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A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR 

CANDACE HARDIN LITTLEJOHN 

I want to thank all of the sponsors and 

contributors that make this publication 

possible. 

It is a privilege to  read all of the 

submissions that I receive for this literary 

labor of love. 

Please feel free to submit poems, short 

stories, essays etc.anytime to 

bohemianlitmag@gmail.com. 

Visit our web site at 

bohemianrenaissance,com to download 

previous issues. 

Bohemian Renaissance exists from 

donations only.  

Its mission is to bring quality literature and 

art to everyone at no cost. It is also 

dedicated to lifting up emerging artists and 

writers, validating their talent with 

publication. All art, literature and creative 

works are good, they might not appeal to 

everyone, but each has value. 

Bohemian Renaissance is a 501c{3} 

corporation. 

If you would like to donate, visit our web 

site and use Paypal or you may send check 

or money order to: 

P.O. Box 652 Hiawassee, GA 30546 

EDGAR ALLAN  POE 

VIRGINIA WOOLF 

DID YOU KNOW THESE 

TWO FAMOUS WRITERS 

SELF PUBLISHED THEIR 

WORK? 
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 LOVE OR MONEY? 

BY CANDACE HARDIN LITTLEJOHN 

 

As the money floated on the water, I stumbled back from the edge of the sea wall of the old fort. I wiped the blood 

from my mouth, and turned to the detective, who was waiting to get my version of what had just occurred in the 

national landmark.  

Beat cops were trying to hold the arriving news teams at bay, as reporters tried in vain to get a few pictures with their 

zoom lenses. 

The detective helped me over to a bench and I sat down. He turned on his tape recorder and nodded. 

“Ms. Bartlett, my name is Detective Hamilton. Can you tell me what transpired here tonight?” 

My mind went back ten years; memories started flooding into my mind. Things I had repressed due to the pain came 

back sharply to stab me, as if they had happened yesterday. 

“Well, Detective Hamilton,” I began, “It all started when I was twenty. As a drama major, I was an acting hopeful. I 

had done a few local theatre events while in both high school and college. I had been told that I was pretty good, from 

local reviews and my professors. When a talent agent named Everett Brown contacted me through the school, I was 

ecstatic.  I was even more thrilled when I met him.  He was a tall young man with grey green eyes and auburn hair. He 

had chemistry and a smooze that could get him in just about anywhere.” 

I looked up at the detective and blushed. He smiled down at me. 

“Please continue.” 

“I was young, and he simply dazzled me with his ways. He told me he had seen a few of my plays. He assured me he 

could get me a screen test. Of course, I was so willing to believe.  I was naïve and he was telling me what I wanted to 

hear.” 

I paused again; it was going to be not only embarrassing, but painful to recount this part of the story to the detective. I 

had hidden this part of my life for so long, not just from others, but from myself as well. 

“Ms. Bartlett,” 

“Call me Sylvia, please.” 

He smiled and said, “Okay, Sylvia, I know this is hard for you. You are not considered a suspect in this matter at this 

time, but I do need the facts.”  
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“Yes, of course, I don’t mean to give you so much data, 

but it does go back ten years.” 

“If it is pertinent to the story, it will be necessary.” 

I drew a deep breath and began, “Needless to say, I was 

completely taken in by Everett. We began an affair that 

lasted for more than two years. I call it an affair, because 

I later learned that he was engaged to someone else at 

the same time he was with me. For me, it was everything 

I had hoped for in a relationship. He was fun, witty and 

knew things and people. He introduced me to a level of 

living that I had never experienced. We dined with heads 

of state, diplomats and politicians, in the most elegant 

and exclusive places. He flew me out to California, 

Washington, D.C. and so many other places. We were 

inseparable. I gathered that his family must have had 

money and influence. Everyone spoke of his Father as if 

he were somebody involved in government affairs. 

However, I never met any of his family, which struck 

me as odd, but Everett could always make a plausible 

explanation. Had I been thinking clearly, I would have 

pressed the issue, but I always bought every lie he told 

me. Naturally, I believed he was in love with me. He 

gave every appearance of worshipping the ground where 

I walked. Why else would he parade me around on his 

arm, meeting everyone he knew and with whom he 

conducted business? I asked him about the screen test 

often, but he always told me it would be very soon, he 

just had to set up a few things, get this or that taken care 

of, etc.” 

“Excuse me Detective Hamilton; I have to treat Ms. 

Bartlett. She is bleeding.”  

The EMT interrupted my dialogue, causing the detective 

to turn off his tape recorder and give us some privacy.  

“Ms. Bartlett, you have a nasty cut on your mouth and 

above your eye. I am going to treat you here, but if these 

areas continue to bleed heavily, you will need to go the 

hospital.  You may need a stitch or two. You have a cut 

on your scalp as well.”I winced as he checked my 

midsection. “Looks like you have some bad bruising to 

your stomach and ribs.” 

I guess the shock of it all finally set in, and I began to 

shake violently. He wrapped a blanket around me and 

completed his applications. 

After he finished, Detective Hamilton returned. He 

carried two cold soft drinks. 

He popped one open for me and I drank thirstily. He 

nodded for me to continue. 

“Anyway, as I said, things continued in this vein. I had 

stopped asking about the screen test. I was more 

interested in knowing where we were going as a couple. 

