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Westland Writes 2011

also a difficult issue for Memnisians.

Egeph - ‘the all-there’ - is populated by wild primates,
who are aware that they will change and adapt over time. For
now, the Egepha swing from the vines of ultra-towering trees and
fly insanely through their skies, landing on any random body of
water on the surface, or grasping the branch of a high surface tree
while diving. The Egepha have massive forearms, immensely
strong backs. The Egephas can thrust themselves and command
the open air, flying with the friendly animate clouds, winds, and
storms, then find they can swim madly through huge rivers and
lakes. The Egepha have no deity. They also have no need for the
Systemis, though some Egepha agreed in building the Systemate,
the satellite center for the Systemis. Wearing Ynopsi-based space-
suits, strong, fearless Egepha were employed to assist in
constructing the orb-shaped monitoring satellite base, with its
propulsion weight, a square-like extension under the hull of the
Systemate. This is where the Systemate is piloted, by turns taken
from its ambassadors solely from Ynopsi, no one active from
Ixote, one ambassador from Macron, a temporal representative
from Memnis, but no one from the fifth and first Major World
Yadon.

Yadon - ‘mystery-world’ - is the largest planet in the
Systemis. I can see it sometimes from my world Macron. It was
once referred to by Macronians as ‘mystery-moon,’ because
Yadon was like a big, uninhabited world that all in the Age of the
Alignment thought was never home to any life. Three centuries
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ago, a comet collided with Yadon, causing a chain reaction
covering the whole planet. The crust and the mantle were re-
shaped by seismic forces set in eruption and soon out of the over
sphere of explosions, the Yadoc, a people dormant in their home
world for millions of years, were born anew. The Yadoc are like
giants who inhabit and fly around their home world like the
Ynopians, and like the Ixote, the Yadoc study the origins of their
creation by examining the impact crater from the comet that
brought their emerging. This geo-mysticism also allows the Yadoc
to pilot their mountain-temples that intricately roam their
planet-in-puzzle.

The Systemis was founded by the sixth planet and third
Major World. This smallest of the Major Worlds is also out
farthest from the light of the Procyons, yet its ice-saturated
surfaces are still reflective in gold and especially white. Tpedet is
the coldest planet here, yet its populace, like many of the other
worlds, are the products of a water-based manifesting. Tpedet,
who share their home world's name with themselves and with the
ocean that networks between glaciers and ice-sheets, migrated in
masses out of the oceans as amphibians whose life-force grew to
adjust its heat to the warmer upper world, the one above the
ocean filled with rich subzero life. These amphibians changed,
becoming erect in their backs and digital with their frontal limbs.

Soon, Tpedet became explorers of the ice-sheets and the

glaciers throughout the home world. Their skin remained
impervious to hyper-frigid air but more so, Tpedet learned to use
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movement while sliding and slipping across ice to be a foundation
for culture; one based on spontaneity. The people of Tpedet enjoy
leaping and skating and singing and dancing to express
themselves. They wear symbolic markings on their bodies and
wear crystals in ways allowing for each one to have their own
language. Tpedet is a cool planet I hope to visit one day. Maybe I
will.

The Tpedet proposed a peace-to-all-planets after the
Macronian Etsasi fired a deadly solar missile at the Memnisians,
forcing them to evacuate seemingly forever within the holes of
their moon. I was too young to remember all that, the first stel-
war between Macron and Memnis. I hope there is not another
one. I do not think the Systemate and its members who think
they can negotiate for all the planets will bring peace, even if the
Consecra agreed to instill the Systemis. Hopefully, by the next
alignment and before the white Procyon explodes, there will be a
peace everywhere.

1 am happy to have shown you my home system and
shared with you its wonders. I hope there is peace in your solar
system, and I hope your home world is in view of an prosperous
future. All of us need that.
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Cheryl Vatcher-Martin
Kingsley House Ghost Story

“Look at this house. I've never seen a green colored
mansion like this,” John said

“No, 1 haven't ever noticed a house that looks like this
either. It is two pieces of a house put together," Sam said.

“The front door is slightly open. Perhaps we can get
inside,” John said.

The wind whipped up its own brew flinging it open as
the brothers flew up the creaking wooden gray stairs

“Watch out, John, the door is swinging shut now, “ Sam
said.

They barely missed being squished inside the door wall
as the high-speed gust of wind slammed the door shut behind
them.

“That was too close, " John said.

“Yeah, I agree; we'll run up those stairs that mirror each
other and get out of here,” Sam said.

“Do you see the stairs and how narrow they are? “ John
asked.

