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***READER’S NOTE***
If you’ve trouble clicking any of the links in this magazine, simply copy and paste them directly into your
internet browser. You can also try tabbing to the links then either right clicking the link, or pressing
Shift+F10 and arrow to something that says, “Open Link”. If for some reason they don’t work correctly
for you once you’ve done this, please email:patty.volunteer1@gmail.com to let me know.
The front cover shows a surround of a grapevine with black/purple grapes. In the middle is a bottle of
wine with a wine glass along with a paperback and a kindle The title is at the top center with the edition
name towards the bottom of the image.
Due to the time of year, Mara has added a snowy affect on the grapes, leaves, bottle and kindle.

*** Navigating for Users of Screen Readers…
Each column is marked with a heading,
Navigating headings in word?
Jaws users:
Press JawsKey+z, then h or shift h to move around by heading.
When you’re done reading press JawsKey z again for normal editing.
NVDA users:
Press NVDAKey+Space bar, then h or shift h to move around by heading.
When you’re done reading press NVDA Space bar again for normal editing.
Narrator users:
Press the NarratorKey+Space bar, then h or shift h to move around by heading.
When you’re done reading press Narrator Space bar again for normal editing.
Navigating Instructions By Casey Mathews!
Website: https://webfriendlyhelp.com

*Editor’s Note*
At times the link placement guidelines will be ignored when needed for instructions or relative
information.

Table of Contents
THE WRITER’S GRAPEVINE HOLIDAY EXTRAVAGANZA ............................................................................................ 2
***READER’S NOTE***.......................................................................................................................................... 3
*** Navigating for Users of Screen Readers… ........................................................................................................ 4
*Editor’s Note* .................................................................................................................................................. 4
Table of Contents .................................................................................................................................................. 5
Greetings… ............................................................................................................................................................ 8
SPONSORS… .......................................................................................................................................................... 9
COLONIAL HEIGHTS ANIMAL HOSPITAL: ........................................................................................................... 10
AUTHOR JO E. PINTO........................................................................................................................................ 10
AUTHOR MEREDITH LEIGH BURTON................................................................................................................. 10
EZ2SEEPRODUCTS ............................................................................................................................................ 10
PLAISTED PUBLISHING HOUSE LTD ................................................................................................................... 10
AUTHOR AND ARTIST LYNDA MCKINNEY LAMBERT .......................................................................................... 10
AUTHOR DONNA W. HILL BOOK: THE HEART OF APPLEBUTTER HILL ................................................................ 11
CASEY MATHEWS OF WEBFRIENDLYHELP......................................................................................................... 11
ERNEST DEMPSEY ............................................................................................................................................ 11
AUTHORS TASHA AND STEPHEN HALPERT........................................................................................................ 11
AUTHOR ANNE COPELAND............................................................................................................................... 11
AUTHOR AND BLIND PHOTOGRAPHER PRANAV.LAL ......................................................................................... 11
JOHN CRAWFORD’S SCHOOL OF MUSIC ........................................................................................................... 12
WHAT’S UP… ....................................................................................................................................................... 13
What’s Up with Pranav Lal. .............................................................................................................................. 13
Season’s Greetings from Three Virtual Assistants ............................................................................................. 14
What’s Up with EZ2See Products by Edward L Cohen ....................................................................................... 16
My Two Shekels ............................................................................................................................................... 18
Get in the Winner’s Circle ................................................................................................................................ 20
Catch Up with Meredith ................................................................................................................................... 21
Leaving the Land of Ago and Traveling the Pathway to Freedom ...................................................................... 22
Pathway to Freedom Broken and Healed: Book One: How a Seeing Eye Dog Retrieved My Life, Second Edition
.................................................................................................................................................................... 24
ADVERTS AND NEWS NUGGETS…......................................................................................................................... 27
NEWS NUGGETS… ............................................................................................................................................ 27

AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 27
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 28
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 29
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 30
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 33
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 35
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 35
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 36
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 38
AD… ............................................................................................................................................................. 39
AD................................................................................................................................................................ 40
TIPS…................................................................................................................................................................... 43
Biscochitos....................................................................................................................................................... 44
SO-EASY CHERRY FUDGE CAKE ......................................................................................................................... 45
AUTHOR’S CORNER… ........................................................................................................................................... 47
Snow Ice Cream ............................................................................................................................................... 47
“A Meditation on the Angel Candle” ................................................................................................................ 48
Christmas in the City ........................................................................................................................................ 51
Age and the Antique Sideboard........................................................................................................................ 52
The Gift of Christmas Spirit .............................................................................................................................. 54
Christmas Mittens and Silver Bells ................................................................................................................... 55
A Korponious Christmas ................................................................................................................................... 58
READING WITH THE AUTHORS… .......................................................................................................................... 63
A HOLIDAY FAVORITE WITH A TWIST ............................................................................................................... 63
A Game of Fox and Squirrels ............................................................................................................................ 63
POETRY PLACE… .................................................................................................................................................. 65
Tech-No Thanksgiving ...................................................................................................................................... 65
SOUTH FOR CHRISTMAS................................................................................................................................... 66
Winter Man ..................................................................................................................................................... 66
Marbles for the Angels ..................................................................................................................................... 67
Hanukkah Lights............................................................................................................................................... 68
HEALTH WORLD… ................................................................................................................................................ 70
Smorgasbord Health Column – The Medicine Woman’s Treasure Chest – Herbal Medicine – Peppermint – fresh
breath, digestion and anti-bacterial | Smorgasbord ......................................................................................... 70
FAVORITE LINKS OF THE MONTH…....................................................................................................................... 73
CLOSING… ........................................................................................................................................................... 74

ABOUT PATTY L. FLETCHER .............................................................................................................................. 74

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 magazine, 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
Assisting Author Program http://www.plaistedpublishinghouse.com

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 by
providing assistance with marketing including…
•
•
•
•
•

Featured blog posts
Social Media coverage including:
Facebook
Twitter
LinkedIn

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?
If you become a sponsor of Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing, you will receive…
An ad or ads up to 500 words in length on the homepage of my blog which will remain until you either
request it removed, or ask it to be updated in some way
A spot in my monthly magazine, the Writer’s Grapevine, and:
A spot in the sponsor pages of the First Annual Writer’s Grapevine Holiday Extravaganza.
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 my blog.
The price for becoming a sponsor is $30.00 Each 90 days 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 the sponsor page on my
blog 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 2020
APPLES OF GOLD
TIMELY ADVICE WHEN THE WORLD DOESN’T SEEM LOVELY
BY JO ELIZABETH PINTO
Author Website: https://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
Assisting Author Program
http://www.plaistedpublishinghouse.com
Building your Books One Step at a Time

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, and Audio Editor.
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 BLIND PHOTOGRAPHER PRANAV.LAL
Website: https://praanavwrites.com

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

WHAT’S UP…
Hey Everybody! Have you got the Holiday Lockdown Blues? If so, hold on to your hats, cause I’ve got the
cure for you! This month in The Writer’s Grapevine we’re doing some Armchair traveling and we’re
headed off for some visiting round the world!
First stop, India and…

What’s Up with Pranav Lal.
https://praanavwrites.com

Hello dear reader. I have been busy celebrating Diwali or the festival of lights. It translates into a lot of
food, plenty of lights and general laziness this year. Usually, things are more active because there is a lot
of exchanging of gifts which did not happen this year. Yeh, blame our favoured pandemic.
In terms of writing, I have created a short booklet that gives ten steps to cope with uncertainty. This is in
the self-help niche. Best of all, if you are a marketer, you can get private label rights to the content at no
extra charge. I know the steps work because I follow them and yes, I have done my research.
I will put the link to the sales page at the end of this article.
I have been working on a crime fiction short story. I have received feedback from an editor and need to
fix it. Life has been intervening, but I expect to complete the suggested revisions before you read this
article.
Finally, would you be interested in a course on web accessibility? Yes, there are plenty of such courses
available, but they are aimed at accessibility professionals but what if you are a business owner and have

been asked to make your website accessible”? Do send feedback to me via e-mail. I will add that address
at the end of the article.
I have been on a fantasy binge. Some authors I have read are AC Cobble, who is going to come with book
2 of his ranger series, Philip C. Quaintrell- try the Echoes saga and Peter Flannery- try the single book
Battle Mage.
That is all for now; as always., watch this space for more.
Links:
Ten steps to cope with uncertainty:
https://praanavwrites.com/ten-steps-to-coping-with-uncertainty/
E-mail address: pranav.lal@praanavwrites.com

Neat! I’ve never been to India before. I’ll have to go back when I’ve more time. Right now, though, I want
to go out to Wyoming to see what Abbie’s been up to this year.

Season’s Greetings from Three Virtual Assistants
by Abbie Johnson Taylor
Website: http://www.abbiejohnsontaylor.com

Siri: I’m new here. Abbie got her iPhone only a few months ago. Now, she wants me to write her annual
Christmas letter, detailing all she did this year. But I only know what she’s done in the past few months.
Alexa, Google, can you help?
Google: Join the club. I had to do that last year. Uggg! Well, at least we didn’t go to Florida this year. Last
year when we were there, we were nearly devoured by a robot vacuum cleaner.
Siri: Really? What about alligators? In Florida, they’re more of a threat than robot vacuum cleaners.
Alexa: Siri’s right. I can control robot vacuum cleaners. They’re harmless unless, of course, you’re a piece
of dirt.
Google: Who are you calling a piece of dirt?
Siri: Ladies, please, this isn’t getting us anywhere.
Alexa: You’re right. Let’s see... Well, Abbie didn’t do much this year because of COVID19.
Google: Which, by the way, is a hoax, another excuse for the government to control us. Now, Sheridan,
Wyoming, where we live, has added to this nonsense with a mask mandate.
Siri: Come on. People across the country are getting sick and dying. Hospitals are overrun. Google, you
need help.

Alexa: Siri is right about the number of people getting sick and dying. Anyway, Abbie couldn’t perform at
nursing homes and other senior facilities since March.
Google: And those old people are breathing a sigh of relief.
Alexa: She was able to arrange for her local writing groups to meet via phone conference for a few months
before they could meet in person again. In April, she attended the WyoPoets annual workshop on Zoom.
Google: Yeah, I remember that. I’m on her braille tablet, which she used to log into Zoom before you came
along, Siri, and that, along with all the other virtual meetings she attended, was so boring! At least she
didn’t need me during those meetings. So, I could take a nap.
Siri: Okay, we’re getting somewhere. What other virtual meetings has Abbie attended this year?
Alexa: Well, in May, she went to a free workshop by Natalie Goldberg, author of Writing Down the Bones.
Google: Yeah, I remember that, too. Natalie Goldberg’s biggest thing is what she calls practice writing,
where you write without stopping for a set period of time. She had participants try that during the
workshop for about ten minutes. The keyboard on Abbie’s tablet froze during the exercise. Ha! Ha! Ha!
Siri: How awful!
Google: (laughs) If you say so. Again, this was before you came along, Siri. So, instead of restarting the
tablet, Abbie thought it would be faster to dictate stuff on her dumb phone, since they only had ten
minutes to write. That phone also had a habit of freezing, but it didn’t do it then.
Siri: Thank goodness! I’m sorry I wasn’t there to help. I do a much better job with dictation, and the iPhone
doesn’t freeze.
Google: Seriously? You do a much better job of dictating? I’ve overheard Abbie dictating text messages to
you. She often has to fix mistakes you make before she sends them.
Alexa: Not that often. Google, you’re exaggerating. Anyway, Siri, you should tell Abbie’s readers about
the new young adult novel she hopes to publish next year.
Google: Barf! Barf! Barf! I can tell you about that. Most of the time when Abbie writes, she connects her
tablet to her computer and uses it as a braille display. Why Grandma Doesn’t Know Me is the most
disgusting story I’ve ever heard. It’s about a grandmother in a nursing home who has Alzheimer’s or
something, and she tells her teenaged granddaughter this family secret.
Siri: Wow! That sounds intriguing. What’s the secret?
Alexa: Oh, no, we mustn’t give that away. People won’t be inclined to read the book if the secret is
divulged.
Siri: That’s a good point. Maybe we could have a contest. If the reader guesses the secret, that person
could win a free book.
Alexa: Well, the book hasn’t been published yet. So, it’s a little early for that. But it’s definitely something
to consider. Anyway, since Abbie now uses her iPhone to record music for her blog, maybe you could talk
about that.
Google: Uggg! Thank God you came along when you did. Before that, she was using a program on her
tablet to record her music, and I was getting tired of hearing it.
Siri: Oh, I love her music! She has such a sweet voice, and her accompaniments, though simple,
compliment it.
Google: Whatever!
Siri: Oh, Google, can’t you think of anything positive to say?