I had all the accoutrements of a serious relationship, but 

it was open ended.” 

“How does this have any bearing on what happened here 

tonight?” Detective Hamilton showed signs of 

impatience as I rambled on with my story. 

“I am coming to what I guess was the catalyst for 

tonight, although it took about eight years to come to 

fruition. I should have known that he was photographing 

and videotaping our ‘intimate time’ together. However, I 

was so blind in love; I just let things go, so as to keep the 

peace.” 

He interrupted, “Was there ever any physical abuse? Is 

that why you felt the need to keep the peace?” 

“No, it was never like that, but he did have some strange 

habits or moods, if you will. If I didn’t please him or I 

questioned him too hard on things, he would clam up 
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and spend some time pouting. I really hated that, so I just 

rolled with the flow to keep everything on an even keel.” 

“So, there were explicit tapes and photographs. Did he try 

to blackmail you?” 

“No, he didn’t.” 

“I do not understand you. At this time you are not a 

person of interest in this case, but I need some 

cooperation. You said it was the catalyst. How do they 

come into play?” 

I took a deep breath, it was important that he understand 

and believe me. 

“I’ll tell you. One day out of the blue, he sat me down for 

what he said was a serious talk. I thought it was going to 

be a proposal. I was trembling with joy. He gave me this 

speech about the rest of his life, and how it was important 

to make the right decisions about the most productive 

paths, blah, blah blah. I was holding my breath, expecting 

to see him get down on one knee and pull out a ring. He 

took my hand and looked into my eyes. Then he told me 

that he was going to get married the following week to 

some girl back home. He had been engaged a long time, 

some kind of family arrangement, keeping all that lovely 

money in the family, blah, blah. He explained that we 

could stay together. He loved me, not her and we could 

continue on just like always. I sat there almost catatonic. I 

could not believe my ears.” 

“So, what did you do?” 

“Needless to say, I was devastated. I threw a screaming, 

crying, throwing things fit. I packed my things and left 

him. Later, I saw the pictures of his society wedding in the 

paper and the gossip columns.” 

Tears ran down my face as I related the story. The 

Detective passed me his handkerchief. I dried my eyes. 

“I’m sorry.” 

“That’s fine, take your time.” 

“Of course, life went on, I survived. I applied myself to 

my classes, and finally finished college. I continued to act 

in local theatre and later landed a job a WKIV, as a 

weather girl. Yeah, I know, we all start out as weather 

girls.” I laughed. “I had some bit acting parts in 

MetroTainer movies that came from the weather gig. 

My agent sent me to audition for Push the Envelope. Of 

course, you know what happened with my career since 

then. Everything was going pretty well. I had gotten 

where I wanted to be, and if it wasn’t exactly as I had 

hoped, it was still good. I was lucky.” 

“You still haven’t tied these pictures and all into tonight’s 

happenings.” 

“A few weeks ago, I received a box full of pictures. It was 

left on my doorstep, by an anonymous courier. The box 

was full of the pictures and DVDs of Everett and I. I was 

so upset; it was like the reopening of a wound, only with 

salt rubbed in it. I assumed that since I had gained fame, 

he wanted a piece of the action or something. It would be 

kind of like the nudes of Marilyn Monroe. I didn’t know 

who to turn to for help. I waited; feeling like someone was 

watching me, knowing where I lived and what I was 

doing. They obviously knew when to leave the package 

without being seen.” 

“No one tried to contact you? Why didn’t you go to the 

police?” 

“I didn’t have to wait too long. Later that week, an 

envelope was left on my doorstep, just like the package.” 

“What did the letter say?” 

“The letter threatened to publish the pictures, and hurt me 
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or ‘someone I loved,’ if I didn’t bring a suitcase 

containing $ 50,000.00 to this old fort. I had to be alone, 

or someone would pay.” 

“Do you still have the letter?” 

“No, I was instructed to put both the letter and its 

envelope in the suitcase with the money.” 

“Who, besides yourself, did you think would be hurt?” 

“That was the puzzling part. I had lost my parents long 

ago, I had no children. I kept my dog, Raleigh in the 

house at all times. I was afraid they would hurt him or 

me. I don’t have any staff, as I use a housekeeping 

service. I know I should have contacted the authorities 

right away, but most logical explanation I could come 

up with was blackmail from an old lover. And if I am 

being honest with myself and you, I wanted to see him 

again. I had never really gotten over him and dreamed it 

was a way to contact me. Anyway, if not, I thought that 

after he got  what he thought was his part, of my 

success, he would go away. I was sure I could handle 

him either way.” 

I broke down and cried in earnest as I remembered the 

victim in this situation. The graphic scene played over 

and over in my mind.  

“Go on.” 

“So, I withdrew the money and put it in a suitcase 

according to the instructions. I took a taxi here and 

waited, putting the money in an alcove near the front 

entrance as I had been instructed. I had not been waiting 

long when I heard a noise, like someone crying or 

moaning. I was scared, but I went to investigate.” I held 

back the sobs as I finished. “I found Everett, bloodied 

and beaten, his head split open, but he was still alive. I 

ran to him and knelt down to try to help him. I cradled 

his bloody head in my arms and begged him to tell me 

what had happened to him. He tried to mouth some 

words, but was so weak. I leaned my ear down to his 

face and then someone grabbed me from behind and 

jerked me to my feet. I heard a shot and Everett’s body 

convulsed. Then the shooter threw the gun to me. On 

reflex, I caught it. The light was not too good, but I saw 

copies of my pictures scattered all around the body. The 

shooter laughed and lit a cigarette. I gasped as the burst 

of flame identified the killer. I was holding the gun, but 

I couldn’t move. It was like my legs were nailed down. 