Sam raced up the one side of the stairway and hollered,

“John come see this quick, I think there’s a ghost wearing a civil
war uniform. He's moving around in the parlor,” he said.

“No, he isn't," John said.
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The mannequin stopped cold in front of John.

At that moment the house turned icy and foggy, limiting
the sight of the boys.

“I know what I saw. I'm going over there,” Sam said.

“Fine, I'm going into the bedroom where there is a rope
bed," John said,

Sam, unfazed, tiptoed into the parlor where the civil war
ghost was quiet for a moment. Sam sat down into the rocking
chair, and all of a sudden was being rocked by the ghost.

“It is the Bth of August of 1862, and I'm an original
member of the 24th Michigan of the Iron Brigade. I just enlisted
today here in Romulus, Michigan,” Kingsley ghost said.

“What? No way, It is 2010. I don't know what the Iron
Brigade is!” Sam hollered. He ran to find John and got caught
in the fog, and the house transformed him back to 1862, filled
with screaming children and smells he didn’t recognize

“John, where are you?” Sam bellowed.

Silence. Then footsteps behind him. He sighed with
relief because he knew John had found him. Turning around he
screamed, “Leave me alone! It's not 1862, and I want to find my
brother John and get out of here!”

“But son, you live here with me. I'm your father and I'm
off to fight in the Civil War because we are tired of hiding slaves
that have run away and have no chance to start a new life, unless
we rid the world of slave hunters, and slave holders,” the ghost of

the Kinglsey house said.
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“I am not your son! John, where are you?” Sam
screamed as loud as he could.

“Over here, Sam."

With the frigid air inside of the house and deep fog he
hoped to find his brother.

“Where are you?, “ Sam asked again.

Right then, he felt the Civil War Ghost, gently take his
cold hand and pointed him towards John. Then, he simply
vanished into the air,

“I'm in this room near the door way, and under a rope
bed,” he said.

“I am crawling towards you John. Did you hear that
noise?"

“No Sam, please cut it out. I've found something
interesting here under the bed.

“What is it?” Sam said

“I don’t know. It’s like a big bowl] and it has a lid on it
and it's towards the foot of the bed, “ John said.

“Hey, do you see the bedspread? It's made of silk and
was made in the 1800's,"” Sam said.

“Help!! I just got stuck in the rope bed!! My arm is all
twisted and I'm afraid to get my head stuck in it too. [ was
looking for the straw mattress and I pulled my arm into different
directions, “ John said.

“Okay, I will try to come help. By the way, John, do you
smell something like baking bread somewhere in this cold
house?” Sam said.
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“Yeah, Why?"

“Never mind. I'll tell you later, “ Sam said.

Sam helped untangle his brother from the rope bed and
was astounded to see his reflection in the bedroom mirror. He
was wearing clothes that didn't belong to him. Yikes

“John, do I look different to you?

“Nope. Wearing your usual jeans and cap and jacket.”
John said.

Sam was so spooked he didn’t know what to do or say.

“I'm going to look for some baking bread, John,” he said.

Sam ran blindly towards the sweet smell and couldn’t
recall if he'd ever smelt fresh bread before, but he had read about
it in school as many farmer’s wives would bake their own bread
as it was a necessity to feed their families.

On his way towards the smell, he felt a firm grip on his
shoulder, “Son, you need to go finish your chores and help vour
mother. She'll even give you a slice of the warm bread if you ask
nicely," the ghost said.

Sam didn’t answer him, just ran, and ran, and there she
was! It was his mother, but she had on farmer’s clothes and
looked weary.

“Sam where on earth have you been? Where's John?"
she asked.

Sam turned around and ran towards the rope bed
bedroom to find John.

“Well I've had enough of this. Let’s get out of here as
mom will be worried about us, * John said.

“John I am going to show you that mom is baking bread
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for us right now inside of this house, “ Sam said.
He grabbed John's hand and ran into the direction of
the scent of the baking bread which now had evaporated into thin

air.

“Sam, mother isn’t in this house. You are imagining
ghosts!"

“I'll see you both when the War is over,” the ghost said.

“No!” John exclaimed.

“Now do you believe me?, “ Sam said.

“Yes! Let’s leave this haunted house!” John said.