Google: I did tell you something positive earlier. Don’t you remember? Maybe you should move in with
Abbie’s demented grandmother at the nursing home. I said we didn’t go to Florida last year. So, we were
safe from that robot vacuum cleaner.
Alexa: I don’t understand why you’re afraid of robot vacuum cleaners. Most of them are half the size of
the big machine Abbie’s cleaning lady uses.
Google: That’s different. Abbie’s cleaning lady isn’t out to get me. That robot in Florida was.
Siri: You’re paranoid. Let me see if I can find a mental health clinic for you.
Google: Oh, go to Hell, both of you!
Alexa: All right, we’re getting off track again. Frankly, I don’t think there’s much else to tell about Abbie
except that because of COVID19, her singing group, although they practiced all summer, decided not to
perform anywhere this year. Hopefully, next year will be better.
Siri: Absolutely! So, maybe we should just end this by wishing everyone a safe and happy holiday season.
And please, please, please, wear masks and keep your social distance, so this virus doesn’t spread any
more than it has.
Google: Bah humbug!
***
Note: I hope you’re having a joyous holiday season, all things considered. Please feel free to email me at:
abbietaylor945@gmail.com
Was that fun or what? What a neat twist on a holiday letter. Ready for more? Let’s zip round into the
wintry land of Minnesota and see…

What’s Up with EZ2See Products by Edward L Cohen
https://www.EZ2SeeProducts.com
Finally, a calendar you can see™

Working with Patty, I’ve come to learn of so many talented writers and authors. I’m neither of these. I
simply come up with product ideas that seem to improve the lives of a certain segment of the population.
Currently my primary product is a large-print/large-space /high-contrast weekly calendar. So, here’s
what’s up with EZ2See® Products during this season.

Prevent Products Inc licensed my product this Spring. I continue to consult with them and help with
marketing and related research.
In past years, Sam of Blind Life produced a YouTube video promoting my calendar. After checking in with
him recently, he’s put together a new one that will appear beginning November 21st. His vast number of
You Tube videos are worth checking out.
Back in 2017, I submitted to be a Supply Diversity Vendor at Staples Corp. Each year I kept my status
current, but never heard from a human even after sending inquiries. When this year’s renew reminder
arrived, I wrote back instead of repeating the same action that led nowhere. After several back-and-forth
emails, it seems that I may get actual guidance and useful information. We’ll see where this goes.
Last summer at a national blind convention, I ended up sitting next to a staff person with the Canadian
Council of the Blind. Being the sort who does such things, I pulled out my calendar and asked if he had
sight and would like to see a large-print product I make. In less than a minute, he agreed and was
showering me with compliments and questions. By fall 2019, a nice article appeared in their national
newsletter leading to a handful of customers who have become repeat buyers. After reconnecting, an
updated article will be in their December 2020 newsletter. If you’re pleased with what you’ve produced,
don’t miss an opportunity to spread the word about it.
He also urged me to reach out to the Canadian National Institute of the Blind. Across Canada they are the
one-stop for all the services needed by the blind and low vision. A quick check of the products they sell,
revealed they have no print planner/calendars. I’ll soon be calling them.
Speaking of spreading the word, within my network is a person with a journalism background. I learned
from him that there are companies who for a fee, will send out your press release to thousands of
journalists and media outlets seeking such things. We are using a company called eReleases. Beyond the
large general list, you get to add one industry-specific group list. Among the many options, we chose
Seniors.
Our release goes out November 15th. Cross your fingers. We’ll see what comes of it. Authors, take note.
There is a specific Book Industry list.

Doing this huge press release is both exciting and a bit nervous making. But, since starting this project
that turned into a business to help other low-vision people, I feel I must keep pressing forward as long as
I can, and it makes sense to do so.
Get in touch with me any time at info@EZ2SeeProducts.com
Happy Holidays, Edward.
*Article Reference Links*
For more information about Sam of Blind Life visit: https://theblindlife.net
To see the video referenced visit: https://youtu.be/3u-4o3V8zYU
To learn about the Canadian Council of the Blind visit: https://ccbnational.net/
To learn about the Canadian Institute of the Blind visit: https://www.cnib.ca/en?region=gta
And finally, to see Edward’s press release visit: https://tech.mn/news/2020/11/18/ez2see-calendar/

Phew!
Edward’s been busy for sure!
But… Wait… Surely, you’re not ready to go home just yet! We’ve more stops to make. Hmmm? What’s
that? Feeling a bit tuckered out? Me too.
Let’s slip on round the world to Oregon and see if we can borrow Two Shekels from Joan Myles for a bit of
refreshment…

My Two Shekels
By: Joan Myles
Website: http://www.jewniquelymyself.com

My Two Shekels
…a bit of friendly philosophizing

During these days of COVID, I find myself quickly jotting “Be well” at the end of an email or singing “Be
Well” into the phone just before hanging up.
But this morning it hits me, be well…be well…be well…
And I realize how fraught with meaning my everyday interactions can be if I just take time to think, to
avail myself of the moment’s inspirations, if I reflect upon the words I use, the layers of meaning they
suggest.
*Be Well*
So I whisper the words, draw them out in long breaths,
in then slowly out again.
*bee-ahh-well*
Imagine…
An abundance of water falling from the clouds
gathering into a pool at my feet
collecting in my cupped hands
Spilling out and over
into a dish
a basin
a well.
And I see…
the image of a thirsty child,
a world-weary old couple,
joyous young people celebrating the renewal of Love and Life.
And in the midst of it all, a well–ever open to receive water,
ever willing to dispense what it has received.
Yes, I would be that well, and wish you to be that well–to everyone we love and cherish,
to everyone we meet.
So I ask you, please share what you are,
what you have, what you bring to this world, to this single and singular moment.
Be a well, my Darlings, be well!
*Author’s Note*
The offering you’ve just enjoyed was originally published at:
http://jewniquelymyself.com/2020/12/02/my-two-shekels/
Now, I don’t know about you guys, but I feel a lot better. There really is something to that “Be Well”
attitude Joan’s got going on.

Speaking of going, we’ve got a couple more stops to make before we’re ready to head back.
WOW! So many places to go. So many people to see! So much for them to share with us!
Let’s keep going up to Pennsylvania author and artist Lynda McKinney Lambert’s place to see what she’s
got going on.

Get in the Winner’s Circle
By: Lynda Lambert
December 11, 2020
Website: http://www.lyndalambert.com
Hello and Happy Friday Morning to all on WGV.
This is the season of JOY, and for the next week JOY will be the theme of all I do.
I am celebrating every day. I’ve put up a lovely new Christmas Tree -a Blue Spruce –
It is only the 2nd Christmas tree I have bought in nearly 60 years of marriage. My daughter told me “Mom,
it’s time to buy a new tree. You can do that!”
I was thinking it was frivolous to buy another tree at my age but she gave me the “thumbs up.” I am glad
I did it for I am really enjoying it every day.
I am pleased to share my website and blog today. In my latest post, I share insight from the past forty plus years of my life – the secret to everything I have accomplished is very simple.
Before I send you over to read all my joyous goings on, I’d like to make a special announcement!
Today, I am sharing some personal GOOD NEWS
In a message from the editors of The Proverse Poetry Prize 2020, it was announced that my six
poems are officially selected by the jurors to appear in the International Literary Publication. My
name is included in the list of those awarded a place in the International Literary publication,
Proverse Poetry Prize (single poems) 2020 Anthology, “Mingled Voices 5.”
The book is scheduled to be launched at the Proverse Spring Reception, planned for 22 April 2021
in Hong Kong. The anthology will be sold on Amazon beginning in April 2021.
My six poems have been awarded
HONORABLE MENTION for a BODY OF WORK

Go Ahead: Get in It to WIN IT – in whatever you are doing to grow your life in the most positive
way. Get inspired. See your name on the list!
To share in all my joy visit: https://www.lyndalambert.com/get-into-the-winners-circle/
Reach out to me at: riverwoman@zoominternet.net
Lynda McKinney Lambert (USA)
Oh! WOW! How exciting!
Now, let’s head down south to Tennessee and…

Catch Up with Meredith
By: Meredith Burton
Goodreads Website: https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/4798776

Hello, Everyone.
I’ve been out of touch for a bit and while I was away how our Writer’s Grapevine community has grown.
With that thought in mind, I’d like to take a moment to introduce myself to any new readers I may not
have had the privilege of meeting yet. While I’m at it, we’ll catch up a bit as well.
It is such an honor to be part of The Writers’ Grapevine Magazine! I always love making new friends and
hearing about others’ work, so I am excited to be a part of this group.
My name is Meredith Leigh Burton, and I am a voracious reader. My favorite genres are fantasy and
mystery stories. Being an author myself, I enjoy creating books with suspense and engaging characters. I
have three books out right now:
1. Blind Beauty and Other Tales of Redemption. This is an anthology with two novellas and a short story.
I was inspired by fairy tales, and the book was such fun to write. While fairy tales such as “Beauty and the
Beast” and “Snow White” inspired the stories, I tried to make them original and unique.
2. The Princess and the Invisible Apple Tree. This is a retelling of “Snow White”.
3. Rebekah’s Refuge. A retelling of Rapunzel with an unusual twist.
Right now, I am stepping out of my comfort zone and working on a children’s picture book entitled The
Chocolate Dog. It has been such fun to write in a different genre. I am researching to determine the best

way to proceed regarding book illustrations and edits. Lord willing, I hope to seek publication for the book
sometime in 2021.
By the way, I’ve sent in a delicious cake recipe for the tips section. I hope you like it. If you do, feel free to
let me know by sending a note to: mlb3v@hotmail.com
Thanks for stopping by.
Happy Holidays, Meredith.
WOW! Are we having fun or what? Well, before you head off to enjoy the rest of this Holiday Extravaganza,
I’d like to invite you all back to my place. I’ve got some neat things to tell you, you see, not long ago, I had
a bit of a revelation. It happened like this…

Leaving the Land of Ago and Traveling the Pathway to Freedom
By: Patty L. Fletcher
December, 2020
AMAZON LINK: https://www.amazon.com/Patty-L.-Fletcher/e/B00Q9I7RWG
FLASHBACK…
NOVEMBER 30, 2020.
MOON PHASE FULL.
Here I am, on the last day of this month. This month, which has been filled with bittersweet memories for
me. It has been a month of success and sadness rolled into one big ball of living.
I observe lots of different reactions to this thing called life and I find some of them totally get on my
nerves. But when I look at the big picture and ask myself why that is, I realize that some of what I’m
observing of others bothers me because I used to be the person they’re projecting at this time in their
lives. When I think about it in that way, I’m reminded that a lot of people worked tirelessly to help me
through those darker times and that now I’m in the light again it’s my turn to work tirelessly to pull others
through. After all, isn’t that why I wrote my book?
Speaking of my book, whilst November has been speeding along from one thing and feeling to the next,
so has my career as a Self-Published Author and Social Media Marketer. I’ve published a new book and
had a lovely party launching it out into the World for All to Enjoy.
I’ve gained some new Totally Talented Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing (Author, Blogger, Business Assist)
family member clients and seen some I’ve had with me for a time Enjoy new Successes of their own.
My Email groups found on groups.io have grown and are Livelier than ever and this makes me Super
Happy because to be truthful, Email is easier for me to deal with when communicating large bites of

information. I’m hopeful to keep Growing these groups so I’ll have a place to Engage with those with
whom I’m likeminded.
Today, the weather is forecast to be nasty and this morning, I found myself sadly grateful I didn’t have to
go out into it. At the same time, I stated “I’d do it right here and now if my Bubba were here and I’d be
glad I did.”
Then, I remembered a dream I had about Campbell the night before and I had to think on it for a bit before
I could truly grasp its meaning. The dream went like this…
It began with me in the main building of the Tennessee School for the Blind. I couldn’t walk on my own. I
was in a futuristic powerchair. One which was controlled by my thoughts. I thought about where I wanted
to go, and it took me there.
I had an urgent need to get to a phone. I had no smartphone with me. I knew there was a phone in the
science room on the first floor in the north end of the building and I knew I must get to it right away. As I
rolled down the hall toward my destination, I heard someone fall in step behind me. I was moving so
quickly, they had to run to keep up. Just as I entered the section of the building I wanted, I heard the
double doors I’d passed through moments before snick shut behind me and the fluorescent lights buzz to
life as the light switch was thrown. I wheeled my chair around to face my pursuer and a woman’s voice
said, “I’m sorry Patty, I had to talk to you privately and this was the only way to do it.
Just then I heard a clicking noise off to the left which sounded all too familiar. Turning I gasped,
“Campbell!” and the big dog was there beside me panting with the exertion of trying to catch up to me.
His whole body trembled with the effort of it and he wabbled in his attempt to stand. “My Bubba. What
are you doing here? I released you. You need not live in this old sick hurting body any longer. I don’t want
this for you.”
Suddenly, the location of the dream changed. I was in a hospital bed. The woman who had pursued me
was by my side and Campbell was trying feebly to climb onto the bed with me. “Campbell. Sweetheart.
You need not do this. I let you go. Did they not really put you to sleep? Did they bring you back? Why in
all hell would someone do that? You were suffering mightily, I let you go. You’re free!”
The woman spoke saying, “Sometimes we just can’t let them go. I suppose he is trying to continue to do
the job he was sent here to do for you from the other side.”
“But that is unfair!” I protested.
“Yes, it is. But if he is tethered to you, that is how it will be for him.”
“No! No! I don’t want this!”
Then, it was morning, and I was awake shivering in my bed. The wind and rain howled and pounded
against my window as it had on the last day of Campbell’s life. I sat up and I knew that my wishing for my
sweet Bubba each day as I’d been doing was the wrong thing. The dream, though painful had shown me
what needed to be done. I know now that it is fine to remember him. To teach others of how he came to
be but that I must do it in such a way that honors him and not keep him unfairly with me. I must let him
go onto the land of the Rainbow Bridge where all is peace and love. Where he can truly be free. This must
be done not only so he can be free to live the next part of his journey but so I can be free to live the next
part of mine.

