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On the movie screen, a preview of new vocabulary echoes in her ears - Obvious and Apparent were one-word concepts that meant the recent movie-based classic novels.

We optimistically enlightened Clylies intuition of personal terrorism that perpetuated, besides her family's manners, displayed publicly as if an alcoholic stupor confessed by recovering loved ones. 

Grandmother and Auntie were blowing some warm kisses goodbye to us.

Clylie bowed her head in disbelief with a sullen peck from her Gram the day she left the Hickory Roofed house in Sorrowful, a revitalized New England Shaker Community of rebuilt family homes. An authority figure who gave instructions said, “I will watch you,” as if people have nothing better to do but monitor and profile certain people. Like most parents, she looked around while her father talked to her in a whisper to keep their children behaving at public events.

She wanted to go off and join a Thespian Guild, but she did not know where to start that conversation with her conservative father. 

They never could talk to him as the past became the present events appearing lifelike, and only distanced her from the room of people to the window of clouds separate from the blue Cky, as she felt detached by some powerful force.  

Among aging women and men or children were safe allies in the axes of power under this house of demise and deception. 

According to Ckylie’s imagination, her family relationships had improved, left alone.

The Winter's Reunion ended for another year of mild teasing and vague comments from children’s secrets. She kept everyone checking themselves while Clylie stood near the stairs to the second floor (where she would rather be)—trying to remember why the mitosis of DNA cells naturally evolved from the mother’s side of the family. It was confusing why the family came to visit. If they would not interact, blurring the lines between activities, food, and party.

Instead, people walked around our house to the backyard like mournful prehistoric animals migrating and feasting-peaceful after the funeral.

Clylie’s life was so isolated that she would have to reckon with it in the barren landscapes she had created in her paintings. With a married young Mother-Winters or Elizabeth, sometimes called by her Father Winters or Herbert, sometimes called by her mother, before heading to the bedroom and keeping a sharply keen eye on each as they tried to consider what unified them in conversation. Even when it became exhausting for Clylie to listen to her two parental charms, those strange people seldom repeated the daily events and plans via demonstrations and animations to express their kinships in the past. 

Clylie woke late to hear her mother and father talking and laughing in the kitchen, but her father was not home, and her mother was working on some course to get her MBA in social policy or something. Perhaps it was a classmate on the vision phone or a girlfriend, thought Ckylie. There was a softness to her mother’s voice, and she screamed-laughter as if losing a small creature killed in the bathroom would change Ckylie’s approach into the kitchen. 

Clylie continues to listen, slows her pace in the kitchen, and comes down the stairs cheerfully. We did not accept this around her father. It distinguished Clylie the difference from enjoyment to the sobbing surrendering of the mother and the resolve of her father’s voice, As Clylie regrets entering the kitchen with a stoicism-jaw-opening plain face.

A family of remorse of her mother’s pink eyelids, wet with glistening lashes like a Punk Rocker, streamed down her face. The first time Clylie saw her mother cry relentlessly, expressing

“What went wrong,” shouted the whipping Ckylie as her world seemed to crumble right before her as the connection between her father and mother was just digital, mechanical, and infrequently detached nightly from each other.

Until Mother Winters spoke up and out, calling her daughter Cky instead of Cklier for the first time while listening to hear

“Your father is changing jobs, so this means being paid less and working long hours.”

“So, you must go to work to afford the house, and they left you with your Grammy, Auntie, or Nanny. Clylie looked at her Mother in silent dismay.”

“I do not need a babysitter, and I can care for myself,” Cky told herself.

Mother said, “This is true, but you need an adult around because it is the law.” So Clylie got the brownie and milk and returned to the stair, as the conversation ended like it started, with the father and mother chatting. But, unfortunately, Clylie later learned in the following weeks that her Father re-routed to a different demographic to sell an experimental electronic game to young sports enthusiasts. 

This Mother would have to take up the slack if they wanted to live at Hickory House, the Shaker Homestead that has been in the family for generations.

The decision was now up to Clylie. Going to private school would be a good chance for her to develop the artistic life she aspires to if that is what she wants to do after a lifetime at the Santa Klaus Academy, the parents joke, saying it will be a breeze for her to get through the program. 

Another calendar of the mystical zodiac established the time for the birth of the new Scribner in the witches' ritual journal of spells for the new Scribs or Scribnors arriving.

An assigned speaker of Scribnor, enlightened by the sciences of artists, writers, and relatively new pagan worshipers, perhaps they were right about the misfortune of a struggle to harness such ancestry-written wisdom.

It was the time for a change of globalized proportions. It included a solitary passage folded in pages like dog ears enveloping a whispered message to the universe for a new millennium of magic. 

The legacy of the ritual of majic predictability and parishes of The Light Matriarchies of Magic included Mother Winters' family lineage during the past events of confessions to record passages from lights. It had been four centuries since the ritual journal used to guide Cky with a source of reanimate powers to control thoughts.

They perpetuated ideals quantitatively, escalating perceived hope for others. Within the essential magic, the magic would rekindle as a narrow pass threading of needle to darn the tapestry of the Palindrome, Yielding Wand, Paleography, and Switches with an unveiling truth during an era when wise ones ordain the sages who pass the orations to the offspring on a journey to ensure perseverance, encouragement, creativity, and provenance.