The killer laughed again and walked over toward the 

suitcase. I guess that was when I lost it. I got furious. I 

am not even sure how I did it. I fired one shot and 

surprised us both as the shot hit the target. I threw the 

gun at the killer and ran to try to wrap my hands around 

that ugly neck. The gun went off as it hit the ground. We 

wrestled and I got my feet swept out from under me.. I 

got some vicious kicks to my stomach, knocking the 

breath out of me. The killer grabbed the suitcase and 

started to run away with it. I struggled to my feet and 

gave chase. I caught up with the killer at the edge of the 

fort.  

“Excuse me, Detective; the divers have recovered the 

body.” 

Detective Hamilton reached down to help me up.  

“Sorry, Ms Bart, I mean Sylvia, I need you to identify 

the body and name the killer.” 

I struggled to my feet and swallowed hard. This was not 

something I was looking forward to doing. 

Walking slowly due to my injuries, leaning on the 

detective’s arm, we made our way over to the water’s 

edge. The coroner unzipped the body bag. I leaned 

forward to get a good look. 
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“That’s the killer, Elizabeth Gardner Brown, Everett’s 

wife.” 

Detective Hamilton looked at the body, “What is that on 

her hands?” 

The coroner replied, “She is wearing latex gloves. Her 

hair appears to be coated in some kind of oil, and she 

had taped her shirt and pants tightly to her wrists and 

ankles. It appears to be an effort to prevent any DNA 

evidence from being left at the scene.” 

“Cause of death?” 

Her femoral artery was punctured by a single gunshot 

wound, trauma from her fall and water inhalation did the 

rest, best I can tell without a complete autopsy.” 

Hearing this, I buried my face in the detective’s chest. 

He led me away to the sound of the body bag being 

zipped closed, the gurney being broken down and loaded 

into the ambulance. 

The old fort held its silence as the team recovered 

evidence and eventually left it to its final function, the 

education of the past and tourism. 

I went on with my career and my life, winning an Oscar 

each for my next two movies. 

The case was never solved. I doubt that it ever would be. 

I had planned it all too well. Yes, I had left nothing to 

chance. After all, I was an Oscar winning actress. 
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DREAMS 

BY LISA PRITCHARD 

If I could have what I want 

Then I would want no more 

Would it bring me the happy 

I’ve never had before? 

I’m convinced it exists 

In a dream that I weaved 

Where I couldn’t escape, 

But I couldn’t believe. 

Because of the joy so close 

I could taste — I could feel 

I could not grasp,  

But it had to be real. 

Just a glimpse in my mind 

I imagine —I think 

I am sure for a moment 

Then its gone in a blink. 

Then what good reason 

Am I living for? 

I believe in the power 

That can even the score 

Why do I wander down the 

Same traveled road 

The harvest I’m reaping is the same that I sowed? 

But because of that glimpse 

Of  how it could be 

I will continue to travel 

And I ‘ll  sow better seed. 

PHOTOGRAPH 
BY LISA PRITCHARD 

 

 

 

My halo is a little crooked  

I just can't keep it straight 

Some people like to hate me 

While others think I'm great 

 

There are those who talk about me 

Although they know me.. not at all 

Don't worry I don't sit on a high horse 

So I've never had too far to fall 

 

I've had help from a proclaimed enemy   

Had a best friend put a knife in my back   

At times I thought I knew everything 

Just to find out I don't know jack 

 

But I can handle whatever comes at me 

I don't even need time to rehearse 

No matter what you've heard about me  

Trust me... I'm way worse!!! 
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ISABELLE 

BY ANDRES BOESCH 

When last we left Isabelle, blood of a holy man had been spilled by Padraig.. What will be Isabelle, Rowan and  

Padraig’s next moves as we reach the conclusion of the story. 

 

The Circle Completed 

Isabelle woke, disoriented. Nothing looked like her small and crude room at home. Where am I? Her eyes 

strayed to the only window, square and nearly as big as the chamber’s wall. Beyond, glimmered countless stars. 

Memories trickled into her confusion. Images of her tower prison stones and the circle of sacred stones. The 

sword in Locran’s chest glared vividly, fading into the blazing carriage of the gods and the eyes of Tara and Ilana. 

Yet, it was Rowan’s smile that lingered in her realization were she was.  

Then suddenly, Padraig’s attack overwhelmed her mind, the gleam of his blade, his maddening eyes, and 

the rising blobs of red.  

Wide eyed, and in an instant, she sat up straight. Her breathing came erratic. She did not wear her night-

clothes and her nakedness left her feel vulnerable. Without a thought she reached for the wound she expected to 

find. Puzzled she found nothing — no blood, no injury, nor did her fingers feel the ridge of a scar. It doesn’t make 

sense. Isabelle shook her head; certain Padraig’s assault had not been a bad dream.  