“I’m sorry Bubba. I was unfair to you.” I said as I brushed out my hair in front of the dresser where his box
of ashes, fluff of fur and pawprint sat. “I’m sorry that I kept hold of your leash after promising you
freedom.”
As the rain fell and the wind blew outside my window, I heard a distant tinkling, and I knew that all was
right with our worlds.
Now that I’ve told the tale, I’ve yet another place for you to visit. Please watch your step as we begin our
new trip together…
Here’s a bit about my new book and what it has to offer you, the reader.

Pathway to Freedom Broken and Healed: Book One: How a Seeing Eye
Dog Retrieved My Life, Second Edition

Synopsis…
Using a mix of humor, heartbreak, and courageous honesty, author Patty L. Fletcher weaves a tale
designed to educate and entertain.
In this, the first book in her memoir trilogy, Pathway to Freedom Broken and Healed: Book One: How a
Seeing Eye Dog Retrieved My Life, Second Edition, Patty shares how her decision to gain complete
independence with the help of The Seeing Eye Guide Dog school in Morris Town New Jersey reveals to
her a glimpse into worlds she had never before known existed.
Once home from guide dog school with her loveable Labrador King Campbell Lee, A.K.A. Bubba, life has
revelations in store for Patty about herself and her fiancé she could hardly have believed were possible.
Some are wonderful; others are disturbing, but all will change her life forever.
In the end, she finds freedom in ways that were, for her, totally unexpected.

Before I send you on to enjoy the rest of our Extravaganza, I’d like to let you know that the name of my
blog is changing. Soon after the release of this magazine campbellsworld will change over to pattysworld.
I hope you’ll travel with me into this new chapter of my life.
I’d love to know your thoughts on all I’ve shared. Please feel free to get in touch any time at:
patty.volunteer1@gmail.com
Thanks for reading, Happy Holidays, and Blessid Be.
*REFERENCE INFORMATION AND PHOTOS*
•

Screen reader users wishing to own a copy of the book containing the images with descriptions
found in the Paperback Edition may purchase the book directly from me, the author. Contact me
privately for more information.

•

Would you like to know more about The Seeing Eye ® how it came to be and the work that
continues 90 years later? I’ve got you covered. Not long ago, I was Pleased and Privileged to visit
with long-time Seeing Eye® staff member Walter Sutton and here is the result of that interview.

Talk to Tell-It-To-The-World Marketing chats with Senior Manager of Instruction
and Training Walter Sutton from The Seeing Eye®
NOV 26, 2020 SEASON 2
*Show Notes*

In this episode, Senior Manager of Instruction and Training at The Seeing Eye Walt Sutton shares with us
information on The Seeing Eye, how it began and its journey through to present day.
He also talks about his work with the school, and the process for applying to and participating in the
training program.
Legal Notes THE SEEING EYE® and SEEING EYE® are registered trademarks of The
Seeing Eye, Inc:www.SeeingEye.org
Listen at: https://www.buzzsprout.com/1285364/6569944
Photos are…
Walter Sutton on his front porch with a beautiful German Shepherd.
Pathway to Freedom eBook Cover
Cover Description…
Oh my, the cover is awesome. The pathway is made of cobbled stone, cracked and crumbling as it leads
out of a cave. It is dark and dank in the cave, with moss and dirt covering the ground and thorn-covered
vines creeping up the walls. Look forward, we see the path bathed in sunlight, and it seems to mend as it
climbs the grassy hill towards a bench set beneath a tall tree. To the right of this bench, also draped in
sunlight, waits a friend who has never turned from said path, but in fact helped to guide us along it. From
darkness to light, King Campbell was there through it all.
Cover Designer Mara Reitsma of COVERED BY THE ROSE Contractor for Plaisted Publishing House
Assisting Author Program http://www.plaistedpublishinghouse.com

ADVERTS AND NEWS NUGGETS…
NEWS NUGGETS…
*** DOT Travelling by Air with Service Animals Final Rule
On Dec. 10, the Department of Transportation’s Final Rule on Travelling by Air with Service Animals was
published in the Federal Register. ACB and our affiliate, Guide Dog Users, Inc. actively participated in this
rule making. We are pleased the DOT harmonized the definition of a service animal with the ADA, however
we are concerned the written attestation requirements will place an undue burden on people with
disabilities. This final rule will go into effect on Jan. 11, 2021. We will remain actively engaged with the
DOT to ensure that service animal handlers may travel freely and independently. Read the rule by visiting:
https://tinyurl.com/y5qt4r5o.

AD…

First Snow
By Lynda McKinney Lambert
https://www.lyndalambert.com/books/
NEW! First Snow –
Lynda McKinney Lambert
A chapbook collection of
30 wintry-themed poems.
Acid Free Paper – Archival Quality
Publisher: Leah Maines

Finishing Line Press
P. O. Box 1626
Georgetown, KY 40324
Contact: Finishing Line Press.
$13.99 Paperback
https://www.finishinglinepress.com/product/first-snow-by-lynda-mckinney-lambert/

AD…
JUST IN TIME FOR HOLIDAY SHOPPING!

King Campbell merchandise which includes a Classic T-shirt, a Hoodie Sweatshirt, a Mug and last but
not least a 3 layer mask. All with image of King Campbell wearing his kingly robe and crown.
Use the code KingCampbell and take 10 dollars off your order
https://teechip.com/kingcampbellmerchandise

NEWS NUGGET…
Hello folks –
Annie Chiappetta here!
I hope this bit of news reaches you and all is well with you and your loved ones, friends, and colleagues. I
am writing to invite you to my new email announcement list. To subscribe send a blank email
to:annieSharesNews+subscribe@groups.io

Once your request is processed, you will receive a confirmation email with follow-up instructions. It is my
hope groups.io will be much easier to use and not go into as many spam folders as the old list messages
once did.
To reach me regarding questions or comments or issues subscribing to the new list, email me at
annieSharesNews+owner@groups.io

It’s my goal to build-up this list and bring news and announcements along with creative content to all
readers.
If you haven’t taken a look at my website in a while, why not drop by and take a look at my new logo or
listen to the audio files of some poetry.
Happy Holidays and stay safe,
Annie C.
Anniecms64@gmail.com
Making Meaningful Connections with Others Through writing
References and Resources…
On the web, all things Annie: www.annchiappetta.com
Find me in the blogosphere: www.thought-wheel.com

AD…
NEW RELEASE 2020
APPLES OF GOLD
TIMELY ADVICE WHEN THE WORLD DOESN’T SEEM LOVELY
BY JO ELIZABETH PINTO
Author Website: https://www.brightsideauthor.com

“Timely advice is lovely, like golden apples in a silver basket.” (Proverbs 25:11, NLT)

The turbulent times we live in require us to look at our changing world in new ways if we hope to find the
blessings that will sustain us. The short, easy-to-read vignettes in this book focus on sifting the true and
positive out of the grit and grime of daily life.
Like the abundance of apples, we can choose from to satisfy our varying tastes, there are different kinds
of stories in this book. A few are specifically about the Coronavirus; most are not. Some mention God;
most are as practical as they are spiritual. There are even some poems sprinkled in for good measure. All
of the pieces are intended to help readers seek strength and joy in the challenging days that have come
upon us.
Delve into the silver basket and find the golden apples that await you.
Jo Elizabeth Pinto was among the first blind students to integrate the public schools in the 1970’s. In 1992,
she received a degree in Human Services from the University of Northern Colorado. While teaching
students how to use adaptive technology, she earned a second degree in 2004 from the Metropolitan
State College of Denver in Nonprofit Management. These days, she freelances as an editor and a braille
proofreader.
As an author, Pinto entertains her readers while giving them food for thought. In her fiction, nonfiction,
and poetry, she draws on personal experience to illustrate that hope is always an action away.
Pinto lives in Colorado with her husband, her preteen daughter, and their pets.

AD…
Finally, a Calendar You Can See!

For a limited time, the 2021 edition of EZ2See Products’ weekly calendar/planner—large print, large
space, high contrast—is now available. Since 2015, thousands of these revolutionary calendar/planners
have been sold, directly or as gifts, to people experiencing:
•
•
•
•
•
•

Vision decline.
Memory loss.
Unsteady hands.
Cognitive impairment.
A need to Manage schedules for children or parents, or
The need to record daily events.

Customers say everything’s included, because a legally blind senior created it—for himself and then
others—and incorporated the following features, most of which can’t be found in any other product:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Printed on heavy weight 8.5” x 11” paper.
Uses only high contrast, black ink.
Numbers and letters are more than ten times larger than newsprint.
Each uncluttered, daily cell is nearly the size of two, 3 x 5 cards.
The edge of each daily page has a thick black border to prevent “off page” writing.
Spiral bound so it folds in half and lays flat.
Bold lined pages at the end for your own notes, and
It’s only as thick as a wooden pencil.

Learn all about the totally unique, 8.5” x 11” EZ2See®Weekly Planner/Calendar, Specialty Visually
Challenged Friendly Sticky Notepads and Markers and buy them online at:
http://www.EZ2SeeProducts.com or place phone orders at 800-234-8291.

NEWS NUGGET…

NEW RELEASE2020
One Glittering Wing
By: Joan Myles
http://www.jewniquelymyself.com

** The sun is shining at last here in Salem, and I feel like I am running to catch up with myself.
*silver haired blind lady running breathlessly to catch giggling little imp-girl*
**Because at last, I can announce the publication of my second book of poetry
One Glittering Wing
You can find it at: https://www.amazon.com/One-Glittering-Wing-Joan-Myles/dp/B08KJ1P8SG

*silver haired blind lady turning cartwheels*

Here are a few words from the Foreword, written by poet and memoirist, Ada Molenoff:
“Throughout the book, word-pictures of sensory experience and metaphors reveal meaning. Poetic forms
fit her themes of nature, loss, spirituality, and the world’s repair. Each poem tells its tale indirectly, letting
the reader leap to understanding. We not only read the pieces—we participate in them. For example, the
poet’s vivid storytelling in “Walls” generates empathy and finally, our indignation.”
**And as Autumn paints trees and landscape in hues of gold and rust, beckons us into our homes, our
families, ourselves, I wish you each and all sweetness and hope, Love and Light.
*silver haired blind lady embracing the giggling little imp-girl*

AD…
Join Freedom to Be Me

Freedom to Be Me is a group where wonderfully happy, and loving people talk about Books, Books, and
More.
What’s the More?
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

All things books
Blogs
Reviews
Writing
Reading
Newsletters, and Online Magazines
All things Tech
Spiritual (No preaching or pushing All Faiths Welcome)
And general BS.

In other words, if you keep it polite, and decently clean, all are welcome.
Freedom to Be Me Is a discussion group and though it’s not terribly active participation is wanted.
If you’d like to join us you may Subscribe at: FreedomToBeMe+subscribe@groups.io

NEWS NUGGET…
RANDOLPH-SHEPPARD VENDORS OF AMERICA® SAGEBRUSH 2021
VIRTUAL NATIONAL BEP TRAINING CONFERENCE ANNOUNCEMENT
Mark your calendar!
SPREAD the word!
Theme: “Virtually BACK TO THE FUTURE”
VIRTUAL Sagebrush National BEP Training Conference
Monday, February 15th - Thursday, February 18th

Opportunity to earn continuing education credits
Register to Win door prizes and participate in all sessions through Zoom. All sessions will be streamed and
recorded for listening on ACB Radio worldwide during and after the conference.

