice of them to have come.” She walked off down the hall
toward the waiting room. “Jake is resting. The doctor says he’s going to be okay,” she announced.
“That’s wonderful,” came her mother’s voice. Doreen nearly took a step backward. “We were horrified
when we heard about Jake’s condition,” Rebecca said.
“It’s been a long time, Doreen,” came her father’s voice from further away. “Megan’s been keeping us
apprised on your life,” he went on. “You’ve been doing very well on your own. I guess.” he began and
paused. “I’ve been wrong,” he added.
Rebecca spoke up. “We have so much to catch up with and make up for,” she said. Her arms were
around Doreen. A few seconds later, Mark’s arms were too. Megan joined the trio. All they needed was
Jake’s arms but that would be soon enough.
The End
I would love to know what you think of this story or any of my other published work.
Please feel free to email me at: palhub@rcn.com

Musings on Maps
by Jo Elizabeth Pinto
https://www.brightsideauthor.com
With the Coronavirus scoffing at normalcy and forcing everyone to make new opportunities out of old
plans, it’s once again time for me to think about maps. What direction do I want to take, as a writer and
as a person? If I don’t choose my path intentionally, life will choose one for me—and I’d rather set my
own goals than be tossed around haphazardly by the whims of chaos.
I've been plugging along as an emerging author for about five years now. Two books under my belt, one
Web site, a thriving Facebook page, a proofreading business that keeps the bills paid. I can’t complain.
One sunny spring afternoon, as I took down my book table at a local sale and signing, a woman said
something at the next booth that grabbed my attention.
"If you want to be on the map, put yourself there."
Wow! What a thought. Me being the practical person I am, I went home and turned those words into
action. I wrote Facebook posts and blog entries, took advantage of online promotion opportunities,
friended new people, made an effort to distribute more business cards in person ... this author would put
herself on the map, no doubt about it.
While all of those strategies are important to aspiring writers who need to market their books, I soon felt
overwhelmed. I do have a life outside of writing, after all. The self-imposed stress got me thinking about
maps.
What maps do I want to be on and why?
I better decide carefully because once I put myself on a map, it might be very difficult or impossible to get
off. Do I want to be on certain maps, as a writer or a person, simply because I'm expected to be there?
Would I rather be blazing my own trail on a map nobody has made yet, or finding treasure on a map
known to only a few?
Does the map take me in the right direction?
In the backs of our minds, whether we admit it or not, we writer types all have a secret wish to see our
novels made into Hollywood movies. How can we help it? But when it comes down to push and shove, I
wrote “The Bright Side of Darkness” because I have a burning passion to speak for people whose voices
are seldom heard. I need to promote myself and my novel with that in mind. My parenting memoir has
been well received as a humorous read by parents and grandparents who enjoy humorous stories about
lighthearted family moments. That’s great, but my primary reason for writing the book was to educate
social workers, medical professionals, teachers, legislators, and others who can advance the rights of blind
parents in their struggle for equality. Yes, I want to be on the map, but I can't splatter myself there
haphazardly. I owe it to the books I've written and the people I profess to speak for to choose my
directions and locations wisely.

Who knew maps--and marketing--could hold valuable life lessons for authors? Then again, most
experiences hold life lessons if we stop and think long enough to find them.
I enjoy hearing from readers. If you wish to contact me, please email me at jopinto@msn.com.