Isabelle slipped out of her comfortable bed. Her fingers touched the fine quality of the rose colored silk. She 

was used to wool and a lumpy linen mattress stuffed with ground up straw. The floor looked cold to the eyes, but 

felt warm beneath her feet. 

She glanced about the room. It was simple in décor. The sumptuous bed she slept in, two strangely shaped 

chairs placed at a round corner table, with a top made of glass? The painting above her bed was the only thing she 

could truly associate with, a wintry mountain scene, albeit, the peaks exceeded the height of the Creoagh Range by 

far. Perhaps it was in France? She recalled her mother had spoken of Mont Blanc; a mountain realm with everlast-

ing snow and ice, this must be what it looks like.  

Like in trance, she walked toward the stars, and she gazed at a blue crescent, covered in white swirls. A 

much smaller, grayish orb floated near. The sight was oddly comforting, and it triggered her memory to expand. 

She had laid eyes on the blue marble before she recalled; only then, it had been a perfect sphere.  

Earth, my home— and now — I am on the Starship Camelot. 
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The windowpane gave off no reflections and it appeared nothing separated her from the vacuum of space.  

Near the main entry, she discovered a door less chamber. The moment she crossed the threshold, a disem-

bodied, feminine voice spoke softly. Isabelle flinched and whirled, but she was alone.  

Patiently, the voice explained the concept, and usage of toilet and shower.  

A privy — an odd privy. She studied herself in the floor to ceiling mirror. Her likeness reflected in sharp 

detail. Used to polished metal, Isabelle had never seen herself all at once, and in such vivid likeness. She detect-

ed not a bruise, nor a scratch. Neither did her shoulder bother her any longer.  

The toilet she found ingenious. She fell in love with the shower — like a summer rain, only hot and so 

pleasurable. The soaps provided the fragrance of apple, and rose.  

Fifteen minutes later, Isabelle dried herself with the luxurious towel. She slipped on the sky-blue silken 

robe she had spied folded on the small counter. Food and drink sat waiting on the glass table by the large win-

dow. Famished she dug into scrambled eggs and ham, cheese, hearty bread, and delightful mead. She couldn’t 

get enough of the fruits — grapes, sliced apple, and an assortment of berries. Curiously, she tasted the orange 

liquid in a separate glass, and found it divine. 

With a pang her mind drifted to Rowan, she needed to find out where he was. Does he know that I am 

well? Padraig clouded her thoughts. How can it be — why have the gods not prevented Padraig’s assault? Sure-

ly, he’s been punished for his craven deed?  

She turned to gaze out of the window, and lost her senses in the stars.  

A chime got her attention. The main door evaporated in disconcerting fashion. The impossible startled her not as 

much as it should have; she had witnessed far too many miracles in a short time. 

Tara walked inside with grace, or was it Ilana? She could no longer tell them apart, more than ever they 

looked the same. After a pleasant greeting and an inquiry in he wellbeing, Isabelle was handed a thin waver.  

“Put this on your tongue, it will help you on your journey.” 

Isabelle complied without hesitation. The waver had no taste and dissolved at contact, curiously warming 

her tongue. She meant to inquire about Rowan, but she was not given the opportunity. 

“Follow the glowing arrows on the floor,” said the goddess, and vanished into thin air. It was enough to 

gasp. She was not as immune to the fantastic after all, and Tara’s frightening departure had a greater impact than 

the dissolving door. 
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With her heart beating fast, Isabelle walked down the corridor, praying she was led to Rowan. After 

several turns, the last glowing arrow pointed into a large, white, and cylindrical chamber. An array of white 

chairs stood arranged in a circle. Isabelle paused, uncertain. The scene before here was not unlike the one 

she had seen in her dream.  

Two of the chairs were occupied and reclined, side-by-side. The two men wore the same garment as 

her, and lay motionless, Rowan — Padraig? Isabelle approached holding her breath. Despite of her antici-

pation, she winced. Strange, snake-like things grew out of their chairs, winding up, seemingly attached to 

Rowan and Padraig. She had never seen a snake, but knew of them from stories and lore. 

Like Padraig, Rowan’s eyes were closed, and the expression peaceful. She scrutinized the unsettling 

snakes; they were not scaly, but they adhered grotesquely to her love, one to each temple, and two to the 

chest. Thanks to the gods the snakes don’t move. With relieve she noted that his chest rose and fell in even 

breathing. Tenderly she kissed his forehead. Then, she turned to Padraig; he too was alive.  

A chime got her attention. Just like on the carriage, blue wall-lights winked on. At the rate they 

came to life, it would not take too long for the circle to complete. Isabelle eyed the chair beside Rowan. 

Hastily, she walked around him and took a seat. The back reclined, as if it had sensed her presence, and Isa-

belle tensed. Four snakes slowly rose, Startled, she fought a scream. She pressed her eyes together in a gri-

mace of fear, fighting the urge to leap from the chair. She expected fangs to pierce her skin, but she felt no 

pain. It was rather a pleasant tingle. She opened her eyes as her rigid body slowly relaxed. A slight nausea 

washed over her, and she blinked at the dimming brightness — the ring of blue was complete.  

Her vision blurred, and Isabelle drifted into oblivion. 