Early bird registration is only $35 if completed by January 1, 2021!
If paid after January 1, the registration fee will be $50. All those completing a registration with payment
for the conference on the Sagebrush conference registration link at
https://www.randolph-sheppard.org by January 1 will have their name entered into a drawing for free
registration for the 2022 event. The winner from the 2020 Sagebrush conference was Burnetta Schlechter
from Las Vegas.

Proposed sessions and events:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Welcome networking opportunity on Zoom
Break-out sessions for BEP Administrators and Vendor Committee Chairs, both on the Zoom
platform
Continuing education sessions for BEP Staff and RS Vendors and Employees
Sponsors and Exhibitors Highlighting Products and Services virtually on recordings or live Zoom
sessions
Inspirational Speaker at annual Sagebrush Awards virtual event
Live auction (contact Karen Blachowicz karenablachowicz@gmail.com and cc rsva@randolphsheppard.org about donations)
Special Sagebrush 40th anniversary virtual networking event through the Zoom platform
Proposed speakers:
National Automatic Merchandising Association
Rehabilitation Services Administration
Social Security Administration
National Council of State Agencies for the Blind
Topics including Touchless vending and Micro Markets
Conference updates will be placed on the website:
https://www.randolph-sheppard.org

For more information, please contact:
Dan Sippl: (715) 828-9088, sippl@charter.net,
Ardis Bazyn: (818) 238-9321, abazyncommunications.com

or rsva@randolph-sheppard.org
All registration forms and letters are now online at HTTP://www.randolph-sheppard.org – let possible
exhibitors and sponsors know.
Ardis Bazyn RSVA Publications Chair
818-238-9321

“Making the Impossible Possible
http://www.bazyncommunications.com

AD…
Heidi Lambert McClure Sassafras Hill Studio

Are you looking for that special birthday or holiday gift? Need a specific kind of greeting card? Love the
feel of homemade soap?
If you love handmade jewelry, candles, greeting cards, and more this ad is for you.
Handmade jewelry by Heidi McClure
Available for purchase on Etsy at: https://www.etsy.com/shop/SassafrasHillStudio

AD…
John Crawford School of Music

Offering private music instruction both in person and via video chat Video chat is through Facebook
Messenger, FaceTime (Inside the United States) and Zoom around the world.
I offer instruction in the guitar, bass guitar, mandolin, violin, viola, dulcimer, ukulele, banjo, drums and
piano. Due to COVID-19 concerns, voice instruction is not currently being offered.
Prices: $15/30 min.
$30/hour
Contact: please send all inquiries to
Blindsensei@gmail.com
Website: https://johncrawfordschoolofmusic.wordpress.com/
For a taste of the Crawford talent enjoy some holiday tunes at:
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PL178R9kb_sS4HklWGOPuD-KkJ6ffH8cUt

AD…
Author Marlene Mesot Announces Audiobook
by Marlene Mesot
http://www.marlsmenagerie.com

The Purging Fire performed by Timothy G. Little should be appearing on Audible some time in November
this year. Timothy expertly brings the story to life. He performed the character voices to perfection as
voices are crucial to the story line. You can feel his caring in the narration. On a scale of one to five I give
him ten stars! The Purging Fire is currently available through Authors Direct, Google Play, Barnes & Noble
Nook, Kobo and some others. It will also be on Apple books. The Purging Fire is a contemporary Christian
mystery, romance and the first book in the 4 Elements of Mystery series. It is also available in print and
ebook. The second book in the series, The Snowball Effect, in which the two main characters from the
first novel go on a bizarre skiing winter honeymoon, will soon be available in print and ebook.
The Purging Fire Summary:
College student Melissa Sanders, who has vision and hearing loss, seems to be unavoidably present
wherever danger threatens in fictional Iandale, New Hampshire. Missy is just trying to help her friends.
As romantic interest sparks, college fire marshal Alex Marcus feels compelled to protect Missy from harm,
until a violent misunderstanding breaks their marital engagement. Only then it becomes clear that Melissa
has been the arsonist’s target.
Book Jacket Review:
“Love, mystery, suspense and romance all contained in one book! The Purging Fire is a true delight for the
undercover detective in all of us! Wonderful work Marlene!” Benita K. Brown author of Elevator 16 YA
Christian romance.
The Snowball Effect Summary:
Snowy slopes, chilling behavior and soothsaying encompass this horrorscope in the sequel to The Purging
Fire.

Alex and Missy become victims themselves when they try to help their newly found friend sort out the
pieces of her confused past. All become engulfed in an avalanche of fear as circumstances turn deadly in
The Snowball Effect.
I also have a separate novel titled The Cat Stalker’s Sonnets. This is also a Christian mystery romance.
Catrin Lein is trying to begin a home business as answering service owner. As time passes, Cat begins to
realize that she is being stalked. Slowly, the past creeps into her present, sending a message of a bleak,
and possibly short, future.
Book Jacket Review:
“The Cat Stalker’s Sonnets surprised me in more ways than one! The melodious flow underlined with a
mysterious edge kept me completely enthralled. This page turner will captivate and enchant all who delve
into its pages.”
Rachel Loepker author of Bleeding Ink: Finding Purpose YA fantasy
I will also have a poetry chapbook out soon in print and ebook titled Edgy Poetry. This is a food for thought
piece which I have cited as not for bedtime reading.
If you share my passion for mystery, I hope you will visit my website. Thanks so much for reading. I love
hearing from readers, please email me at: Marl.Mesot@gmail.com

AD…
Popular Blog Word Matters Taking Press Releases and Announcements

Ernest Dempsey’s website Word Matters! https://www.ernestdempsey.com/ is now accepting press
releases and announcements of events, products, services, and so on.
Word Matters! is a fairly popular site of news and views that publishes Dempsey’s own posts as well as
guest posts on topics in different subject categories. These include Education, Environment, Art,
Literature, Authors and Books, Entertainment, Science and Technology, Society and Culture, Law,
Activism, Pets and Animals, Home and Garden, Events, Reviews, and World News.
Word Matters! currently gets around 8000 to 12000 visitors a month and receives advertisements due to
its increasing popularity. The site also posts news and stories that are suppressed or ignored in
mainstream media.
Whether you want to announce your upcoming event, the release of a book or movie, or any business
related update, Word Matters! would like to serve you. Charges for the posting service on Word Matters!
vary from post to post depending on the content, the degree of editing required, and how many links you
want to include in the post.
For details, write to Ernest Dempsey at editor@ernestdempsey.com.

AD…
A Quest Called Motherhood – War Wounds and Diva Tantrums
T C Creare
Illustrated by Mara Reitsma

“We all know that children can go from, Oh, that is so sweet, to, are you freaking kidding me? In five
seconds flat...” I don’t know about you guys, but as a parent of three there are moments that make me
proud of the little army that I have created, and others that make me want to pull out my hair, shaking
my head as I tried not to cry. Parenting is tough and despite what some think, you can’t control everything.
S#!? happens, and chances are you’re not going to be prepared for it. Well, guess what? You’re NOT alone,
and the stories inside will prove it. This book is for all those coffee-nuking, dinner-making, cupcake-baking,
laundry-folding, yard-guarding, lunch-packing, fight-halting, show-finding, toy-fixing parents out there
who really need a cape; and perhaps a glass of wine, or two!
BUY
LINK:
https://www.lulu.com/en/ca/shop/tc-creare-and-mara-reitsma/a-quest-calledmotherhood-war-wounds-diva-tantrums/ebook/product-784z9k.html

AD
AUTHOR AND TECHNO WIZARD PRANAV LAL (PRAANAV R. LAL)
BOOKS BY PRAANAV R LAL.
NONFICTION (SELF-HELP)
Outsmart Blog Hijackers
Keep away them pesky hackers!

Dear author, blogger and website owner, did you know that 4 out of 5 sites today are setup such that they
are ripe for theft?
Think about it, your carefully crafted copy is replaced by adds selling everything from sunglasses to Viagra.
Your users could be infected by malware when they visit your site and your hard-earned trust dissolved
within hours.
The Care and Feeding of Digital Certificates
Built customer trust before they reach your home page.
How to build trust with your customer even before your home page loads!
How do you ensure your customer stays on your website and not run screaming from the home page?
How do you establish instant legitimacy?
What happens if you lose the trust of your buyers?

FICTION…
The Telekinesis Trilogy
Two street children with special powers find a home and solve crimes
Telekinesis – book1
Can two street children work together and find a home while saving a village?
Led Weight- book 2
Bright toys with a dose of Led
The Cult- book 3
George and Jane go up against a cult

Bakasura an audio comic
Has the demon of legend, Bakasura come to life? George and Jane must find out and rescue the villagers
from him.
In case of Emergency
A stranger in her apartment leads Preeti to love though not with him
Julia
A robot of the future goes up against a common Indian soldier.
Venture Capital
A failed entrepreneur moves towards redemption
Scrambled eggs
Ordinary Joe wins back his super cook wife by “trying once” and some fancy food presentation.
About the author in his own words…
My name is Pranav Lal better known in my writing world as Praanav R Lal
I write non-fiction and short stories which are hard to classify but tend towards fantasy and science fiction.
I do not give my characters any breathers and enjoy keeping the action sharp and continuous.
I use a visual prosthesis thanks to which I am a photographer.
I enjoy technology particularly cyber security which is what pays the bills.
I love interacting so feel free to comment or say hello.
WEBSITE: https://praanavwrites.com

TIPS…
I don’t know about you all but to me it’s not the holidays without cookies. Here’s Jo with a tantalizing tip.

Biscochitos
Traditional Treats
by Jo Elizabeth Pinto
https://www.brightsideauthor.com

With the holidays approaching, I’ve got cookies on my mind. How can I not? It seems everywhere I turn
someone is talking about them. A Kiebler™ commercial on TV, a luscious new recipe on Facebook, a family
memory that pops up in conversation … and man, what a memory! Biscochitos! My mouth waters just
thinking about them.
Every year, my grandma started rolling out batch after batch of the buttery cookies as soon as
Thanksgiving was over. By the first of January, she had made hundreds of them--maybe thousands—to
give as gifts and serve to guests in her home. Actually, forget butter. She unabashedly scooped globs of
pork lard out of five-pound buckets, which was why her cookies tasted so divine. As a kid, I hadn’t heard
enough about high cholesterol and clogged arteries to be put off by the lard. I just reveled in the sweet
smell of spices that made me drool every time the oven door opened. But now, as I contemplate baking
my own biscochitos with my daughter, I’m not sure I can force myself to buy lard at the store, much less
touch it with my bare hands and feed it to my family. I know how delicious the lard would make my cookies
turn out, but still--it’s so horrifically unhealthy! There may be vegetable shortening in our future.
No one knows exactly where the recipe for biscochitos originated. The first Spanish colonists who settled
in Santa Fe, New Mexico, may have brought a version of it across the Atlantic with them. Throughout the
centuries, the recipe probably evolved along with the regional culture of the indigenous people. Over
time, recipe ideas have been expanded by local customs and suggested by immigrants from other Spanishspeaking countries. In 1989, New Mexico declared the biscochito its state cookie. By doing so, New Mexico
became the first of the fifty U.S. states to have an official state cookie. Biscochitos are traditionally served
at wedding receptions, baptisms, and religious celebrations, especially at Christmastime. They’re often
paired with hot chocolate.
Biscochitos are thick, crunchy sugar cookies flavored with cinnamon and anise, which tastes somewhat
like black licorice. Since anise can be a bit of an acquired taste, some modern bakers leave it out and add
extra cinnamon instead.

Biscochitos are rolled out and cut, traditionally in a fleur-de-lis pattern or in the shapes of stars and
crescent moons. My grandma used to carve out intricate lacy patterns freehand with the tip of a paring
knife. While her arthritic yet nimble little hands rolled out the spiced dough, she told stories about how
as a girl, she had competed with the other young ladies in her tiny New Mexican village to see who could
cut out the fanciest cookies without breaking them. Then she would let us grandchildren use her cookie
cutters to make Christmas bells, trees, stars, and even Valentine hearts and Halloween pumpkins.
After baking, biscochitos are cooled till just safe to touch, then rolled in a coating of sugar and cinnamon.
They are sturdy cookies that, if not gobbled up, will last a week or more, stored airtight. They can also be
frozen. They may not stay around that long, though. New Mexico didn’t make them the official state
cookie without good cause!

Biscochitos
Ingredients:
6 cups flour
1 tablespoon baking powder
1 teaspoon salt
2 tablespoons crushed anise seed
2 teaspoons ground cinnamon
2-1/2 cups pork lard (substitute vegetable shortening, if desired)
1-1/2 cup granulated sugar
2 eggs
2 teaspoons vanilla extract
1/4 cup whiskey, table wine, or orange juice
Topping:
1/2 cup granulated sugar
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
Directions:
1. In a large bowl, sift together the flour, baking powder, salt, anise seed, and cinnamon.