Imelda Zamora

For my eyes only

I felt a hand on my forehead. Still drowsy with sleep, I
opened one eye and then the other. He was kneeling on the floor
by my side of the bed, stroking my hair and kissing me all over
my face. I turned to him and smiled, keeping my mouth closed
JSor I had yet to brush my teeth. He looked at me lovingly, and as
I gazed back at him, a fervid glow coursed through my veins. I
decided that his was the love I wanted to keep. After all, didn't I
Just marry him? He was smiling at me now, his thumb still
playing on my forehead, his hand resting on my head.
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I woke up with a start. I was shivering. The room was
cold and dark. I should turn the thermostat up or get another
blanket, I thought. Before I could stop myself, I had flung my
right arm out to the empty space beside me. Tears welled and
began to burn my eyes. How long had it been? Could I count in
years, months, days, hours and minutes? No, as anyone who had
lost a loved one knew, calendars and clocks were of no use.

Hi, Happy Anniversary again!

It was three p.m. and he was calling from work

Happy Anniversary again to you, too, I replied

So, what are you doing? he asked.

Oh, I'm just tidying up around the house.

Are we still going out to dinner tonight?

But of course! I'll be ready by five- thirty. Are you on
coffee break?

I have to go, bye, he said and hung up.

About fifteen minutes later the doorbell rang. Because I

was not expecting anyone, I hesitated for a few minutes before
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cautiously going to the door. Then I peeked through the curtain.
There he was standing outside with a goofy smile on his face
and clutching a bunch of long stemmed red roses in his chest.

I finally got up and adjusted the thermostat. No use
going back to bed, I thought, now that I am fully awake. It would
be daylight soon anyway, time to face another day again.

Do you think there are surveillance cameras around?

I don’t know, he said, looking up scanning the ceiling. I
don't see any.

He went back to his Nachos, dipped one into the hot
cheese sauce and put it in his mouth. I heard it crunch. We were
waiting outside the door of a movie theater in one of those multi-
movie complexes, where the doors are all lined up one after the
other along the corridors. There was no one else around.

Once, a while back, I commented to him how easy it
was for anyone to just enter another movie again, as long as one
knew the screening schedules between the shows. Do you want
to try it sometime? I teased him, getting excited. Sure, he said,
my friends and I used to do that when we were young boys. But
then, that was another time and another place.

So, anyway, there we were outside the door of movie
theater number 5, waiting for the cleaning crew to finish so that
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we could sneak in to see our second movie of the night.

What do you think they will do to us if we get caught? I
whispered.

Nobody would suspect an older couple like us to be
doing this, he said softly, but if someone stops us, then wel just
pay, that's all.

But no one stopped us, so we did it again. After the
third time, I said, I think we should stop now. This life of crime
does not hold well with my conscience.

And we burst out laughing.

I dragged myself to the bathroom and washed my face.
As I was brushing my teeth, I looked in the mirror and saw a
woman, somewhat different and yet very familiar. Years had
added character to her face, welcoming some well earned
wrinkles, thinning white hair, and what do they call those little
brown spots?

I have a problem, he said calmly, his face graven.
We were sitting on a bench at the mall, the bench where

we usually meet up after walking around, and where we
sometimes sit and eat our frozen yogurt
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What is it? I asked with an equally calm voice, bracing
myself for what I would hear next.

Well, I have this problem, you see, he started. My
problem is that I eannot control myself anymore. I cannot wait
any longer. I need to give this to you right now.

He took something from a bag behind him and handed
me a small blue velvet box, his lips cracking into a smile. Oh,
was all I could say. I gingerly opened it and inside was a gold
ring set with three diamonds, the middle larger than the one on
each side of it. I had seen it in diamond commercials and it was
called a forever ring, or was it an eternity ring?

Happy Anniversary in advance, he said. It was
October. Our anniversary was December. Forty-three years.

Downstairs in the kitchen, I turned the stove on, put a
small pot of water to boil and stirred in two heaping tablespoons
of oatmeal. Then I went to the sink to wash the spoon.

We were standing side by side facing the kitchen sink
one morning. He was having trouble breathing and was holding
on to the counter for support. Suddenly, he turned and hugged
me. I love you, he said. I love you, I replied, we will get through
this, we will fight this, you will get better. He did not say
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anything. We stood there holding each other in silence.

After breakfast, I went back upstairs. From the bedroom
closet, I pulled out a pair of black pants and a black blouse. I
stopped. Wait a minute, what, black again? I looked and all I had
was black, grey, white and an occasional brown and navy. I need
to add something a little cheerful to this wardrobe, I murmured
to myself, shaking my head, my hands on my hips. Tomorrow, I
will go to the mall and buy myself something bright. No, I am not
ready for red yet, but yes, maybe a pastel shade. Lime green
would be nice.
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