 

Awakening 

 

Her eyelids fluttered. Voices echoed into her consciousness, muddled and unwanted. All she sought 

was sleep, to float without a care. A laugh tickled, distorted, rousing sudden curiosity. A familiar face 

brushed her memory, then another.  

Rowan? Padraig?  

The faces faded, only to resurface resembling the brothers yet strangely foreign.  

Abomination — no — not revolting — faces I know — beautiful faces.  

Emerald eyes materialized almost tangible. She knew these eyes, kind and intense with a trace of 

luscious wickedness.  
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Isabelle’s heart quieted, as the world brightened. A blurry face hovered above her, smiling warm-

ly. Her head hurt. She knew she was awake. Familiar features gained detail. Warm emerald eyes, thin lips 

a nose narrow and long, dark olive skin glistened. The ridge of the nose extended slightly elevated, form-

ing a circle on her forehead.  

“Benefactor Daal,” the Nurturer exclaimed hoarsely and moved out of Isabelle’s view. “Isbrel is 

awake — the bio cords are withdrawing.” She stepped aside to give her superior the space he demanded. 

“Isbrel D’vehru. Nice of you to return to the living,” Daal said, flatly. 

“Isbrel what?” An eternal moment passed before her real self started to seep into her awareness. 

Clarity shot through her, and Isbrel fought off another bout of queasiness, but managed to break a smile. 

“Yours is not the face I was hoping to see upon awakening.” She meant it as a joke, but in truth she never 

had liked the humorless man. 

Daal showed no reaction and produced a wafer. “This ought to help with the lingering nausea.”  

On the day she traded reality with medieval Ireland; he had worn the same black coat, collarless, 

emblazoned with the Quest Insignia and his medical rank. Beneath the coat, screamed the red shirt, Isbrel 

found garish. 

Her thought prompted the cocoon’s back to rise. Why it was still called a cocoon made little 

sense, the Deep-Sim device had not been enclosed in at least ten solar-cycles. Gratefully, she stuck out 

her tongue and closed her eyes; the tingling warmth of the wafer brought delicious relief.  

“I am so happy to see your violets.” 

Isbrel turned her head with a broad grin.  

“Reklas.” She and Rhom were the only ones to call Firahg by his nickname. 

She slid her feet onto the floor and stood up a little too quickly. A dizzy spell made her sway. 

Reklas scooped her into his arms and the two embraced with the emotions of long lost lovers. She sensed 

his awkwardness. Is it shame? She couldn’t blame him, considering what he did in the Sim, even if it did-

n’t actually happen.  

Another familiar voice penetrated her swoon. “I too, am in need for both of your affection.”  

Oh, Rhom, I missed you too. Isbrel pushed away from Reklas with a squeal of delight, and whirled 

into the arms of Rhom Mab’reh.  

Daal cleared his throat. The pretty Nurturer next to him looked on in slight annoyance. The blue 

triangular hat slightly askew on bristly short hair gave away her medical prowess. She too, wore a long 

coat, soft yellow, adorned with the Quest Insignia, a blue, white-swirled planet beneath a sun’s shafts of 

light. 

Lasiih Sa’ehis, Isbrel recalled with casual fondness. They had sex, one day before the earth simu-

lation began, although it had meant little to Isbrel, as it was only for the experience. 
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With her fingers, she brushed through her short hair, missing Isabelle’s long flowing tresses. She loved 

the new texture, however, achieved by means of dry creams and brush. It was like Isabelle’s, thin and soft. Na-

h’muh females were born with bristly hair, altering the consistency would have been unthinkable on the home 

world. Her real hair was dark with reddish hues. Now, the new trend had taken hold, ever since the Deep-Sims 

began. It was fortunate that the great Sarhi and the Assembly approved, but it was not a surprise, considering 

what lay ahead.  

She caressed her creamy beige skin, typical to the vast eastern realm of Nar’ahnd. Her finger’s traced the 

ring’s shallow ridge on her forehead, a feature only lightly pronounced for females. She would miss it. Second to 

the eyes, she found it most alluring, be it on a male or female.  

The day of the Immersion was close at hand, now, that the last waves of Deep-Simulation were coming to 

an end; things were progressing fast. Soon, she, and thousands others, would be transformed to look like an earth-

ling, 

When Isbrel left the Sim building, her thoughts turned to Reklas and Rhom — Padraig and Roman, she 

mused. Her train of thought turned serious. What will my future bring? She could not imagine to be separated 

from either of her partner’s in life.  

 

Division Counsel Vuhlkris S’ahavis smiled nervously at the three across from her. She sat on the usual 

divan, her long legs pulled up and sideways. Behind her, a nature scene of the home world teased. Exotic coastal 

trees lined the shore of the Shahndium Sea, long reddish fronds swaying in the in the wind. It was a place Isbrel 

had visited via Sim with Reklas and Rhom; a memory she cherished. 

“I understand your Deep-Sim wasn’t pleasant,” Vuhlkris said, with a light tremor, opening the discussion. 

She no longer smiled, and her eyes lent sympathy.  

Understated by a thousand, she’s not comfortable talking about it, Isbrel immediately surmised.  

“The residual memories — how are you coping?” she said carefully. 

She wants us to say excellent.  

“Why the violence in the end?” Reklas blurted. “Was it truly necessary? 