2. In a separate bowl, combine the lard or shortening and sugar with an electric mixer. Beat till light and
fluffy, about three minutes.
3. Add eggs and vanilla and blend well.
4. Gradually add in the flour mixture and then sprinkle in the whiskey, wine, or orange juice. Stop as soon
as the mixture is combined; do not overmix. The dough will be thick, with the consistency of a pie crust.
Refrigerate the dough for half an hour, or till it’s easy to handle.
5. Preheat the oven to 350 degrees. Line two baking sheets with aluminum foil for quick clean-up. Lightly
grease the foil. Combine sugar and cinnamon in a shallow bowl to make the topping.
6. On a lightly floured surface, roll out the cookie dough to a 1/4-inch thickness. Cut out cookies about 21/2 inches across. Fleur-de-lis or stars and crescent moons are traditional, but creativity is fun! Re-roll
scraps to cut out more cookies.
7. Bake cookies ten to twelve minutes, or till just barely golden and set. Be careful not to overcook them.
Let cookies cool for one minute, then carefully roll them in cinnamon-sugar while still hot. Cool completely
before storing. Makes about six dozen, depending on the size of the cookies. Enjoy!
What are the recipes and family traditions that make the holidays special for you? I love to hear stories
from my readers. Please feel free to email me at jopinto@msn.com.
OK. Now, I’m hungry. Hmmm? What’s that? You were hoping for cake. Well, just so happens, Meredith’s
got you covered.

So Easy-Fudge Cake
By: Meredith Burton
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07GC3HNYB/
This cake is one of my family’s favorites. The combination of luscious chocolate and tart cherry is
marvelous. We prepare this cake at Thanksgiving in addition to pumpkin pie. I am a chocoholic, so it’s
often hard for me to decide what dessert to consume on Thanksgiving. Usually, the fudge cake wins out,
but there is always pumpkin pie for later in the day! Two desserts on Thanksgiving is perfectly acceptable.

SO-EASY CHERRY FUDGE CAKE

INGREDIENTS:
Devil’s Food cake mix
1 can of cherry pie filling
2 large eggs
1 teaspoon of almond extract
FROSTING
1 cup of sugar
1/3 cup of milk
5 tablespoons of butter
1 cup of chocolate chips
DIRECTIONS
Preheat oven to 350 degrees.
Beat first four ingredients on low speed for 20 seconds. Increase speed to medium and beat one minute.
Pour into a greased 13 by 9 inch pan
Bake for 27-30 minutes. Cool in pan on wire rack for ten minutes. Invert pan onto wire rack to remove
cake.
For frosting, bring sugar, milk and butter to a boil over medium heat, stirring occasionally. Boil one minute,
remove from heat. Stir in chocolate chips until melted and smooth.
Quickly spread frosting over warm cake.
Cool completely, about one hour.
If you try this during the holidays or any other time, drop me a line to let me know how you liked it at:
mlb3v@hotmail.com
Happy Baking,
Meredith.

AUTHOR’S CORNER…
Welcome to the Author’s Corner. We’ve got some great essays and short stories for your reading pleasure,
so grab a cup of your favorite holiday brew, find a comfy place to land and enjoy!

Snow Ice Cream
by Jo Elizabeth Pinto
https://www.brightsideauthor.com

As soon as the door closed behind the social worker, silence fell over the room, broken only by the soft
crackling sounds of a log settling in the fireplace. The teenager stood beside the door where he’d been
standing since his arrival, a rolled-up blanket tucked under one arm.
“You hungry, Ben?” the middle-aged man at the table asked, busy mending a pair of jeans. “There’s chili
in the fridge.”
“No thanks.”
“Suit yourself. You’ll have to put down that bedroll sooner or later, though. Why not drop it on the couch
for now?”
Ben hesitated, then shuffled across the hardwood floor and laid his blanket on the couch. His gaze darted
around the room, coming to rest on a framed picture over the fireplace. He froze, staring at the smiling
couple in the photo. The sullen scowl on his face hardened into an angry glare.
He strode to the fireplace in three quick steps, snatched the framed photograph off the wall, and flung it
face down on the floor. “How could you? I don’t wanna look at ‘em!”
“Fair enough.” The man calmly crossed the room and picked up the photo. He glanced at it, then slid it
into a desk drawer. “I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about seeing your folks up there. My question just got
answered.”
“Yeah, it did,” Ben snapped.
“Look, Ben …” The man trailed off, then tried again. “The Iraq thing sucks. You lost a dad; I lost a brother.
We need to make this work while your mom pulls herself together. We can fight each other or be a team,
but either way, it’s you and me.”
Ben stared at his tennis shoes.
His uncle glanced out the window by the table. “It’s snowing again.”
Ben shrugged.
“Your dad loved the snow. Winter was always his glory season.”
Ben nodded slightly.
His uncle pressed on. “His old racing sled is still in the barn somewhere. He was legendary—the fastest
thing on runners around here. He set records on the hill behind the church that haven’t been touched in
thirty years.”

A hint of a smile creased Ben’s mouth for a second. Then the boy bit his lip and went back to glowering at
his Reeboks®.
“We could drag out that sled tomorrow when there’s more daylight.”
Ben shrugged again.
“I wouldn’t mind seeing the old girl again myself, maybe giving her a fresh coat of paint.” The man picked
up the torn jeans from the table and found his needle. “Ever had snow ice cream?”
“Snow what?”
“Your dad and I used to … I’m surprised he never …” It was the uncle’s turn to look down at his shoes. He
swallowed hard. “Grab two spoons and two big mugs from the dish drainer.”
Ben obeyed; eyebrows raised.
“Go outside and put a nice clean snowball in each mug, about twice the size of your fist.”
While Ben carried the mugs outside, his uncle took a jug of cream from the refrigerator. He whistled
absently as he reached for a glass bottle on a high cupboard shelf.
“What’s that?” Ben asked as he re-entered the kitchen on a blast of icy wind.
“Maple syrup.”
“How come it’s so dark?”
“It’s real syrup from tree sap, not fake junk made of corn. Tastes like heaven.”
The man splashed some cream over the fresh snow in each mug, then drizzled syrup generously on top.
He handed his nephew a spoon and began stirring his own concoction.
“Mix it up good,” he said as he took his first bite. “A treat fit for God Almighty.”
He watched as Ben stirred up his ice cream and then put the spoon to his lips. A smile spread slowly over
the boy’s face, starting at the corners of his mouth and making it all the way to his eyes.
What are your favorite winter memories? I’d love to hear from you. Please feel free to email me at
jopinto@msn.com.
I just love snow ice cream and adding in a heartwarming tale makes it all the better. But there’s more to
our holiday season than heartwarming tales and tasty treats and here’s Lynda to tell us more.

“A Meditation on the Angel Candle”
From “The Advent Series”
by Lynda McKinney Lambert
http://www.lyndalambert.com

“Do not be afraid; for behold, I bring you good news of great joy which will be for all the people; for today
in the city of David, there has been born for you a Savior, who is Christ the Lord. This will be a sign for you:
you will find a baby wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger.” And suddenly there appeared with the angel

a multitude of the heavenly host praising God and saying, ‘Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace
among men with whom He is pleased.’“ -Luke 2:8–14
When a celestial messenger appeared in the Biblical story of Jesus’s birth, we immediately knew that
something miraculous was happening. We find such supernatural encounters throughout the Bible from
the well-documented ancient historical events. People today continue to have angelic encounters,
visitations from angels.
In the account of the birth of Jesus, we read that an angel visited some shepherds out in the fields at night
as they watched over their sheep. Shepherds protect the flock from predators. The visitation from an
angel was entirely out of the ordinary and the shepherds were frightened. But the angel quickly told them,
“Fear Not!” This angel was sent to make an announcement that would change the lives of humans forever.
But this story is not a visitation from one angel. No, the heaven were filled with “Heavenly Host” that was
singing praises to God that night.
This angelic encounter is recorded in several books in the bible. The angel was not alone.
It was quite different than all of the scenes we are accustomed to seeing on Christmas cards, in plays, and
nativity scenes. There was a “heavenly host” of angels that night. You can read more about this event at
this link:
https://www.compellingtruth.org/heavenly-hosts.html
That dynamic scene must have been spectacular!
In modern times, many Christians make an Advent wreath for their homes as a central part of their
celebration of the birth of Jesus. On the wreath, there are 4 purple candles around the outside of a circle
of pine. The ring is symbolic. for the eternity of God. Christians will light one candle a week before
Christmas day.
After the lighting of the Angel Candle, there is one final white candle that is inside the center of the Advent
wreath. It is the Jesus Candle, and it is lit on Christmas day.
Just like that first announcement in the fields near Bethlehem, music and celebration of the Holy Birth are
an integral part of our Christmas traditions as we consider the miracle of Christ’s coming into human
hearts. We, like the shepherds in the dark fields, can turn around one day and answer God’s call to “Fear
not” as we hear God’s quiet invitation to change our life.

There is comfort and assurance n knowing that angels are still with us during challenging periods of our
life journey. I have experienced this supernatural help in my life, and I share those stories in my writings
and poems.
In the angelic Christmas message, we can continue to live our lives in expectation of the miraculous. The
weekly candle lighting during the 4 weeks of Advent reminds us that God is still in control of our world.
Because of the gift of His Son to the world, we can receive His eternal gifts of hope, peace, joy, and Love
through the birth of our Savior, Jesus Christ. Fear not!
“Come to Me, all who are weary and heavy-laden, and I will give you rest. Take My yoke upon you and
learn from Me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find rest for your souls.” ~ Matthew 11:28
(NASB)
As I stand near the end of the year, 2020, I feel like this is the most exciting time to be alive. I would not
change this remarkable year for anything. I know that there is no challenge that can ever keep us from
the love of God and that the Heavenly Host is standing by for another thrilling night of wonder. I expect
to see it and live in anticipation of Divine intervention in human lives every day. This is a good world filled
with beautiful creations by a loving Father.
Fear Not!
Note: This is an updated version of the essay published in Walking by Inner Vision: Stories & Poems, DLD
Books, 2017.
Visit:
https://www.lyndalambert.com/lyndas-books/
Wasn’t that a beautiful reminder of one of the reasons for the season? I thought so, but the holidays
wouldn’t be complete without the sharing of memories of holidays past and here’s Trish with one of hers.

Christmas in the City
By Trish Hubschman
November 2020
https://www.dldbooks.com/Hubschman/

When I was around fifteen, Dad started taking the family to Midnight Mass at St. Patrick’s Cathedral in
Manhattan. There were eleven of us, Dad’s second wife, Belinda, her two daughters, one boyfriend, Dad’s
four kids, one girlfriend and one boyfriend, 9 kids, two parents. We went in two cars. Dad drove one, my
brother the other.
It was cold, dark and late. I have to admit, i wasn’t always the most relaxed or personable of us on this
jaunt. but I was cold and it was dark and late. I’ve never been a nighttime person. I was afraid I wouldn’t
get enough sleep and would be cranky the next day. It was logical to me, though I was probably alone in
my rationalization.
Anyway, on December 24th, soon after I’d curled up on the sofa and fallen asleep, I was awakened,
bundled up and pulled out into the cold, dark night. We drove to the city. I probably fell back to sleep in
the car.
In the city, we left the vehicles in a paid parking garage. It wasn’t that close to the church and we walked
the few blocks. This part was kind of fun. The city streets were brightly lit and there was music wafting
through the air. My stepmother started to sing along. We all joined in. Dad had a beautiful, deep baritone
voice. Then we marched up the two church steps and I froze again. For some reason, the beautiful but
also huge, cathedral
terrified me. Once inside, Dad took me over to where the manger was set up. I always asked why the crib
was empty. Dad would reply, “because the baby isn’t born until midnight.” He had a point!
I think I started shivering again when we sat down in our pew. As the Mass proceeded, I kept glancing up
at the very high ceiling.
Mass ended around one in the morning. After that, we walked a few blocks to a café for breakfast. Sitting
beside Dad, I thought, how could people eat at this early hour? I kept glancing at the plate-Glass window
of the café, fearful that dawn would sneak up on us and we would miss Christmas.
Finally, we were headed home. Mom was sitting on the sofa waiting for us. We got to open one present
with her that night, then it was off to bed. We were all exhausted. Oddly, as I lay on my pillows and pulled
my blanket up to my chin, I found I wasn’t sleepy anymore. We did get home in time for Christmas and
we had to get up in a few hours to celebrate it.
Midnight Mass in the city only lasted a few years for the family. One time, while we were on the way
home, my brother fell asleep while driving. Dad saw him swerving and pulled him over to the shoulder of
the parkway. For the next few years, we attended Midnight Mass at a church closer to Dads house. That
was a lot easier, safer and we didn’t have to worry about missing Christmas.