Gilberto's Surprise
By: Stephen Halpert
Gilberto used Saturday mornings to tidy up his condo. He loved playing with the remote of his robot
vacuum cleaner, watching it swirling over the floors. He put away his few dishes, wiped off the counters
and poured himself a steamy cup of espresso.
His doorbell rang.
Lola Cortes grinned. "Bet you never expected to see me?"
He nodded and smiled. "Hello, come in," he said. "Have a cup of espresso."
I wanted to see you, and I brought these croissants." She set a bag on his counter.
He smiled. "I love croissants. What a nice surprise."
"Some are ham and cheese, others chocolate."
As he poured her a cup of espresso Lola walked around looking at everything. After a few minutes she
nodded. "You have a good sense of design. I wasn't expecting that of you. Judging from your décor you're
more sensitive than you let on. I was expecting battle scenes."
She smiled at his framed prints by Freda Khalsa and Diego Rivera as well as a floral mural by Georgia
O'Keeffe. Then she peeked into his bedroom briefly, ignoring the vivid film posters of Zorro and the Cisco
Kid.
Gilberto peered into the bag of croissants and smiled. He turned to Lola. "Please, know I'm not a
heartless male. I'm all for equality for men and women plus equal wages. I pushed for that and got it for
my department.
"I suppose." She smiled. "Yes, I believe that." She came over to the counter and helped herself to a
chocolate croissant. She bit into it, chewed, and swallowed. Then she looked at him slyly. "Don't you use
women for sex?"
"No," he shook his head. "You got it wrong. They use me."
That made her laugh, "That's the way you are, huh?"
He laughed and poured them another cup of espresso. "My experience is women seem to want to
change a man. Make them housebroken."
She smiled. "Oh dear, what you must think of women."
"I don't know what you mean."
Ok, I'll get more to the point. I came to the conclusion that being married to you might not be all that
bad, but I have to go to Switzerland for a month."
"All that bad? You mean like Bluebeard?"
"That's not what I meant. Rosa and Ramon think it could work.
He laughed. "So, Ramon told you about my impending promotion and needing a wife."
She nodded. "Yes, that puts us in a similar situation. I'd like to be the dance director for a school here
in Boston but they want a married woman."
He frowned. "Companies shouldn't impose those kinds of rules on their workers. It's not fair."

She nodded and sipped her espresso. "My guess is you don't want to get married but you'll do it for
the money."
He chuckled. "You got your nuts and bolts all lined up What's in Switzerland."
"You must be having fun holding auditions." She took another bite. Switzerland? A dear client of mine
wants me to be his companion. It’s a free trip for me."
"Is he one of the crocodiles you wrestled you told me about?"
"You do have a good memory. How many possible wives have you lined up?"
He shrugged. "I haven't been looking all that much. But you know, it's like," he thought for a moment,
"like buying a car. You need a car in a hurry and all you see are junkers; you take your time and shop
around; you find the perfect vehicle."
She smiled. "I find it amusing that you'd compare a woman to a car."
He looked confused and poured them more espresso. "I have nothing against women. I enjoy them a
lot especially when the lights go down low."
"How sweet of you to say. But isn't that the challenge. Our finding common ground where we can be
our true selves and still support one another?"
He thought a moment and said. "I think you'd be bossy. Rosa's bossy with Ramon. Would you want to
run off to Switzerland after we were married?"
She grinned. " I might, depending on the circumstances." She smiled at him. "I'd be much bossier than
Rosa. Marry me and find out what bossy's really like. But I think we'd love one another so much that it
wouldn't matter if I went or not."
He felt very confused. What was this woman all about anyway?
Then she laughed like a child. "What's good is that you're secure in your masculinity.
He nodded. "Yes," he said softly. "Very secure."
"Good," she smiled. "Prove it." She reached into a shopping bag and pulled out two items. "Here put
these on." She handed him a frilly blouse and a brightly colored skirt.
His eyes widened. "But those are women's clothes."
"Yes," Lola said. "Exactly. And if you're secure in your masculinity it shouldn't matter what you have
on."
He held the blouse as though it were radioactive.
"Go ahead, put it on, show me what a big strong man you are."
Gilberto thought about it. Maybe she had a good sense of humor. Or maybe she was making fun of
him. He paused and then decided to take her challenge. He put the blouse and skirt on over his tee shirt
and jeans.
She looked at him tenderly. "You'd be such a sensitive woman. I love it. Here, now this." She handed
him a bright pink wide brimmed beach hat. Just as he put it on there was a knock at his door.
"Stay, turn around." She said quickly. She sounded as though she were speaking to a pet dog. Feeling
uneasy, he did, then she answered the door.
Two maintenance men came in. They nodded politely. "Gilberto around?"
Gilberto cringed.
"He went out for something, he'll be back later," Lola said.
"Tell him that we think we got the leak fixed. We'll check back with him next week." They smiled and
left.
Gilberto breathed. He turned around and looked at Lola who was now laughing. Then he started
laughing as well. He pulled off the blouse and skirt, embraced her, and started kissing her. Neither could
stop laughing.