Cooperation with all majic rites of the ritual journal inheritance would not cause conflict. They were making the muses turn into their complacent slumbering dreams. Innately brings the Scribner’s illumination engraved and laden upon a slab of wood for eons of truth yet to come to the Scribnor (Clylie).

Out of clarity and coherence, complementary language contrasts create provocative images of fancy and fashion. So were the spaces of fire containing their traditional course of action, making an accession of characteristics and traits to receive introspective-fail insights beyond the cultivated lands, where only the bearer of majic and afflictions, everyone awaits their destinies to conjure past Scribnor’s breaths of wisdom.

In the ritual journal were the gifts-givers of Ohwan (a long-forgotten place), who had revealed the chosen Scribnor to the Scribner. When the Scribner may cease to exist, the former must become the latter destinies reminiscent. Then the ancient echoes of the Elders Ageless become the traditions of loving one’s neighbor, the Scibnor (Ckylie). If deceptive spells do not cause permanent harm as lessons extend beyond the paradox of a pragmatic paradigm and resolutions of practical passage for future Scribnor and companions. They identified the quest as the majic righting the curses of unacceptance with the orations of the Ancients.

The Ritual Journal will bring about nine entities from the Elder Lands to seek Scribnor’s incantation of casting into eight winds like a grain of soil that remained from past civilizations. The Symbolist, The Sign Maker, The Gatekeeper, The Interpreter, The Guard, The Resolution, The Healer, The Jester, and The Dancer will appear without invitation. 

They acknowledged the deed or name to relinquish the forgiveness of evil living in the Palindrome, Yielding Wand, Paleography, and Switches to immobilize a spirit of hope for humanism.

The Scribbler must make the right choices and hone the power of the Ritual Journals knowledge.

Only in lascivious reflections of circumstances and situations can the relationships bond cultivate adoration among the Ancients and the Scribnor evolve without the continuation of man. It will take the transcultural conscientiousness and interaction of future events appearing absolute to servitude will change Ckylie forever. 

By suspending beliefs for a time to consider this nature narrative that had baffled Ms. Winters about The Awakening novel, she acknowledged the coincidence that inundated the desperation and personal conflicts for the main characters’ development as resisting her demise with hope for others.

On every page was a revolutionary consideration for living life instead of fleeing the knowledge of infidelity. Only through the power of pointing the reader toward a place that eliminated those daemons, only the past lives can release from the mannerism of the universal as she scribed the journal her responses and reactions without identifying circumstances that made her believe dutiful women denied her liberties for a family and ultimately society.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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​“It is good to have an ending to a journey towards meaning.”


Ursula Le Guin


✼✾❃✼✾

​~ Drawing ~

In the silence, she looked up, mesmerized by the sights of parables and epics of saints imperial for grace and divinity. The artwork framed illuminated writing in the miraculous stained-glass primary colors like orbiting lenses reflected upon the silver, black pewter frames of Victorian ellipses melting into Clylie’s eye pupils.

The tints of Gothic parables seem like etched, lithographed grayish shades of ancient visual hieroglyphs around the door moldings, like some sacred meta-physiological fables of lost souls. She was emulating their spiritual identities upon the unloving structure within the window of the second floor of Hickory House, where a young girl occupied the vast room.

On a warm fall, airy thoughts loomed around the aspiration artistry in and around her Mom and Dad’s dressers, the kitchen refrigerator, and Clylie’s clean bathroom, where most of her ideas seem to coalesce from sound into essential for painting. Until this day, Cky had honored the written word and all its splendor and glory from a spiritual writer in pages of books that lay unopened on a medieval coffee table in a grand parlor that her Father Winters wrote. “Years ago, people used to listen to the sermon in that room.” As the ghostly men and interior vanished in heirlooms, portraits of ancestors of the mystic arts appeared. 

That embodied the delicate artistry of glorious sculptures of multiple photos and paints to emphasize the different appreciation of materials. Clylie's vision had Papa, a carpenter, falling and twisting into a nautical fit - hitting the maple balustrade, the spindle spiraled from the stairs' scalped casing, leaving vertical fencing of natural woods displayed in the shattered central entryway of death.

The neutral-toned walls with preserved polish panels of oak illuminated corridors of Sorrow House were a beautiful sight, even with an occasional antique broom, butter churners, and Victorian-shaded lamps on cluttered tables of papers.

They encased the cabinet with pine and cedar to accent the architectural features. To preserve from weathering and protect the growing children as they learned the desire of necessity. Conceive the moral discipline of Clylie’s parents, trying to survive the everyday expenses. They quickly became two ships meeting during weekends and occasional holidays to share-there for her sake.

It was like the last years together became enclosed in a book of memoirs that were not being kept regularly, like a wayward child in a state facility to be neglected and abused by personal ignorance of the need for one girl’s emotional worth among her family and teacher, this was the day when Klauss Academy became a home away from home. Classmates were speculative.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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​✼✾❃✼✾

​~ For You  ~

Follies with flawlessness from anticipating perspectives came from evil thoughts that divinity and pluralism had nothing to do with this vision of occultism that seemed to pass across the arrow, Elizabeth’s heart.