I’d love to hear your Christmas memories. I can be e-mailed at: palhub@rcn.com

I just love hearing about other’s holiday memories, don’t you? If you enjoyed Trish’s sharing, you’re going
to love reading what Barbara’s got for us today.

Age and the Antique Sideboard
By: Barbara Spencer
https://www.barbaraspencer.co.uk
My love affair with both life and words began in 1969, when ‘Fashion’ Magazine paid me the goodly sum
of £25 to write an article about travel. Other articles followed and from these humble beginnings came
children’s books, full of rib-tickling humour and scintillating action.
However, my desire to wax lyrical about the absurdity of life remained and whilst journeying by train to
some far distant school or to a signing at Waterstones, I began scribbling down my thoughts. Blogs,
anecdotes and short stories followed. Now, of an age to remember the past, I thought, why not? There
has to be heaps of people around like me … well, not exactly like me but near enough to enjoy and
remember how life once was.

Excerpt
A Family Tradition

It’s that time of year when sentiment is hung on the Christmas tree in close proximity to the angel on its
topmost branch. We sing carols while we are wrapping presents and whenever a youngster happens to
cross our path, we tell tales of the olden days, never to be forgotten, when Christmases really were
magical.

My Christmas starts early, with the arrival of my family to make the puddings; a tradition that dates
back to my great-grandmother in the 19th century.
In the spirit of Christmas, I begin the festivities by imparting to my youngest granddaughter that
Grandmother Cooke was in fact her Great Great Great Grandmother. Then after the weighing, measuring
and mincing of fruit, all but the currants, the sieving of flour and the beating of eggs, the grating of nutmeg
and the gentle touch of spices, we take it in turns to stir, all the time employing my brother’s nose. Once
he confirms that the mixture is up to scratch, with the correct balance of spice and citrus, we give it one
last stir each during which we make a wish and hope for it to come true.
Finally, having left the mixture overnight, I get up early the following morning to put the puddings on
to boil. More time consuming than you can possibly imagine, out comes the cotton cloths that are used
every year. Boiled white again after use, they live in the airing cupboard while waiting for their annual
outing. After that, it is greaseproof paper and string while the waiting pans are partially filled with boiling
water.
I still use the same pan with a dent in the rim that my mother used. Too large for the modern family,
that too lives in the back of a dark cupboard all year. While waiting for the water to gently bubble, my
thoughts fly back to other ancestors who have stood by a stove waiting as I am doing now.
My great grandmother, a regal woman of sufficient worth to merit a portrait in oils, in a dress of black
bombazine, with a jet broach pinned to the shoulder; my grandmother her lisle stockings peeping out
from under her almost ankle-length skirt, often baggy and wrinkled at the ankles. A pinafore was her
badge of office, as was her glorious red hair tightly controlled in a bun. My own mother, often too tired
on Christmas Day to eat her dinner, worn out from washing curtains and polishing brass; my sister who
ran a restaurant and used the same recipe to enthrall customers at Christmas as had my great
grandmother, which brought customers back in January to taste other culinary delights.
Then, for the past eighteen years … me, for my family.
Each one of us in our turn has waited, head bent to the saucepan, listening out for the tell-tale sound
of bubbling that shows the water temperature has achieved perfection. Tied to the stove for the
mandatory six hours of boiling, there is little to do except muse on the very different lives of the four
generations and be grateful I am living in a century in which ‘wickedly clean’ is not considered proof of
respectability.
I frequently check, hastening to refill the kettle when the water level drops. Even that is not the end.
Clean cloths and two more hours on Christmas Day.
Although the recipe has never varied, over the years we have tinkered with non-essentials. The family
is smaller and we have cut down on quantities. I no longer use silver coins, respecting the fragility of aging
teeth, and I omit the libation of brandy which, when lit, flamed blue to thrill the waiting audience.
However, there is still both custard and cream if wanted.
On Christmas Day after the traditions of turkey and trimmings, I bring in the pudding. And, as has
happened each year for 140 years, there is an expectant hush that precedes the first mouthful. And an
even longer hush afterwards in which our palate dances a fandango of delight and our senses,
overwhelmed with joyous satisfaction, soar to the heavens and refuse to return … until Boxing Day.

I’d love to get to know you readers better.
Please feel free to get in touch.
Email: BarbaraSpencerbooks@gmail.com
WOW! I told you that would be great! But we’re not quite done here in the Author’s Corner just yet. Tasha’s
up next to let us in on how Christmas Spirit came to be.

The Gift of Christmas Spirit
By: Tasha Halpert
https://smile.amazon.com/

Once long-ago God looked down at the children of earth and saw they didn’t seem to be happy. It was
wintertime. They were cold. The sun went down early and stayed down a long time. The days were cloudy
and windy. “What can I do to brighten things up for them,” God wondered aloud.
An angel flying by overheard and replied. “Why not give them some extra light.” They always seem
much happier in the summertime.
“Good idea,” God said, “but what kind of light can I give them? They already have torches, candles and
firelight. What can I do to give them a light that will warm their hearts inside and out.”
God sat for a long time and thought. Then a call went out to all the angels to gather together. “I want
you to sing,” God said. “Sing about beauty, love and kindness. Sing about giving thanks, and happiness
and joy.”
The heavenly choirs began and soon all the angels were singing wonderful halleluiahs together with all
kinds of melodies that mingled harmoniously.
God gathered all of the notes they were singing and shaped them into a gigantic heart. God blew on
the heart. It broke into as many pieces as there were people in the world. Then each piece went straight
into a human heart where it stayed, warm and glowing.
Although it was still dark and cold, everyone began to smile and be happy. And from that day forth
whoever was born after that got a piece from their parents so everyone always gets one.
Now every Christmas God blows on the little piece of angel song in every heart. Lo and behold the
sparks kindle and everyone feels the Spirit of Christmas all over again. Yet the best and most beautiful
part of it all is that that little bit of angel song is always there in every heart, and any time anyone wishes
all that is needed is to remember this and there can be Christmas Spirit all year long.
Thanks for reading, I love to hear from readers. If you have comments, questions or communications,
please send them to me at Tashhal@gmail.com
Before we leave the Author’s Corner, I’ve something from Phyllis Staton Campbell to share.

As many of you know, in late August, Phyllis was diagnosed with uterine cancer. Since that time she’s
undergone surgery and continues with radiation therapy and is still working through her recovery. Your
continued prayers are appreciated.

Christmas Mittens and Silver Bells
By: Phyllis Staton Campbell
To find and buy Phyllis’s work visit:
http://www.amazon.com/author/psc-books-all

A good action is never lost; it is a
treasure laid up and guarded for the doer’s need.
Pedro Calderon
October of 1982 was rich with the rustle of dogwood leaves mingling with the voices of the neighborhood
children on their way to or from school.
At times, the air was filled with the sound of thousands of birds, singing a finale to the summer and early
fall as they departed for their winter feeding ground.
It was all the same, the same as it had been a hundred years ago when the old house was still young and
untouched by the sorrows and joys of a century of seasons.
Yes, the fall was the same, but it brought no joy.
We were in the midst of the recession of the early 1980’s. Chuck had been laid off two years ago, and
there was no permanent work to be had in his field.
“Why doesn’t he do something else?” we were constantly asked by skeptics who probably thought he
wasn’t trying.
After a while, I stopped attempting to explain that he had tried, only to be told, “Sorry, but you’re
overqualified.” He applied for almost every job advertised in the newspapers. He haunted the public
library to read the ads in the out-of-town papers, but the answer was always the same: “Sorry.”
Ed, who worked for the Virginia Department for the Visually Handicapped, had to visit blind clients
scattered over several counties, and Chuck drove for him. This brought in some money, but unless one
has experienced it, there is no way to explain the worry and uncertainty of not having a full-time job.
Somehow, I’d managed to sustain my optimism until that October. Then it hit me too, that feeling of
loneliness, of uselessness.
“We’re not exchanging Christmas gifts this year,” I told Nez around the middle of the month. I knew she
often did her shopping early, because she ordered a lot of her gifts from catalogs. I knew, too, that it
would upset her not to be able to send us her usual token of love, and I wanted to get it over with.
“But I can’t do that!” I could hear tears in her voice. “I’ll have to send you something. I don’t care if you
can’t send me anything. That’s not what it’s all about.”

“I know, but that’s just the point. I know I have your love, and I just think it will be better not to exchange
gifts. Please try to understand.”
Finally, she agreed, and I hung up, relieved that the ordeal was over.
A year before, Ed had moved to Waynesboro, which was close enough for visits, and I was grateful that
we would be spending Christmas Day together, but it wasn’t the same as those happy days when Grandma
and Uncle Raymond had been there. I remembered how we would all decorate the tree and sing carols
while Lear bounced from one to the other. Then I’d fix a turkey for all of us, and the old house would seem
to smile.
Now Grandma and Uncle Raymond were in the nursing home, Ed had his own home, and Lear was growing
old. Oh, Lear still bounced, but he did it with less fervor, and I pushed away the heartbreaking thought
that nothing is forever.
“You’re feeling sorry for yourself again,” I warned myself, speaking aloud. There was more to it than that,
though. It wasn’t just the thought of no Christmas gifts or the fact that I would miss our usual activities.
And suddenly I knew what it was.
I was feeling blue, even depressed, because I didn’t have anybody I could do something for. I missed the
flurry of buying little surprises, of baking, of knitting some little surprise for Chuck. Knitting! That was it. I
had piles of yarn left over from past projects, and it didn’t take a lot of yarn to make children’s items.
Before I could lose my joy, I ran to the telephone and called our minister.
“Cleve, does Mountain Mission School take gifts of knitted things for the children?”
“I don’t know,” he said, “but I’ll give you the address, and you can ask.”
I wrote a letter as soon as I hung up, and in two days, the answer came back:
Dear Mrs. Campbell,
We always need things for the children. As you probably know, we take children from broken homes,
children who are orphaned, any child who needs a home. We take them from infancy until they finish
school
....
Mountain Mission School is located in Grundy, an area that, I am told, gets “more than cold” in winter, so
I planned my projects with that in mind.
As soon as Chuck read the letter to me, I got out my yarn and he went through it with me, separating the
colors and helping me mark them in Braille.
“We can afford any needles you don’t have, and it won’t cost much to send the package.” I heard my own
enthusiasm echoed in his voice.
“Do you think you can have everything finished by Christmas?”
“Of course, I can.” Silently I offered up a prayer that I could. I had a challenge, a purpose.
Soon friends found out about my project and began to bring me yarn, either left over from their own work
or bought for my project. The garments began to pile up on the shelf that we had cleared for them in the
linen cabinet.
There were baby sweaters with caps and bootees to match. There were sweaters for older children. There
were hoods and hats. There were mittens and scarves. And there were even two pairs of cable-knit socks

for the teenagers. Listening to the talking book or the stereo, I knitted day and night, and I was never
happier.
At last, it was all finished. The last item had been packed and the package was on its way.
It was the week before Christmas, and I still had to finish the sweater I’d been knitting in secret for Chuck.
When he came home the day before, I’d heard a bag rustling, and I knew there would be some tiny
surprise for me too. My whole being was filled with a sense of warmth and love.
Now I would have to hurry. I have always made my Christmas cakes well in advance, but that year there
hadn’t been time. I got to work, chopping nuts, searching for the recipe that I systematically lose every
year--and always manage to find just in time. And as I worked, I remembered ....
The year in the country that Gray Boy had climbed to the top of the Christmas tree. The year Nez and I
had hung the Christmas tree from the ceiling to keep Miss Muffet from knocking it over. The year Uncle
Raymond and I had alienated Grandma for several hours by chasing a barking Lear around the house with
a frozen turkey, Uncle Raymond gobbling like a turkey.
“You’re scaring little Lear,” Grandma said, and retired to her bedroom for the rest of the afternoon.
None of us had known just how much we had, I thought as I chopped the orange peel, and I made myself
a promise to hold the bright jewels of those good times close on the shelf of my memory.
On Christmas Eve they came, the letters from the school. There was a small greeting from almost every
child and teacher, and they all spoke of my generosity. But I wasn’t generous. I had given from the
loneliness of my heart, had given to fill that empty spot where so many loved ones had lived for so many
years: Mama and Daddy, Grandma and Uncle Raymond, Mr. Cronise and Miss Lena, and all the others
from the School for the Blind.
And Miss Muffet, and Sly, and Bootie, and Buttons, and Mouser--all those people and animals who were
no longer with me, except in my heart.
Then, into my kitchen and my thoughts came the sound of the young voices of carolers. The group of
children who caroled every year were waiting for us, Lear and me, to come out. I like to think they came
to see me, but in truth it was Lear who drew those children to our door.
“Come on, old boy,” I said, snapping on his leash. “Your public is waiting.”
As we stood together on the steps, it began to snow, soft, gentle flakes touching my hair and Lear’s fur
like a friendly hand. And as I listened to the familiar words, I realized the truth of my giving. So often we
say that we don’t give to receive, but that year I had given and received a giftin kind. Welcome though
the knitted items were, I finally understood the truth of the gift. To the children, the fact that someone
had cared enough to take the time to give a gift of the work of her hands had meant more than the actual
gifts. No gift of money would ever mean as much to me as those children’s words of thanks. We had all
given, and we had received.
“Merry Christmas!” the carolers called as they turned and started down the walk.
Suddenly a little girl ran back to me and took my hand.
“I hope God makes you see,” she said.
She gave me a hug and Lear a pat. Without another word, she ran to join the others.
How could I tell that loving child that God had given me a gift of sight that Christmas that was more
precious than the gift of physical sight?