He reached for her lifting her off her feet. Then he as he started to carry her down the hall to his
bedroom her cell phone blurted.
"Let it go," he said.
"Can't," she said pulling it from her purse. "Yes," she said. Then she smiled. "Oh good, yes I can see him
this afternoon. One Pm, fine."
Now he was annoyed. ""Who's that? Your friend from Switzerland?"
She huffed. "My dentist's office. I've been waiting months to see him. Thank God he finally had a
cancelation."
"But," he started to say.
"Keep the croissants," she said. She grabbed her purse and headed for the door. "Seeing my dentist is
important. He's not just another man."
Standing at his window, he watched Lola get into her car and drive away. "Just another man!" He shook
his head and shrugged. Then he reached for another croissant and poured himself the last of the espresso.

Heartwings Love Notes 945 Keeping the Sabbath
By: Tasha Halpert
Website: http://www.heartwingsandfriends.com.
Heartwings says, "A day of rest is a healthy and happy day."
The early New England settlers took their Sundays seriously. People could be punished for doing any sort
of work not permitted by necessity—cows, after all don't stop producing milk nor animals go without
feeding just because it's the seventh day of the week, or the first, depending on your interpretation or
your religion. While the Sabbath originated in Hebrew culture as a day of rest, it became a universal
practice for the Christian world at large, migrating from Saturday to Sunday in 400 AD.
When I was growing up nothing commercial was open on Sundays except the drugstore. Church, of course
offered services which we attended. Few gas stations served the public, and it was important to plan the
Sunday drive on a full tank if possible. There was no running out for groceries if you didn't already have
them, and the Sunday roast beef, leg of lamb or chicken was part of the day in ours as in many households.
My father would stop at the drugstore on his way home from church to pick up a couple of quarts of ice
cream, packed tight by hand into round cardboard containers at the soda counter. To this day Stephen
and I enjoy ice cream on Sundays.
The idea of the Sabbath was that a day to rest, a vacation from chores and duties, was good for human
beings. For myself, I have for many years taken Sundays off. What that means is that I don't do any
unnecessary tasks that day: no laundry, cleaning, or other housework or similar duties. I try to do only
pleasant activities like writing, and of course sending out my column and Stephen's. Resting for me is
more about taking my time to do what I wish to do than sitting down or taking a nap. It could mean baking
something or trying a special recipe just for fun, or even going somewhere nice for a walk and to take
photos.
I was inspired to write this column by one of my daughters who phoned us up on a Sunday morning we
had taken to sleep in. When I said the reason we were sleeping in was that it was Sunday, she said "Oh,

but when you're retired, every day is Sunday." I told her we took Sundays as special days, and explained
briefly. Being retired for me doesn't mean a rocking chair, it means I have the privilege of choosing what
I want to do when I want to do it as long as I am mindful of deadlines, of course. I do love Sundays, and
cherish the guilt free duty-less hours they hold.
May you take and enjoy a day of rest when you can.
Blessings and best regards, Tasha Halpert
PS How do you feel about Sundays? Do you take a day of rest? Love to hear your comments or stories,
and I always will answer as soon as I can. Please write me at: tashahal@gmail.com