Vuhlkris’ forced a smile. “Firahg,“ she said, rubbing her forehead ring. When she lifted her gaze to meet 

his, a determination flashed across her face. “I understand the experience is difficult to come to terms with. We 

best schedule more therapy. Perhaps…“ she paused and arranged her green skirt. “Perhaps for all of you.” 

The three exchanged looks. “No,” said Reklas. “Three sessions is all we require. We are discussing the 

actions of our Sim personas amongst ourselves. It’s helping.” 

“Who chose the Sim story?” Rhom wondered. 

“Lasiih Sa’ehis, the attending Nurturer most certainly.”  

Isbrel’s eyebrows rose.  

“Although,” Vuhlkris went on, “there are times when this is done by a science advisor and in some cases    

Suh’lia.” 
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“Perhaps the story was chosen to underline the violence and scheming of the human species,” 

Vuhlkris offered. “Broadly speaking, the human psyche, the cerebral evolution has progressed little over 

the past few earth millennia. That’s what we have learned from eavesdropping via their communication 

satellites.”  

“I still don’t understand why we weren’t sent to the contemporary period,” Rhom retorted, “given it 

was the last Sim?”      

“I don’t know why an ancient era was selected, but I am convinced there is a good reason for that. 

Suh’lia has sent you into the human’s twenty-first century on your previous Deep-Sim, I am certain you 

have retained what is essential.” 

The there nodded. 

Indeed, the all-knowing Intelligence Suh’lia, she oversees our new directive, but does she truly 

know what is best? Isbrel had never questioned Suh’lia before, and her line of thinking frightened her.  

“You have studied the complexities of humanity in detail,” Vuhlkris stated tersly. 

“We have, counselor,” said Rhom promptly, it enhances our understanding of their essence.” 

“Indeed, it supplements the Deep-Sims superbly,” Vuhlkris, replied pleased, now fully at ease. 

“Counselor,” Isbrel began, “I wish to take on Isabelle’s incarnation.” 

Vuhlkris’ eyebrows rose. “After all Isabelle has been through?” 

Isbrel nodded. “She has made me stronger.” 

“And you?” she said, looking from Rhom to Reklas. “Do you wish to keep your last persona?” 

“Yes, both replied in unison. “With our minds adjusted to modern sensibilities of course,” Rohm 

added. It brought a chuckle to all three, even Vuhlkris had to smile.  

“I have a pleasant surprise,” the counselor said. “Each of you is granted time to interact with Suh’lia direct-

ly — everyone is, in fact. Do this today, no later than tomorrow. She might grant your preferences.” 
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A LIFE ALTERING DAY 

BY JAMES F. DAVIS 

  I was sitting at my desk on Wall Street analyzing a 
loan proposal on Friday, August 31, 1973 when my father 
called from his farm on Long Island,  

 “Your grandmother passed this morning.” (She was 97 
years old and had emigrated from Ukraine in 1905.)  
“The wake is tomorrow. To make things worse, without 
warning, three of my workers decided to fly back to Puer-
to Rico this morning. As you know, this is our biggest 
weekend of the year.  Could you come out and help? I 
need you in the corn field tomorrow at 4:30 AM.”   

 “Of course, Dad.” It had been seven years since I had 
left the farm.  

 Then I called my girlfriend, Luisa, who lived in Wash-
ington, D.C.  

 “My grandmother died this morning and my father 
needs me to work on the farm for the entire Labor Day 
weekend.  It is probably not worth your while to come to 
New York.” 

 “No, I will come to help out and attend the wake. I 
liked your grandmother.” 

 “I am taking the train out to my parents tonight since I 
have to be in the corn field before day break. I will leave 
the keys to my car on my kitchen table at my apartment 
so that you can drive out to my parents when you get here 
tomorrow. That way, we can go to my grandmother's 
wake together.” 

Luisa arrived at my apartment about six PM and called, “I 
am leaving now and should be there in about an  hour.”  

 When she did not arrive at seven . . . or eight . . . or 
nine, I began to panic. It was a stormy rainy night. When 
my parents came back from the wake, I asked, “Can I 
could borrow your car to go look for her?” 

  “No, finding someone on the Long Island Expressway 
on a rainy night is next to impossible.” 

Finally, at about midnight, Luisa called.  

 “I'm sorry, but I was in a seven car accident on the 
Kosciusko Bridge in Queens.”.  

 “Are you hurt?”  

 “No, but your car is totaled. I had to wait all this time 
on the bridge for the police and a tow truck to take me 
and the car to a junk yard. This was the first time I had 
access to a telephone since the accident.” 

 She gave me the address. I picked her up. She was 
very shaken and exhausted. She continued to relive the 
horrible events of the day.  

 To get her to stop thinking about her nightmarish ex-
perience, I got down on my knee, took out a diamond 
ring, and asked, “Will you marry me?” 

  She stopped talking. I think she forgot about the fright-
ful day. Once she got over the new shock, she nodded 
yes. 

 It had to be true love. After all, she had just totaled my 
brand new car. 

 I had planned to propose that weekend at a more ap-
propriately romantic moment at sunset on the same beach 
that my father had proposed to my mother thirty-one 
years earlier. Years later, when I told her where I had 
planned to propose that weekend, she said,   

“I'm glad I totaled your car that night. If you had pro-
posed at that beach, it would have been a very bad omen 
for our marriage. I don't think your parents had a very 
happy marriage.” 