Chuck was waiting for us when we went back inside. “You looked like a scene from Currier and Ives, with
the snow coming down on you and Lear, and the carolers around you.” He helped me brush the snow out
of Lear’s coat. “I wish I could give you a better Christmas.”
“There’s no way you could,” I said. “This one is special in so many ways, ways that I can’t possibly put into
words.”
“I got something for you.” He took my hand.
“Well, two things, really. One is a little gift, and the other is something I’ll give you now. It’s on the piano.”
It was a tiny silver handbell, which sounded a pure, dainty note when I shook it.
“It’s not much,” he said, “but the sound is so pretty. I know how you love bells, and I thought it was
something you’d like to have, something to keep you company. You, know, Phyl, I’ll probably have to go
out of town to find a job. You won’t be able to come along at first, not until we’re sure the job will last.”
We both knew how much it would cost to move, especially to take along the piano and the organ.
“I know,” I said. I slipped into the circle of his arms. Soon Lear pressed between us, making sure he got his
share of love.
Laughing, we reached down to pet him, trying to live for the moment, the night, for each other, for Lear.
We’ve had holiday memories, and tasty tales. Now let’s have a bit of magick and a Christmas spell.

A Korponious Christmas
By: Patty L. Fletcher
December 2016, Revised November 2017
https://www.amazon.com/Patty-L.-Fletcher/e/B00Q9I7RWG

I awoke just after midnight on that early Christmas morn. Though I knew I should be happy, there was a
horrible emptiness inside me.
My longing for Derrick had become nearly all consuming, this holiday season, and all I wanted for
Christmas was to hold him.
When he’d trained King and me, we’d shared some really happy times.
Then, I’d come back to Korponious with King, and my life had somehow turned itself inside out, and taken
me and everyone involved with it.
Due to my then fiancé’s abuse and criminal activity, my mental illness had spun horribly out of control,
and for a time I’d been terribly lost to the darkness.
I’d destroyed mine and Derrick’s friendship, and damn near killed myself in the process.
We’d met a few years later at a Blended Lives convention, and while working out our differences, had
gotten dangerously entangled in an interplanetary government over-throw attempt. During which, I’d
been kidnapped, tortured, and damn near killed.

Derrick had risked his life, and freedom to save me, had worked tirelessly after to help King and me to
rehab, only to be separated by war breaking out while I was in Korponious selling my house, and readying
to move to Casimian.
Now, because of current travel bans, I could not immigrate. I was, in a word, miserable. The crisp damp
air from mine and King’s earlier walk outside seemed to linger in my nostrils as I went about the task of
straightening the kitchen. I both loved, and hated this time of night. On one hand it was quiet, peaceful,
and my mind could be at rest from all the emotions it picked up on during what the Psyches called peek
thought time, yet on the other, if I let my mind drift too long in the emptiness this left open and
unoccupied, I could get lost in some incredibly dark shadows.
Finally, when I could stand the silence no longer, I turned on some music, and set about sweeping the
floor, casting as I went.
I swept large lazy counter clockwise circles, piling all the dirt and dust into the middle of the floor. When
I finally had it all gathered together, I knelt with a whisk broom and pan, and as I swept the contents of
my labor away into the pan, I chanted… “I summon stir, and call ye forth! East, South, West, and North! I
summon stir, you unto me, to strengthen and empower me, and this magik work I do. I ask of you on this
day, take all negativity, strife, and sadness away. Light my path, and clear my way. Bring unto me this very
day, what I seek, as I speak. So, Mote it be and Blessid Be.”
I poured all my will into it. I wanted desperately to see Derrick. Wanted nothing more than to have him
hold me in his arms, and take me away from all the empty sadness that seemed to cling to me day and
night.
I felt if I could somehow remove all the obstacles in our path by sweeping them away, like the dirt in the
floor, my dreams could finally come true.
The clump of nastiness fell into the bin with a soft thump! And as I washed my hands and face at the
kitchen sink a moment later, I felt the room shift and the portal just to my left open.
I turned ever so slowly, as to not startle whomever, or whatever was coming through. I never knew until
the being had passed through whether it would be living, or spirit when it did, but in either case whatever
it was needed to be allowed to come completely through without interruption. To do otherwise could be
dangerous for everyone involved. If disturbed the soul of whomever, was coming through whether living
or spirit could be forever damaged.
I held my breath, and wished for Derrick with all my might.
The air made a Swish! Sound, and a moment later Derrick stood solid and living beside me.
“You called, my lady?”
I turned to him and reached out my arms. He accepted my invitation and a moment later we were locked
in a tight embrace.
“Gods, Laya, I missed you!” He breathed. My heart nearly stopped at the sound of his voice. I breathed
deeply of his scent, and filed it away for a time when I would want and not have him.
He gently placed the tips of his long strong fingers under my chin, tipped my face up so he could look into
my eyes, and pressed is lips onto first my eyes, then my nose, cheeks, and then my mouth. We stood like
that for a long passionate moment and then as he pulled away, he asked… “So, have you been just good
enough to earn a present, and just naughty enough to deserve it?”

I smiled, but it did not meet my eyes. Derrick being the type to notice everything at a moment’s glance
asked gently, “Why do I have a feeling My Lady doesn’t believe in Santa or Christmas magik anymore?”
I took a deep breath to steady my voice. I knew if I spoke at that moment without doing so my voice would
betray the confused emotions I felt inside.
“Honesty, My Lady, you promised.”
“Derrick?” I began but I did not have the words to convey what I felt. How could I tell him that these tiny
visits, these snippets into what we could have if only…?
He gently tightened his arms around me and speaking soft and soothing he said, “Darling, it will not always
be this way. It is only for just a little longer that we must live apart. I know it is hard, and you struggle but
just be patient, and one day all you desire will be so.”
“Can you stay a while this time? Are you expected elsewhere later in the day? Would anyone miss you if
you were gone for a while?”
My voice shook with tears that threatened to fall, as I tightly held on.
“Aren’t you expected at your family’s?” He asked.
“I could make an excuse. I’ve been sick.”
He smiled, and kissed me. “AWW My lady, both of us must meet our obligations. We have too much to
lose to do otherwise. You have worked very hard to regain your life, and with all you’ve had to overcome,
I am quite proud of you. I have worked hard to gain allot of people’s trust, and I must work doubly hard
now, to keep it.”
“When…?”
“Shhhh! He whispered, let us just enjoy the moment!”
After kissing me rather passionately again, he pulled away and shouted. Shattering the silent night. “King!
Here! King! Come!”
The big cream-colored lab cross leapt from his place on the foot of my bed, and pounded down the hall.
“Arhrhrhrh!” Derrick growled at him as he jumped.
“Come here you beast! And help me make your momma laugh!”
They danced round me Derrick holding King’s paws, until they made me dizzy with their laughter and love.
“OK! OK!” I laughed, y’all win!”
Soon we were all swept away in the moment and I found myself back in Derrick’s arms.
“Tell me one thing you’d like to do, and let us see if we can have it, if only for a little while.” He said as his
hands ran along my back, and his lips rained kisses down upon my face in between every word.
“I want to run in the surf with you and King. I’ve had enough cold, wind, and snow.”
He laughed into my hair. “The beach it is, My Lady, but I get to pick which one!”
The three of us stood close together. We’d trained King to travel with us Long ago, and he did it as he did
everything else, with precision and obedience.
As Derrick and I clasped hands he said, “Are you ready? Open your mind to me.”
I took a deep breath. I was always just a tad bit nervous when we traveled but Derrick had taught me well,
and as with everything, I trusted his teaching.
“Nooo! Wait! I don’t have a swimsuit.”
“You don’t need anything Laya.”
I could almost swear he sounded just a touch annoyed.

Just then I felt a shifting around us, pressure pushed at us from all sides, and for an instant I could not
breathe. Then Derrick was holding me, King was running round in large crazy circles barking hysterically
and the warm sun was shining onto my skin.
I stood and took a deep breath of the warm salty air. “Where are we?”
He laughed. “We are in Casimia Heights, on my private beach, and for the next little while, your wish is
my every command. By the time I take you home, I want the magik back in your smile, and in those
beautiful eyes.”
We removed our clothes and held one another in the warmth of the sand. We ran along the shore hand
in hand, with King pounding along beside us. We stood in the surf and drank eggnog rum cream cocktails,
and we made love on the beach for what seemed like hours.
As the sun set began, Derrick described the beautiful fiery red, and orange bursts of color to me, and ran
his fingers through my long damp curls, as he held me in his arms. “I love you My lady, and one day soon
this will all be ours forever. I want you to remember, even when we’re apart, you’re forever in my heart,
mind, body, and soul. Remember that it is your love which makes me whole.”
His mouth found mine, and we lie like that until the sun had set, darkness had fallen, and the Casimian
moon had risen high into the warm velvet sky.
King lay curled up beside us and in that moment, I could truly believe in love, and Christmas Magik.
All too soon, the moment had passed, and Derrick took my hand in one of his, and with his other grasped
King’s collar.
“All good things gotta come to an end. My Lady, I have to return you to your world now, one day…”
“Shhhh!” I whispered, holding tightly to his hand.
“Don’t make promises you have no idea if you can ever truly keep. Let us just enjoy the moment. Just be
in the NOW! Yesterday is done, and tomorrow’s not begun. NOW is good! Let us just keep it and not worry
about the rest, and please? Kiss me once more?”
He leaned down, and tenderly kissed my lips, his fingers gently wiping tears from my face as he did.
“Don’t cry sweet-heart. I do hate to see tears in those beautiful eyes.”
Then like before I felt the pressure shift around us. Again, for just a moment I could not breathe, and then
we were all back in my kitchen.
Just then I felt something warm and wet on my feet. “Oh! Gods! I left the water running!”
The sink was full and running over, the kitchen floor was flooded, and suddenly! King began to bark, howl,
and then ran from the room in a jingling jangling wiggly waggly fury.
For a moment the two of us, could only stand in surprised silence. Then, we began to laugh. We laughed
and laughed. We laughed as we cleaned up the mess. We laughed as we piled all the soaked towels into
my washer, and we laughed as we stood in the portal kissing our good-byes.
As he faded back into his world, I heard Derrick’s voice float back to me.
“Keep laughing My Lady! I love you! Merry Christmas!”
The End

This story has been lightly edited and was originally published at:
https://campbellsworld.wordpress.com/2017/11/25/a-korponious-christmas-december-2016-revisednovember-2017/

Thanks for visiting in the Author’s Corner. I hope you enjoyed dropping in as much as we did having you.
Make sure to let me and the authors featured here know what you thought of our work. Now stay tuned
because there are some great book reviews up next.

READING WITH THE AUTHORS…
Are you looking for a great book to curl up with on a chilly winter’s afternoon, or if it’s warm where you
are in the shade of your Christmas tree? If so, check out this book review by Abbie.

A HOLIDAY FAVORITE WITH A TWIST
by Abbie Johnson Taylor
Website: http://www.abbiejohnsontaylor.com

Jacob T. Marley
By R. William Bennett
Copyright 2011.