Sweating the Small Stuff
August 22, 2020.
By: Patty L. Fletcher
Website: https://www.amazon.com/Patty-L.-Fletcher/e/B00Q9I7RWG
We’ve all heard it, “Don’t sweat the small stuff.” We all know it, and we try hard as we can not to worry
about things far out of our control. But, sometimes, when it all gets too much, sweating the small stuff is
exactly what we should do.
Earlier today, after I’d had my morning prayer, done all my necessary routines, tended all the things
needing tending, I began to feel a bit of panic. No matter how hard I tried, no matter what I did, it seemed
the walls were closing in around me.
Thoughts of a friend’s sickness, bills owed, for which I’ve no money to pay, of family and dear friends
lost, and how I could seem to do nothing for any of it all crowded into my head and suddenly, I had to get
out!
I laced up my shoes, leashed up my dog, pocketed a bag and my phone, masked up, and grabbed my
cane, then, we flew out the door.
Thankfully, Campbell had energy needing spent because I knew I must walk. First, we walked round
the yard a couple of times. Then, still feeling as if I might simply explode from all life’s pressures pushing
against me, we opened the gate and pounded off down the walk.
We walked to the corner bus stop and back to our house, but that wasn’t enough. No, we still had
energy to burn.
Did Campbell feel my anxiety, or did he have a head of steam of his own? I didn’t know and didn’t care.
I only knew I still felt as if the whole world was crashing round me and so without a glance back, we kept
going.
When Campbell stopped to sniff, I took a moment to breathe deeply and listen to the birdsong in the
trees and enjoyed the feel of the wind rushing through my sweat dampened hair and over my tear
streaked cheeks.
At one spot along our way we came upon a yard with a softly flowing fountain and I stopped to listen
to its soothing sound. I could feel Campbell tugging his leash. Wishing he could go into the yard and play

in the water, and for a moment I was overcome with the sadness of realizing very few of my dreams for
he and I had come true.
All his lifetime with me I’d wanted a yard in which he could run loose and play. A yard where I could
install a small kiddy pool or fountain for him to enjoy. I’d had dreams of so many things over the years
which hadn’t come true and now here we were in the golden years of his life and I suddenly felt so
worthless I could hardly stand to be.
But, as we kept walking and his tail wagged happily against my leg, I realized that Campbell was happy
just being with me and all at once that was enough.
As the wind blew and the birds sang, I decided to cast my cares off and to just be there with him in his
moment of joy.
I could do nothing about that which was wrong in my life but by the Gods I could enjoy what was right.
I knelt there on the walk and throwing my arm round my big dog I sang…
“You are my Bubba, my great big Bubba.
You make me happy every-day.
You’ll never know, how much I love you, but in my heart you always will stay.
And together you and I will work and play.”
Giving a snort and toss of his head, he licked my face and wagged his tail, I stood and together we made
our way back home.
He was tired out when we got to the porch and staggered a bit as we went up the two steps to the
door. Once again, I was reminded of his age, of how much time had passed, and how fragile life can be.
Now, as I sit here listening to his snoring, I know that somehow, some way, everything will be OK. Is
OK. And I’m glad.
The walk did us good. My access energy is spent, and I believe I can go on with the rest of the day.
I refuse to focus on my friend’s sickness and instead I see her well. I refuse to focus on that which I
don’t have and demand instead to have more of what I do.
I know that I and those I love are in the palm of the creator and though fear gnaws round the edges of
my belief I hold fast to the fact that…
There is no part of my body which does not belong to the Goddess.
There is no part of my life which does not belong to the Goddess.
I am she, and she is me.
We are one, yet we are we.
My friend will be well.
The power bill will be paid.
The internet bill will be paid.
I will find the funds for all the rest I need, and even a few things I want and desire, and I know that this
is so.
If the creator can care for the birds in the trees, and all the other creatures of the earth then so are all
things cared for.
I thank you for the sun.
Thank you now day’s begun, all my needs, wants and desires they’re met.
I thank you for that which I have and for that which I have not yet.
I thank you when day is through, I will still be me, and you will still be you.
Light my path.
Guide my way.
Give me that which to do and say.
So! Mote! It! Be!

Blessid Be!
Amen!
I believe and it is so!

READING WITH THE AUTHORS…
Review of Eric Holtaus' book, The Future Earth - a Radical Vision for What's Possible in the
Age of Warming and Inspired Poems
By: Charles Portolano, Editor/Publisher of The Avocet Magazine

***EDITOR’S NOTE
I’ve edited slightly so as to be able to share Charles’s offering here in The Writer’s Grapevine.
Please get in touch with Charles to subscribe to the Wednesday and Saturday emails from The Avocet
Magazine and to purchase the print edition.
To learn more about the book visit: https://a.co/b8r1zfN
To submit to the fall edition of The Avocet Magazine continue reading after Charles’s review and inspired
poems.
Eric Holtaus' book, The Future Earth - a Radical Vision for What's Possible in the Age of Warming, was an
amazing read!
The first 70 pages told of what is horribly happening now, scary stuff to digest, but, then the rest of this
possible, positive book lays out a plan, decade by decade, to future we will want to own and a proud
legacy to be known by all future generations, who will be forever grateful to us for banding, bonding,
together to save the only home we will ever have to call our own. This book inspired a number of poems
and over two dozen haiku, it was a thought-provoking, exhilarating reading experience, making me want
to fight for Mother Earth and to leave behind a better world my daughter will happily in live.
When I finished the book, I sat down and wrote these two poems... with a big smile on my face, for I now
know we have a plan that together we can pull off to reclaim our only home...

