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      Written Tales Chapbook III, a collection which embraces freedom. Each author writes on the theme of what it means to them. This volume encompasses many aspects of the term, which embraces the effects of war, society, life, and religion.

      The stories and poems within these pages will touch the heart. We hope you enjoy this edition as much as we did preparing it to share with you.

      To receive updates and support Written Tales, please join us at writtentales.substack.com.
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        April 21,1816 ~ March 31,1855.

      

      
        
        
        “I am no bird; and no net ensnares me: I am a free human being with an independent will.”

        Charlotte Bronte

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Cry Freedom

          

          John Kaniecki

        

      

    

    
      (To Trudy My Nurse)

      
        
        
        Cry freedom, cry and wail

        Awesome, awesome is your tale

        Steven Biko the former saint

        With rainbow colors so you paint

      

        

      
        Cry freedom, shout the scream

        Never sleep, never doubt the dream

        Words they fail

        Actions prevail

      

        

      
        Cry freedom I shall cry along

        Together the better in melodic song

        Righteousness, bliss & sweet lover’s kiss

        Evil is wrong

      

        

      
        CRY FREEDOM CRY!

        Live or die, Love is why!

        The chorus before us

        Jesus Messiah on the cross

        His gain our loss?

      

        

      
        Cry freedom cry

        NO MORE TO CRUCIFY

      

        

      
        Cry freedom cry

        Truth tells no lie 1

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Dilemma, Dilemma

          

          Dee Allen

        

      

    

    
      Seven doors. Seven choices.

      Dilemma, dilemma.

      Facing these doors in this surreal corridor taunts me with my ability to decide. What could be behind them? Six are dove-white, one is canary-yellow. Facing them also fills me with trepidation and self-doubt. 

      What if the yellow door leads to paradise or a prize? 

      What if the other door leads to perdition, Elysian Fields in flames, and the other 6 have prizes? 

      What holds me captive? Fear, making the wrong choice. But I’ll never know the outcome unless I try to break free from fear’s spell and step forward to turn the knob… 1

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            Freedom Fruit

          

          Evie Groch

        

      

    

    
      A simple naval orange, right here in front of me, bright, juicy, and a main ingredient for what I’m about to make to celebrate the Festival of Purim, something my parents had to do in secret in eastern Europe. When I slice the orange open, I’m transported to the infirmary I was in during a sixteen day voyage on a freighter from Bremen, Germany, to New Orleans, USA, my entry point. An infirmary like a cell. I had the measles. Couldn’t eat. Forlorn, isolated, and only three years old. What were they thinking? Anger rises in me yet. My father, my hero, sneaked into my cell in the evenings with sweet, juicy oranges, something I could easily swallow. 

      “Hayale,” he called me, the diminutive for Haya, or Alive, Living in English. “Try these, or at least suck the juice out.” These golden orbs nourished me and became my diet. How I take them for granted now, these sunbaked treasures.

      My nose twitches. Why now? Because I am remembering other smells on board, not so nice smells. God, I hated the urine-stained mattresses we slept on out of the infirmary. The smell nauseates me even today, having imprinted on my senses a stench steeped in poverty, rationing, refugees, and those of little hope. I still haven’t completely shed these labels after so many years. But luckily, there were other aromas to offset these. I can inhale them now in my mind. Strange smells, new to me, but more common to me now than ever before. How did they first reach me? When did I first taste the food connected to the smell? When did I accept them? It didn’t happen all at once.

      Alvira Street, I think it was—the train station we got off at in Los Angeles after leaving New Orleans. Bold colors, piñatas, chilies, salsas, tortillas, guacamole all assaulted my senses. The downtown heart of the Mexican city. It was years before I tasted the foods these aromas came from. Too alien for my parents, who didn’t even know what to call them. I never won them over. It wasn’t until much later even I accepted these foreign foods. But then, like others, the craving started. How long can I go without needing to give in to a Mexican meal? Not very long, although I’m still not a big fan of cilantro, after so many years. From oranges to Mexican food. What was next? My name.

      How did I lose my name? Am I still who I am with my name changed? Is it this way for all immigrants? I sometimes wonder if changing my name was a betrayal of sorts. Not on my part, because I had little to do with it. Was it a betrayal by my parents of our cultural heritage? Or was it simply a reach too far for assimilation?

      My father entered the country as Yossel; in Poland and Germany, they called him Josef. Here it was immediately changed to Joseph. My mother came as Feige, or as Fania in Poland. Here she became Faye. I never knew how they liked their new packaging, but I don’t think it mattered to them. It was the entry price for relocation. What they called each other at home never changed, no matter where they lived.

      They enrolled me in a private school on a scholarship for need, which had an opening for a kindergartner. To my surprise, there already was a Haya in the class. I wonder what turn my life would have taken had she not been there. There couldn’t be two. I guess that was the law back then. My teacher, either in her wisdom or because of her lack of sensitivity, reassigned me the name Hava, Eve in English. Would a one letter change really matter? In a few seconds, I was a new entity.

      Five years later, at the naturalization ceremony for my parents and me, the three of us were sworn in and became legal citizens. Joseph, Faye, and Evelyn. Evelyn would appear on all my legal records and sound as foreign to me as a Greek name. But now, now that I have a say in how I’m referred to, I go by Evie (not E.V., but Ehvy). I continue to correct people who mispronounce it because that has become me… until the barista at Starbucks spells my name, and then someone else tries calling it out: Evvie, Eevy, Eeby, Edie, Eddie, Audie, Eva. Which will it be today? I even thought about coming up with a name just for me to use at Starbucks, but the baristas beat me to it. Since I speak Spanish with them, they named me Evita, and it fits. Problem solved—no mispronunciations. So, no more changes. Nothing left to assimilate.

      All this memory floods out as I cut open an orange to make the filling for hamantaschen, my favorite treat to be eaten at the Festival of Purim, a festival I am free to celebrate in my adopted country under my new name. 1
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