 Grandmother's funeral was special because it marked 
the end of a life and a beginning, coincidentally, partially 
set in motion by my grandmother. When Luisa met my 
family the previous year, she brought along her hippy 
Chilean artist friends with their long hair, beards, and  
colorful clothes. These were not the kind of people my 
Quaker father and strict Catholic mother had encountered 
before.  

 Grandma, who spoke little English and could not read 
or write, nevertheless, was very bright and perceptive. At 
that first meeting, grandma studied Luisa closely. After 
everyone had left, she took me aside and said in her pidg-
in English, “She good! You marry!”  We know Grandma 
smiled down at us approvingly at her funeral. The circle 
of life continued. 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 

EXPECTATIONS 

BY JAMES F. DAVIS 

 

   In high school, no one ever confused me with being a student. For some mysterious reason I was placed 
in the honors class. None of my classmates could fathom why.  

 I was an undersized overachieving jock. My plan until age 18 was to replace Mickey Mantle in center-field 
when he retired from the New York Yankees.  

 When I decided to go to college, my dour sarcastic homeroom teacher, Mrs. McHale, asked. 

 “What school was foolish enough to accept you?” 

 “Cornell.”  

 She dryly predicted, “Ivy League? You will flunk out your first year.”  

 During a visit home in the winter of my sophomore year I went to a high school basketball game. There was 
Mrs. McHale, the faculty chaperon. She asked, “Did you flunk out of Cornell yet?”  

 Dejectedly, I replied, “Yes.” I did not want to disappoint. I liked her. She was fun to verbally spar.  

 A year later, I had a blind date for the Cornell Fall Weekend. She was a pretty Grace Kelly type blond from an 
all girls finishing school in Virginia. It has been said that if all the girls from finishing schools attending such 
weekends were laid end to end . . . no one would be surprised. Therefore I was looking forward to my date with 
great anticipation. 

 Things did not go quite as expected. When I arrived to pick her up to take her to a fraternity beer party, she 
looked at my Harley Davidson motorcycle and said, “I am not going on THAT!” She was wearing a formal dress 
more appropriate for a débutante ball. Her ounce of pretension was worth a pound of manure to me. 

 I explained that the party was a “beer” party and suggested that she wear something that she would not get 
upset about if it got stained – like a sweatshirt and jeans. She was not pleased, but she changed and condescend-
ed to ride on the back of my motorcycle only because she wanted to meet a friend of mine whose father was a 
famous writer for the New York Times. That was our best part of our weekend. 

 The next day we went to the Cornell-Harvard football game and to a formal party that night. It was all down 
hill. With her constant complaints about just about everything, it took all my energy to stay polite and not  

strangle her. 

 During the winter break of my senior year at Cornell I went home and, once again, went to a high school bas-

ketball game. There was Mrs. McHale.  

Seeing me, she said, “Last semester I had the Superintendent of Schools daughter as a student teacher. She told 

me about going to Cornell one weekend and having a date from hell. She described a guy so obnoxious that I 

was sure it was you, but you had already flunked out.” 

 I looked Mrs. McHale straight in the eye and said, “Yeah, Tammie had no sense of humor.”  
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THIS ISSUE’ S FEATURED ARTIST 

DEBRA TURNER  MONTGOMERY 

  The issue’s artist is a multi-layered talent and very special person to the editor. 

We were super best friends from the fourth grade to high school, where unfortunately, decisions by both of 
our families caused us to lose touch and go our separate ways. 

Then came the wonder of Facebook, and we connected all these years later. I am still on the East Coast and 
now she is on the West, but the relationship was re-established and I am very happy that it did. 

I have an anecdote for you readers of one of our first encounters as young girls. 

When Debbie and I first met, I had entered the school we attended in Asheville, NC at mid-term for the 
third grade.  

At that time, education was extremely well rounded, and we learned from a broad spectrum of studies. 
One of which was a religion class taught by Sister Ahern. 

Sister Ahern was a strong disciplinarian and we dared not wiggle in her class. The assignment that brought 
Debbie’s, as she was known then, talent to my attention was for a composition on Jesus. 

I worked mine up and drew a somewhat lame picture on the front cover. 

Debbie turned hers in with a perfectly drawn depiction of the popular, JESUS CHRIST SUPERSTAR, em-
blem as seen on the album for the soundtrack. 

I was open mouthed in the wonder of how very good the artwork was and just a little jealous. 

Sister Ahern then lectured us, correctly I would say now, on how Jesus Christ wasn’t a superstar, he was 
more of a “Supremer” star and could not be put into any mortal category. 

However, the lecture didn’t take away from the artistic talent I could see in Debbie. 

Fast forward to the life since caught up on, upon graduation from high school, Debbie entered the Marine 
Corps and did her basic training at Parris Island, SC, a hot, miserable place full of sand fleas and swamp. 
She found it easy as she was young and strong, graduating and then going into a career field or, MOS as it 
is known in the Marines, of motor transport. She would go on to spend five years in the Corps. 

The time went on and she married and had two children, Wayne and Jennifer, and now has five grandchil-
dren between the two of them. 