The Coming Revolt
I am a nobody
standing before this cyclops,
with this pen as my wooden stake,
standing before this myopic fool,
who traps us to a destiny
of dire death,
drunk in his power over all of us.
I am a nobody

being shouted down upon,
a puny being in his eye,
being forced to know fear
of a future of being eaten alive
by the ugly forces of Nature
with the rising, angry seas
and this blind cyclops’ allies
ready to come defend him
when he starts screaming
out in protest for I
have grown tired of his taunts,
but I am a nobody
no need to fear me,
but an army of nobodies
can change the world,
if and only if, we band together
to stand up finally, to demand
finally, to free ourselves
from a life with no future,
no hope, only a slow death,
where first the weak shall fall,
then the rest of us, so let us not
ride on the underbellies of sheep,
let us stand together joined
in the good fight against these
foul cyclops around the world
who govern with an iron fist
to keep us down, keep us from
banding together an army of
nobodies who can take down
those who rule by cruelty,
whose greed their only need,
let us band together
to ride out the coming storm…

Deep Inside Ourselves
Deep in the sea,
oh, deep in the sea
where darkness rules
the warming waters are
percolating causing great grief,

changing migration patterns,
killing our coral reefs.
High in the Alps, the Andres,
high in the Himalayas,
and on both of the Poles
the warming snow
flows down their crying faces
of the once frozen ice, now
escaping into the warming seas.
Rising sea levels,
oh, rising sea levels
now leaves so many homeless
as she takes back her land,
where we all came from
in the beginning of our existence
with our first breath of oxygen.
Breathing in deep is a struggle,
hurts each breath taken
for the young, the old, the sick,
all feel the burn in the back
of their always sore throats,
the endless coughing, just trying
to catch their next breath.
Deep in the back of our minds
where we keep secrets,
we know the end will be coming
for our refusing to choose
a new way to live sharing
fairly all the resources Mother
has to give to all of her children…

Submitting to The Avocet

Due to the COVID-19 virus making everyone’s life more difficult, we have decided to accepted email
submissions or snail-mail submissions for this Fall issue of The Avocet.

We now prefer email submissions - rather than snail-mail.
Save time, money, and paper; please send by email.
Please read the guidelines below before submitting.
Please put Fall/your last name in the email subject line.

Please send your poetry in the body of one email with only one attachment (not four attachments or four
emails) per reading period. In the body of an email and as an attachment is better for us and you when
we are reading/working with your poetry for acceptance into our printed journal.

Here are the submission guidelines for the Fall printed issue of The Avocet
Submission Period – July 1st– August 31
Fall-themed issue
Please read before submitting.

We welcome previously published poems.
Think of the Season when you send us your work. We want Fall-themed poems for the Fall issue, but, of
course, there are those Saving Mother Earth poems that transcend the seasons, they are always welcome
at any time of the year. We love poems with animals in them, even better, poems with humans interacting
with animals out and about in Nature. Send poems written about the beginning of a new season and the
end of a Season. In each issue, we try to present a cubistic view of a season, to display Nature in all her
splendor…
It is such a great honor to be the Editor/Publisher of The Avocet. I love being a poet. I love knowing if I get
an idea, a phrase, or, even a word, it might bring about a poem, from out of nowhere, there onto the
paper, such great fun.
I believe the main purpose and focus of my being an Editor is to promote the best poetry possible in each
issue. I believe Poetry is everywhere, in everyone. I believe if everyone wrote poetry, we would have a
better, kinder, more caring, planet Earth to live on. I believe we as poets belong to a community who has
a fiduciary duty to spread the word of poetry.
I am looking for poetry that moves the reader through the beauty, the peace, and the fury of Nature in all
of its glory. I love poems that have people interacting with nature. I love poems that have animals in their
element. I love poems that have a message! I believe the purpose of poetry is to provoke thought!
My guidelines are based on my experiences as a poet for over the last 23 years.