These thoughts brought no comfort to the moment and rekindled memories of the immaculate conception of a child; that was not the case for her. Instead, it was more of untangled palpable energy with mythical proportions, as volume rose to a scream and the rain and thunder rattled the rectangles barn box framing images illuminated by the color rice paper screen with monolithic pillars to establish the bed in the center of the sizeable lofted room as a young girl was bored and admired.

A void of ideas closed and opened with a sudden sneeze and released with relief of annunciation bleeding, causing tension and muscles to twitch. Cky's body was recalibrating itself like an insect cartoon character dispensing the offspring's remains, announcing

“Healthy as a watermelon,” exclaimed the Virginian African Mother as she performed her praise in a mild hygienic manner, minding the mother’s instincts.

So, now Clylie would try not to conceive the impractical poetry of her physiology on a continuous rhythmic roller-coaster, especially when she was trying to work on a paper that was due the following day by Professor Knowitall smirk she expected good writing from all students by the seventh year students at Klauss Middle school.

“Heck,” she thought, this was not a recommended course and one she took because Dr. Mott suggested it, seeing that Ckylie's only friend and grandmother were in a nursing home.

“It was not fair,” echoed Ckylie to Dr. Mott, who got a phone call from Mr. Winters regarding the matter as he flew off to Singapore for business.

At that moment, Clylie did not want to seem infantile and whine in front of Dr. Mott but exclaimed, 

“He didn’t even know his Gram the way I did.” 

“How could they just condemn her to solitary clinical confinement with four walls and a wheelchair as a companion and unhealthy food?

Dr. Mott explained “This was not a quick decision for your father, who took all his vacation to foster your grandmother’s recovery as the medical bill increased. Grandmother had many mini-strokes and was not the same person once admired.”

This news sent Clylie right into a state of shock and irrational thoughts. While Clylie was recovering from the initial reports, Dr. Mott suggested American Literature and Life Science, which had little computations, so he lied.  

After a month of anxiousness and perpetual trance, Clylie sorted out her plans to finish her undergraduate studies by taking these two courses as requirements for liberal research and getting an Associate’s degree. Then think about continuing after a year off to recover appropriately and visit Gram before she leaves this mortal menacing world. Closing her computer, she thought, 

“How ideal it is to be optimistic without positive intentions of seeing Gram again,” knowing that Clylie would do the same to her father, and perhaps that was how parents and children lived their lives, APART. Though Clylie wanted to transfer to the electronic chess board game, she closed it and went to lie down as though whirling around her tortured mind. 

In a poster-pad-size list of her life goals of having a long-term relationship, but that delusional dream involved more than just her, reminded Clylie. It evolved into another person who wanted more than the movement of her hips. It was what embraces among the bones, and this was.

Clylie could not articulate or grammatically eradicate those times sexual intercourse penetrated her emotional core, leaving her empty among the sheets. 

This tragic story did not need repeating tonight in an episodic scene of SEX IN THE CITY, making the challenging scene of intimacy and fidelity too familiar to Clylie.

Mother was away on political business, and her Father was always flying around the world for contracts with localized fast-food franchises.

The way it was for all families. Clylie could barely accept it but yearned for something less contemporary and more modern with traditional values. She could only turn over and look out the dripping window, pelted by spears of rain and hail, while listening to the thunder in the distance. 

Know that another campaign on American Values would obliterate North America as a Global leader, as her Mother once tolerated promoting and colliding visions that flooded Clylie's pleasantries with apologetic congeniality and an amendment to her parents. 

However, she still felt like hearing that her chest was expanding like a delicate fabric of brushed denim getting ready for tea, and thoughts shook Clylie with flashes of unrequited love and the surviving debutante grandmother lifestyle.

While trying to make her motto for less and “thou shall not want” is nothing better than a tragic comedy of errors among the naivety. These were to conceive her paper and circumstance clouding and languishing the Fitzgerald plot of The Great Gatsby with the parallel analysis of the author’s alcoholic life with a crazy wife.

These released tears from Clylie’s eyes with a deep understanding that needs to be honored beyond the solitude of being self-sabotaged by being gifted through the exposure to the best education her parents could afford, enhanced enrichment, and assessment records.

Clylie Marie- Angelina Oliver-Winters was a prodigal student in literature. However, what genre, medium, or artistic endeavors she would attempt was determined, and Gram elected to re-enroll Clylie in the School for the Gifted. These memories gave Clylie a distinct sense of relief with fond vignettes of her only kind.

​~ Writing ~

How do I write this novel without implicating people in my life or in a situation that superseded obvious circumstances?

Various authors suggest purging, while others vomit without agreement with the bemusement of such an idea. However, it is funny to conceive someone with bulimic tendencies instead of forgetting their present issues to write for others. 

Plus, if we were genuine friends in a loving relationship






​~ Beginnings ~


















​~ An Office Visit ~

































​On the Spot 
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