Professionally speaking, the thing she is most proud of is her change of career from the medical admin-
istration she learned after leaving the military, to welding.  

To successfully transition from an administrative position to a male dominated field at thirty-seven years 
old was quite a daunting task and a risky career move. Having to compete and keep up with her male coun-
terparts and prove herself was not always easy, but she made it and never looked back. 

However, to their regret along with many of us with a love for the arts, it is difficult to maintain a living 
wage in its works. 
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Debra Turner Montgomery 

They closed their shop and went on to find work with 
the welding and metalwork they love. Eric found em-
ployment with the local Sheet Metal Union. 

Debbie is now working for a local business doing metal 
fabrication and welding wheel-chair frames. She is now 
working with aluminum which is new and challenging 
for her. 

She is also an avid photographer which is another field 
in the arts that is more of a hobby for the same econom-
ic reason, but she really has an eye for it, as you can see 
in the pictures here. She has also contributed to a prior 
issue of Bohemian Renaissance. 

Certainly, Debbie will continue to create art as she is 
able, managing her time with work. For many artists 
and writers, it is always a balancing act of love and pas-
sion, tempered with a need to pay the light bill and the 
mortgage. 

More’s the pity, and when you consider candidates 
for office, ask them how they will vote to support the 
arts, as every great nation of old is remembered for 
its arts, not its bottom lines. 

I certainly thank Debbie for sharing her story and I hope 
you enjoy her works as do I. 

USMC Debra Turner 
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METAL WORKS BY DEBORAH TURNER MONTGOMERY 
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HOODED WRAITH WITH  

ERIC MONTGOMERY 
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY DEBORAH TURNER MONGOMERY 
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THE BLACK HORSEMAN 
Saga of the wiley jones family of Paulding 

county Georgia 1837—1899 

Volume one 
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Come and read an excerpt of the novel Pat Hardin about the         trials 

and hardships suffered by her maternal great -great– Grandmother in 

rural Dallas GA during the years of 1837 to 1899. Widowed by a dual 

over a landline, she showed great        resolve in her quest to keep her 

family, farm and other interests viable in a time when women had no 

rights. 

Her story is unlike any you have read recently and is based on the truth 

as told to Pat Hardin by her Grandfather. 

You can order the book by inquiring at : 

 theblackhorsemanv1@gmail.com 

$16.95 plus $ 5.00 shipping and handling 

The adrenalin poured through his body as he watched from the shaded woods. His hand grew white as he clinched the 
saddle horn. He was conscious of his younger brother's babbling, but he was too scared to focus in on his words; he 
didn’t want to miss something important. It was the unknowing, gnawing anxiety that caused his eyes and ears to 
strain desperately just to see or hear the tiniest clue that might enlighten him. His feet literally shook in the stirrups, 
and no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t control the fear that slowly consumed his entire body, causing his teeth 
to chatter. 

Son was fifteen years old. He and his fourteen year old brother watched from the heavily shadowed woods near 
Pumpkinvine Creek in Paulding County, Georgia.  

Just a few moments before they had been laughing and whooping it up with their Pa, Wiley Jones as they rounded up 
the last of the five hogs that had escaped from their winter pen to run, once more, as they had in the spring and sum-
mer months on the twenty five hundred acres of land that made up their Pa’s farm.  

January and February were the latest months of the year that the hogs could be slaughtered and the three men wanted 
to round them up before they lost all of their winter’s fat that their Ma’s good cornbread and skimmed milk mixed 
with other table scraps had put on them. 

The boys had first spotted the hogs down on the creek bed and they were moving in on them as quietly as possible 
when their Pa stopped his horse and put out his hand for them to stop too. They reined in their horses beside him. 

“What’s the matter, Pa?” Son asked as soon as he saw the concern on his Pa’s face. Wiley Jones pointed just left of 
the creek toward the open field. The two boys saw a man digging a posthole. Four fence posts were already in place 
waiting for the barbed wire to be stretched on them. 

“Looks like old Bill’s determined to take my property this time, boys. Guess I’ll have to settle this thing once and for 
all. You two stay here out of sight, there may be some trouble.” 

“What ya gonna do, Pa?” his younger son Buck asked boldly. 

“I’ll have to do what a man has to do in this type of situation, Buck. If a man lets another man steal an acre of his 
property, he’ll eventually have no land left to steal. That’s a fact. Promise me you two will stay right here until I give 
you a signal to join me.” 

“We’ll stay Pa,” Son answered with authority. After all, he was the oldest. 
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SPECIAL THANKS TO OUR SPONSORS 

TOWNS COUNTRY CHAMBER OF  

COMMERCE  (706) 896 - 4966 

ROBERT SEIBERT AND PRINTS PLUS OF HAYESVILLE 
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LOCATIONS :  DALTON GEORGIA AND 

HAYESVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA 

LOCATIONS IN : HIAWASSEE, GA—

BLAIRSVILLE, GA, BLUE RIDGE GA 

AND MURPHY NORTH CAROLINA 

LOCATIONS IN: BLUE RIDGE GA AND 

SYLVA NORTH CAROLINA —COMING 

SOON TO MURPHY NORTH CAROLI-

TRI COUNTY OFFICE SUPPLY IN HAYESVILLE 
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