5 tips to help get your poetry published…
Never write to “To whom it may concern” or editor or, even worse, no name at all. Do your homework
and find out the editor’s (or editors’) name. Please never send a form letter.

Always write a friendly few lines to let the editor know you care about them as people, not just someone
who can publish your poetry. There are always more poets’ poetry than pages to put those poems upon.
You have 5 lines to catch the eye or interest of an editor; make them engaging, make the editor/reader
want to continue reading!
Send a few long (within the guidelines, of course) and a few short poems. Never ask an editor to make an
exception for your work. If the line limit is 39 lines, don’t send poems that are longer.
Always, always, write a Thank you to an editor who is kind enough to publish your work. Believe it or not,
editors are people, too, who have feelings and they also have the power to publish or not to publish your
poetry. It amazes me how few poets do this. I always write a Thank you, always. It is a missed opportunity
to have a closer relationship with your editor when you don’t write them.
There will be four submissions periods. (In our hands, not postmarked)
January 1 - February 28- Spring-themed issue
April 1 - May 31- Summer-themed issue
July 1 - August 31- Fall-themed issue
October 1 - November 30- Winter-themed issue
If you miss the deadline for one of the reading periods your poems will not be considered for the next
reading period! We welcome previously published poems. But no simultaneous submissions. I will not
read submissions that are not addressed to me, Charles. Only one batch of poems submitted per reading
period.
Please no religious references. Send no more than four poems.
One poem per page.
No more than 39 lines per poem. (spaces between stanzas count as lines)
Do not use fancy font, which only confuses the scanner.
All poems must be left margin formatted.
Use single spaced lines.
Do not use all Caps in the title.
Please, please type your name/ town and state/email address underneath each poem, thank you.
Please, I want a short bio so I can get to know you, the poets, of the Avocet community better! I don’t
care to hear where you have been published before. Please tell me of your love of Nature.
I welcome previously published poems; if a poem is good enough to get published once before; it probably
deserves to be read again! Of course, please do not send poems that have already appeared in the Avocet.
Please notify me of any change of address. I will not send out another copy to a new address if you fail to
tell me. Also, we mail by bulk mail, which will not be forwarded.

So you know: If you would like to do a Showcase that would go directly into the homes of over 450 Natureloving poets and people of The Avocet community, please put together a short intro about your book for
our/your readers, why you wrote it? How did you come up with the title? If it comes from one of your
poems from the book, please use it as of your three poems for your Showcase. Why the reader should
buy your book? A short write up about you, the author. 3 short reviews.3 poems, if possible, Nature ones.
Please have your info under each poem. The number of pages and poems? How they can buy a signed
copy from you? How much?
This is your showcase so have fun putting it together to get our readers to become your readers of your
book. I have final approval, of course.
Please send in the body of an email a cover photo to be included in your Showcase.
There is a $25 fee for your Showcase and a signed copy of your book if you are a subscribing member and
$50 +a signed copy if you are not. There is a $25 fee for each hyperlink included in your Showcase,
including websites.
A Poetry Challenge for all Nature-loving poets in 2020.I love writing Saving Mother Earth Challenge poems.
I am always on the lookout for an article about our wondrous Mother Earth. Please find an issue about
our precious planet and take the Saving Mother Earth Challenge, and, then send it to us to share with the
community…
Please write a poem for Mother Earth, let her know of your love…
We all call Earth our home - Have your voice be heard through your words!!!
Please do not send those poems that have already been in The Weekly Avocet.
Saving Mother Earth for the Next Generation
Please put Saving Mother Earth Challenge/your last name in the subject line of your email and send to
angeldec24@hotmail.com
If you would like to become a subscribing member of The Avocet community and help us in our mission
of promoting Nature poetry –for just $24 you receive 4 printed issues of The Avocet (64 pages of pure
Nature poetry) and 52 weeks of The Weekly Avocet, every weekend, directly sent into your email box. A
steal of a deal, and, we believe, the best in all the small presses.
Please make out your check to The Avocet and send to the address shown below. You may also send your
snail mail submissions here as well.
The Avocet
P.O. Box 19186
Fountain Hills, AZ 85269
To submit via email Send to:
cportolano@hotmail.com