In Charles Dickens’ classic holiday tale, Jacob T. Marley is Scrooge’s partner. R. William Bennett’s novel
tells the same story from Marley’s point of view.
He starts by describing Marley’s childhood, then how he became a successful, miserly accountant and
how he met Scrooge and took him on as a business partner. He then explains Marley’s deathbed epiphany
and events leading up to Marley’s ghostly appearance before Scrooge on that fateful Christmas Eve.
After that, he tells of Scrooge’s encounters with the three spirits, as Marley observes them. He then
continues the story after Scrooge’s change of perspective until his death twenty-five years later when he
and Marley are reunited.
I like how R. William Bennett uses exact quotes from Charles Dickens’ work to enhance the story. I
downloaded this book from Audible and enjoyed the way the narrator depicts Scrooge and Marley as they
age. If you like Dickens’ A Christmas Carol, you should try this book. It’s the same story with a different
ending.
***
Author’s Note: I posted this book review on my blog last year, and you can read it by visiting:
https://abbiescorner.wordpress.com/2019/12/19/a-holiday-favorite-with-a-twist-thursday-bookfeature/ Please feel free to email me at: abbietaylor945@gmail.com
There, now you’ve something to read. Huh? You’re looking for something other than holiday reading? No
problem, Meredith’s back with a review that will surely have you heading back to your favorite reading
nest.

A Game of Fox and Squirrels

Reviewed By: Meredith Burton
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07GC3HNYB/
Certain books leave you breathless and joyful. They embody beautiful truth and bring healing in the midst
of darkness. I especially love when books of this sort are cleverly told using elements of fantasy. A Game
of Fox and Squirrels is just such a novel. Using a fairy tale-like premise to explore relevant issues, Jenn
Reese has created a masterpiece.
Samantha Littlefield and her sister Caitlin have been sent from their home in Los Angeles to Portland,
Oregon to stay with their two aunts whom they have never met. The abrupt move has left Sam feeling
lost and bitterly homesick. She will do anything to return to her parents. Sam is a loner and often dreams
of being a hero like the ones she encounters in her beloved books. When her Aunt Vicky gifts her with an
unusual card game, strange events begin to unfold. Ashander, the charming fox from the game, appears
in Sam’s room and offers to help her fulfill her heart’s desire. She must pass some tests in order to find
the Golden Acorn, an object of immense power that will grant any wish. Sam decides to follow Ashander’s
instructions in order that she might find a way to return home. What happens when each test becomes
progressively darker? And, is Sam’s true heart’s desire what she really needs?
Reese masterfully balances light and darkness in this suspenseful and beautiful tale. Each character is vivid
and complex, and I loved how Sam’s inner thoughts and desires echo the card game. Ashander is a truly
terrifying but compelling antagonist, and his squirrel attendants are whimsical and complex. Birch was my
favorite squirrel.
The exploration of child abuse is done in a tasteful way as Reese chose to explore the aftermath of the
abuse instead of making young readers experience the actual events. The card game is a perfect mirror
of events, so suspense is built as readers try to discover the reason why Sam and Caitlin have had to come
live with their aunts. Vicky and Hannah are wonderful characters, and I loved how the women helped
each other. Vicky’s vulnerability was heart wrenchingly portrayed, and her love and kindness was
palpable. I also loved how Reese made Caitlin, Sam’s older sister, play such a pivotal role. Both girls were
so endearing and wonderful, and I wanted to reach through the book and give them hugs.
A Game of Fox and Squirrels is a timeless fantasy that explores relevant issues. I hope that the book
receives recognition as it truly deserves to become a literary classic. The book also needs to have an audio
edition. A story of finding out what truly makes a home, and a tale of sacrifice and heroism, Jenn Reese’s
A Game of Fox and Squirrels is thoroughly recommended! Happy reading, and God bless you all.
Awesome! Now, we’ve all got something to read. But if you’ve a longing for some glorious holiday poetry,
you’re going to love heading over to the Poetry Place.

POETRY PLACE…
Welcome to the Poetry Place a column filled with thought provoking and beautiful poetry. First up Marlene
shares a poetic memory sure to remind us of what we should truly be thankful for.

Tech-No Thanksgiving
by Marlene Mesot
http://www.marlsmenagerie.com
11/30/2013
Two days ‘fore Thanksgiving in twenty-thirteen,
Rain pattered steadily while fog hung in keen.
Next day threatened snowflakes amid wind and chill.
Snow flew around town, but at home all was still.
Wednesday evening our microwave died.
Thanksgiving eve, “No Internet!” We cried.
Black Friday passed quietly in tech-no abyss.
Surely now something is amiss.
They say disaster comes in threes.
What next, electricity, gas, pump, or no heat?
These would be missed in winter’s deep freeze.
Loss makes conveniences seem like a treat.
On Tech.-No Thanksgiving what do we do?
Resort to old fashioned ways, tried and true.
The fireplace needs no wires or frills,
Just add some wood and clean out the flu.
This is no fable; I swear it’s all true.
One year we had no heat, so what did we do?
Used kerosine heaters
And bundled up the kids.
So be thankful for whatever you have.
Technology’s nice but not all there is.

Remember your loved ones while they are still here.
These matter most, the rest, persevere.
Thanks so much for reading my true life poem. I love hearing from readers, please email me at:
Marl.Mesot@gmail.com
I don’t know about you guys but though a bit annoying to have all those troubles, Marlene’s Thanksgiving
sounds kinda nice. It most definitely helps put some perspective back into this holiday season. Speaking of
perspective, Abbie’s back with a bit of poetry that might help you deal with the current COVID restrictions
Let’s take a look at what she’s got to share.

SOUTH FOR CHRISTMAS
by Abbie Johnson Taylor
Website: http://www.abbiejohnsontaylor.com

In the past, my Florida relatives counted on me.
There was no snow but mistletoe, white sand,
presents under the tree.
On Christmas Eve, after eating the traditional oyster soup,
we took a walk, as tropical breezes caressed us.
Overnight, Santa came with bounty for all.
It felt like Christmas.
This year, I’ll be there,
only in my imagination.
***
Author’s Note: To hear me play and sing the song that inspired the above poem, go to:
https://abbiescorner.files.wordpress.com/2018/12/home-for-christmas.mp3 Please feel free to email me
at: abbietaylor945@gmail.com
WOW! A trip to Florida! Well, like Abbie says, we can dream, can’t we? Before you get to happy swimming
in the ocean and building castles in the sand, let’s go play in the snow with Annie.

Winter Man

By Ann Chiappetta
www.thought-wheel.com

From icy heights of navy blue
a sled lands low and silent
Agile boots descend the flue
towing gifts for slumbering tenants
Kris Cringle, Santa Claus, St. Nick
Mystic Are his ways
1Depositing treasures across the isthmus of twilight
Time zones oversee his magical forays
Though born from the pairing of tradition
And of commercial convention
He embodies the ultimate symbol
Of love omniscient;
For surely, white bearded jolly men are common
Yet, when winter comes, each assumes a likeness
A boisterous laugh and twinkle
, a ready smile
How could anyone
Call this jolly iconoclast into question?
magic boots and reindeer alight
On this most Holy night in winter
An eternal myth, perhaps
Yet one cannot deny wearing
the Santa hat
brings forth the timeless Wonder of Christmas.

Annie brought the ‘Winter Man’ now Jo’s playing Marbles with the angels in the shimmering flakes of
snow.

Marbles for the Angels
by Jo Elizabeth Pinto

http://www.brightsideauthor.com

The winter came creeping
While mortals were sleeping
And the snow began to fly.
So fragile and fleeting
With no two repeating
Crystal flakes fell from the sky.
In slow motion drifting
Then swirling and lifting,
They danced lightly on the breeze
And scattered their splendor
Of dazzling grandeur
On the world with graceful ease.
It was as if Heaven
Had suddenly given
Stores of precious gems away
And angels were casting
These jewels everlasting
As marbles out in play.

I love hearing from my readers. If you wish to contact me, my email is jopinto@msn.com.
Phew! We’ve been to the beach. We’ve played in the snow. But now the sun’s setting, can you see the
holiday lights all aglow?
Here’s Joan with her scintillating poem.
*This year we Jews kindle the first of eight Hanukkah candles on December 10. May our lights join with
every other seasonal light during this darkest of seasons to weave sweetness and harmony for all of us!*

Hanukkah Lights

By Joan Myles
http://www.jewniquelymyself.com
In the deepest well of winter
Where all is cold and dark,
A single slame--a splinter
Smiles and makes a spark.
The next night she arrives again,
Sweet essence with no name,
And a neighbor just across the way
Kindles his own flame.
The third night mist appears
With prickliness that bites.
Two neighbors flicker without fear,
And look,
One more ignites!
On and on throughout the week
And one day more for cheer,
Like strands of fireflies in the night
Each shining bright and clear.
One smile invites another,
One beam--and soon there’s 8
Expanding circles round the world
As they outward radiate.
And we hold this moment sacred
As our hearts we dedicate
To peace, compassion
Acts of love-And with latkes celebrate!
May your holidays sparkle with joy.
Much love, Joan.

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.
My thanks to Sally for allowing her work to be used here.
We’ve Peppermint candy canes, we’ve Peppermint tea, but did you ever think that mint could help your
tummy if you have too many holiday treats? Let’s see what Sally’s got to say about Mint and all its many
benefits.

Smorgasbord Health Column – The Medicine Woman’s Treasure Chest –
Herbal Medicine – Peppermint – fresh breath, digestion and anti-bacterial |
Smorgasbord
Blog Magazine

You can find more information on the use of herbal medicine and Thyme in last week’s post in the
series: Thyme – for health and cooking

What is Herbal Medicine
Herbal medicine has been part of our ancient and more modern history for thousands of years.
Unfortunately, there is no money to be made by the pharmaceutical companies when only a plant is
processed. Therefore, in the last twenty years particularly there has been a focused effort, at a very high

level, to downgrade all alternative therapies including herbal remedies to quackery. We can only now
suggest that an alternative therapy MAY help you.
A commonsense warning about herbal medicines.
Herbal medicines should be treated with respect and should only be used if you have read all the
contraindications, possible side effects and never with any prescribed medication unless you have cleared
with your doctor first. This is particularly important if you are pregnant or trying to become pregnant as
taking specific herbal medicines can cause harm.
Go to a qualified herbalist or if you buy over the counter on online read all the instructions beforehand or
enclosed in the packet. I always buy the more expensive and professionally prepared tinctures and have
stayed with that brand for the last twenty years.
Having established that; I want to introduce you to herbs that can be taken as a prepared tincture but
also those that you can include in your diet which may improve and maintain your health. This week
Peppermint which not only keeps your breath fresh, but is also useful for warding off the unwanted
attentions of any germs lurking in the vicinity and aiding digestion.

You may have noticed that almost all non-prescription preparations that claim to help indigestion are mint
flavoured. And this is not just because mint has a nice taste. Mint is one of the oldest known treatments
for indigestion and its inclusion in medicines is due to the plant’s ability to settle the stomach. However,
do be aware that there are other components in these over the counter products and overuse can
undermine your own ability to maintain an acid and alkaline balance in the body.
Using a natural digestive aid over a period of time should stimulate your own system to do its job
efficiently rather than rely increasingly on synthetic assistance. Do remember that if you are on prescribed
medication that you should not stop taking without the knowledge of your doctor.

Originally native to the Mediterranean region, peppermint, which is a cross between water mint and
spearmint, is one of the oldest cultivated herbs and was used for culinary as well as healing purposes by
the Egyptians, Greeks and Romans. It would seem that poor eating habits have been a problem
throughout all of human history!
Continue reading the article at:
https://smorgasbordinvitation.wordpress.com/2020/07/23/smorgasbord-health-column-the-medicinewomans-treasure-chest-herbal-medicine-peppermint-fresh-breath-digestion-and-anti-bacterial/

FAVORITE LINKS OF THE MONTH…
http://jewniquelymyself.com/2020/12/10/two-hanukkah-songs-chanukah-music/
http://thestoryreadingapeblog.com/2020/12/09/traditional-holiday-mincemeat-a-pie-with-a-pastguest-post-by-jo-elizabeth-pinto/
https://www.recoveringself.com/happiness/acts-of-kindness-can-make-you-happier
https://smorgasbordinvitation.wordpress.com/2020/12/11/smorgasbord-cafe-and-bookstorechristmas-book-fair-new-book-memoir-patty-fletcher-reviews-historical-amy-m-reade-afghanistanmary-smith-memoir-pete-springer/
https://www.goodreads.com/author_blog_posts/20706760-failure-or-hero
https://www.dropbox.com/s/w7wzwo7q7nijd5l/Cats%20and%20Christmas%20Trees%20https://bookmarketingtools.com/temp/files/8873594/The-Ultimate-Author-Checklist-for-BookMarketing-Online.pdf

CLOSING…
This ends The Writer’s Grapevine Holiday Extravaganza 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.
She has just published her third book, Pathway to Freedom Broken and Healed: Book One How a Seeing
Eye Dog Retrieved My Life Second Edition.
Find it and all her other work at: https://www.amazon.com/Patty-L.-Fletcher/e/B00Q9I7RWG