Thank you for supporting Nature poetry and The Avocet community.
Charles, Vivian, and Valerie Portolano, Editors
I look forward to reading your Fall submissions.
Be well, be safe,
“Inaworldwhereyoucanbeanything,bekind.”- Dr. Seuss

POETRY PLACE…
The Joke
By Joan Myles
http://www.jewniquelymyself.com

Something about seeing your house from here
Beyond the cruelty of this moment
The pain and degradation
The fear in a young man’s eyes
Far off in the distance
Home
Where children have enough
To survive
To grow into their own skins
To attempt flying
It’s not just a joke you say
It’s all there is
And yes I can see it now

Hands of Time
By Kyrena Lynch 2020
Hands of time tick by
Like whispers of things to come
Things that have been
Things that are.
Long vines caress stone
In a loving embrace
As ghosts flicker on by
Lovers and fighters
Young and old.
Leaving marks engraved
In ancient trees
And crumbling stone
The earth remembers
Even id humanity’s memory
Is gone.

HEALTH WORLD…
The COVID-19 pandemic has taken a mighty toll on me.
Once I realized the impact Social Distancing has had on my physical wellbeing, I concluded that if I was
having issue due to all the stillness caused by the lockdown happening round the world then most likely
so were lots of others.
I knew then that I must try and help those reading The Writer’s Grapevine recover as much as I could, and
so I began to look for articles which would be useful to us all.
The Smorgasbord Café Blog Magazine has been a great resource of health columns for me over the past
few years. I reached out to its author Sally Cronin to see if she might consider becoming a regular
contributor of Health World.
She wrote back to say that while she was flattered that I would consider her for my magazine, she just
didn’t have the time to do it.
At first, I was disappointed, then inspiration struck. I wrote her back and requested permission to use
partial columns from her new series with read more links leading to the posts on her blog included and
she wrote back with her blessing.
I strongly encourage you to make use of the read more link provided, visit her blog, and read the rest of
each one.
These columns began in May and I’ll be featuring them in order as they appeared on the blog. My thanks
to Sally for allowing her work to be used here. And now, this month’s column.

Smorgasbord Health Column – Project 101 – Resilience – Weight Loss Hack No 2 –
Improving lung function No 2, Musical Therapy by Sally Cronin | Smorgasbord
Blog Magazine
May 21, 2020
YesterdayI shared a way to make some small changes to your diet that would save you30lbsof body fat
a year without causing too much effort. Today another tactic I used when I was losing my own 150lbs and
found bathroom scales accurate but not always motivating.

And it is motivation and making progress with weight loss and toning up that makes all the difference,
especially if you need to lose more than a stone in weight.

I was size 32 UK when I started and wore tent like dresses and skirts. I saw a black velvet dress with a
cream satin trim and small straps in a size 18 that I fell in love with. It was expensive at the time in 1996

at £75 but I took the plunge and bought it. It hung on the outside of my wardrobe in a clear plastic cover
in my bedroom for the next 18 months, and it was the first thing I saw when I got up in the morning.
I would get it out of its wrapper once a week and hold it up against me in the mirror. I did this for about
a year, and then I had lost sufficient weight to get it up as far as my hips… and I then tried it on every
week until 6 months later I wore it for the first time. I had visualised myself in that dress so many times
and it was the most amazing feeling when it finely fit. I don’t have a photo of me in my dress but here
is one with another little black number that I used to wear when I was in my early 30s which was a
size 16 and fitted after 2 years of my eating programme.
To continue reading visit: https://smorgasbordinvitation.wordpress.com/2020/05/21/smorgasbordhealth-column-project-101-resilience-improving-lung-function-no-2-weight-loss-hack-no-2-improvinglung-function-no-2-musical-therapy-by-sally-cronin/

FAVORITE LINKS OF THE MONTH…
Article on Casey Mathews of WebFriendlyHelp: https://www.afb.org/aw/21/8/17140
Talk to Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing: https://campbellsworld.wordpress.com/talk-to-tell-it-to-theworld-marketing-podcast-listening-page/
Blog Promo from Annie Chiappetta: https://fabulousandbrunette.blogspot.com/2020/07/a-string-ofstories-from-heart-to.html
The Consumer Vision Magazine: http://www.consumervisionmagazine.com
The Wheel of the Year: https://grannymoon.wordpress.com/2020/08/03/the-wheel-of-the-year/
Eyes On Success Podcast: http://www.EyesOnSuccess.net

CLOSING…
Writer’s Grapevine Review…
Before I leave you for another month, I’d like to share with you what one of our contributors has to say
about The Writer’s Grapevine, and to encourage you readers to write us to let us know what you think of
our work.
Hi, my name is Jo Pinto.
I’m the author of ‘DADDY WON’T LET MOM DRIVE THE CAR: TRUE TALES OF PARENTING IN THE DARK’
(COPYRIGHT 2019)
I contribute something to the Grapevine almost every month. Sometimes it's a recipe; sometimes it's a
reflection or a poem; sometimes it's a how-to piece on grammar or punctuation. I look forward to reading
the short stories, health and tech tips, inspirational pointers, and diverse poetry I always find. I've rarely
seen so much variety in such a compact magazine before. Check it out!
To learn more about me feel free to visit my website at: http://www.amazon.com/author/jepinto

Subscribe and contribute to The Writer’s Grapevine…
writersGV@groups.io
This group is for readers and reader contributors of The Writer’s Grapevine.
The writer’s Grapevine is a monthly news and literary magazine featuring Writers, Small Business and
Nonprofits.
In each issue you’ll find a variety of Articles, Essays, Short Stories and Poems for your enjoyment and
education.
Subscribing to this group will allow you to…
•Receive monthly editions of the magazine and all things related.
•Be in direct contact with magazine contributors. And…
•Have conversations about what you read.
There are only a few group rules and they are…
•No flaming or racist comments and absolutely no…
•Bullying.
We will be respectful and kind to all who subscribe.
To Subscribe send a blank email to: writersGV+subscribe@groups.io

The Writer’s Grapevine is now taking paid ad submissions.
Ad requirements are…
Advert wordcount 300-500

Font size .12
Font type Calibri
One website per ad
One photo if desired in either JPG or PNG format attached.
Photo file must be titled to reflect the content of the photo
No imbedded photos.
No Zip files and no PDF files.
Cost…
One-time ad: $5.00
Reoccurring ad space for three months is: $20.00
Six-months: $40.00
One-year: $80.00
We take payment via PayPal.
We are also accepting guest writer contributions.
Send ad or guest writer contributor queries to the email address shown below.

This ends The Writer’s Grapevine August Harvest Edition.
I hope you’ve enjoyed reading it as much as I have enjoyed putting it together.
As requested throughout, if you’ve comments, questions, or contributions get in
touch at: patty.volunteer1@gmail.com
Thanks for reading.
May Harmony find You, Blessid Be.

ABOUT PATTY L. FLETCHER
Patty L. Fletcher lives in Kingsport Tennessee where she works full time as a Writer with the goal of
bridging the great chasm which separates the disAbled from the non-disAbled. And as a Social Media
Promotional Assistant.
She is the owner and creator of Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing (Author, Blogger Business Assist), and is
the published author of two books, Campbell’s Rambles: How a Seeing Eye Dog Retrieved My Life and
Bubba Tails From the Puppy Nursery At The Seeing Eye: Volume One. She can also be found in two
anthologies which are, ‘December Awethology Light’and ‘A Treasure Chest of Children’s Tales’.
She is now working on her third book which is to be a memoir trilogy called, ‘Pathway To Freedom: Broken
and Healed’.
For more details visit:
https://www.amazon.com/Patty-L.-Fletcher/e/B00Q9I7RWG

To read The Writer’s Grapevine on the web visit: https://campbellsworld.wordpress.com/writersgrapevine/

