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Foreword




The Massillon Public Library Adult Writer's Group was established in February of 2023. It was only supposed to last the month of February, to help kick start writers’ passion and to kick off the  Your Novel is Now multi-month program at the library.

However, the writing group was such a success that it lasted far beyond February. 
In February 2024, they deemed themselves "Writers of the Round Table."

Many of the writers have since released books, and grown far beyond any of them dreamed.
The group meets twice a month, and has supported authors with editing, formatting, proofreading, and, most importantly, encouragement.
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OUR WORLD




Stories that take place in our world. First times, favorite pets, our darkest struggles, and our highest dreams.





The Wilsons by V. Aglow





First Time by Dwight Parrish





Super Daisy, My Hero by Donna J. Bunner







Dream Home by Jana Day





The Throw-Away People by IMA Live





The Bed by MKS Cooper











  
  

The Wilsons


V. Aglow





Here comes the Wilsons: never late, always on time.  

Everyone knows there’s two days a week you want to see the Wilsons: Sunday and Monday. On the corner of South Smith St. and Hillsbur, the two of them open the double doors together. The doors are made of Ironwood known, as Oleaceac in Africa, making it wide and heavy. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wilson’s morning routine consists of turning on the lights and taking out the stick out of the windows. They unlock the exit door, and the side doors, which have longer sticks for extra security.

Mrs. Wilson lifts the fabric shades off the windows and continues her routine. She goes into the kitchen and turns on the stove by lighting a match. A whoop sounds happens and the fire appears. 

On the other side of the diner, where most customers go, Mr. Wilson assures that the icebox is still working. He recounts the beverages to serve the customers at their request. Then he leads on to fill bowls with pizzles and beer nuts and places them alone the custom-made, one-of-a-kind bar, made out of the same Ironwood the door is made of. 

Mrs. Wilson has already prepared and set aside her well known apple butter, steaming hot dinner rolls, and spiced cracker appetizers. The locals' favorites, cornbread and chili and the wiggle-your-toes salad with a series of salad dressings; Grapefruit Citrus, French Hot & Spice , and Watermelon Blast are all prepared. Along with other café meals, the locals keep coming back after all these years. There's one ingredient that stands out over others diners, yet they can't seem to figure it out. 

Customers often asked “WHAT’S YOUR SECRET?"

Mrs. Wilson looks them straight in there eyes, gives them this big smile and raises her eyebrows and — walks away.

It isn't long after setting up and readying themselves for the first customers, the first two regulars come in and sit in there usual spots at the bar. They talk about the latest hot topic in the newspaper. 

A few minutes later Ellen and Betty come in and sit near the window closet to the back. Both are well know around town. Ellen is active in the community. She helps with fundraisers to help the community and churches by feeding and clothing the less fortunate. And as for Betty, everyone knows that Betty owns a small hair salon. If you want to be the center of attention at proms, holidays, or special events, she's your way to go. If you want to be the center of attention at the end of life, she can do that too. Yes, she's a corpse hairdresser as well.

Betty's hair salon is the place to go. Just Saying.

When they're not as busy, Ellen and Betty meet every week, usually around the same time on Tuesday. 

I’m sure their are conversations mostly about what they do from week to week, the people they encounter, a ton of gossip, and all around just catching up.

It’s around 1:30PM and the diner is half full. 

Looks like Mr. Fox decided to stop by the diner today. 

Oops, I guess not, hmm I was sure… Okay, he slowed down enough, so… That was interesting. He drove right along.

Now who is that? I’m not sure if I’ve seen him before. Oh wait, that’s Old Man Sleepy. 

What is he doing riding that bike? He’s a mechanic. What’s that all about? We’ll find out soon enough. 

It isn't long before the diner was at its full capacity. It's now 3:30 PM and the crowd starts to dwindle down. There’s one customer at the bar. He seems to be going through a lot. Mr. Wilson goes to him.

Mrs. Wilson has found her way back into the kitchen doing what she does to stay ready to serve customers as they come in. 

Well, well, well- to no surprise Squirrel has found his way back into the town. He lives way down the other side of the railroad tracks. No one really knows where exactly he lives. You can hear him a ways off. He’s no stranger- everyone loves him. He greets everyone with this smile and dimples as wide as a dime. He's got no front teeth and his hair is cold, black and curly. 

Before he gets inside the diner door he meets Mr. Wilson. You can hear him saying, “Whatchu got! Whatchu got!”

Mr. Wilson replies saying, “Same ol’. Same ol’."

Squirrel's laugh sounds like he needs to cough. He heads over and takes a seat. Mr. Wilson comes over and starts talking about hunting season coming up. Since the diner closes at 7 PM,Mr. and Mrs. Wilson are coming down to the final two hours. It's now 5PM. 

The Wilsons prepare for the last crowd of customers. 

Okay, that’s my queue. The fabric shades come down and the lights are out. The Wilson’s are closing for the day. The sound of the concrete factory on the next street over, near the railroad track, is done for the day as well. The occasional bikers and walkers come, trying to get to the other side of the town before the last train comes through.

The street lights are own. Hollison St. is dark without the street lights. It would be unsafe to walk alone that side of Hillsbur. You can fill in the blank. 

This next morning the Wilson’s receive their truck delivery around 9AM. They are set and ready. Peter, the delivery guy backs up towards the side door and off comes the supplies. It doesn’t take long for Mr. Wilson and Peter to begin a small talk and cracking jokes. Mrs. Wilson wastes no time in putting all of the supplies away. 

The hour comes and they are ready to serve. 

They are never late, always on time. 

Today's special is called 'Three Sister's Stew.' labeled as number three on the menu, served with blueberry pie. It's sure to be the top order of the day. 

Judge Anthony stops by for lunch. We rarely see him, with all the issues going on with the Dubock Twins Boy’s. 

They are keeping the town buzzing with chatter. It’s been said that the Dubocks Twins went and married the Walker sisters without their father's permission. Now you would have to know who their father is. Everyone knows the Walker family! Though his family calls him Daddy, we know him as Preacher Walker. Preacher Walker is 6ft 7 man with lumberjack hands, arms like Popeye's and a deep voice. 

The Walker family has 12 children and they live on a country road borderline between two states: Arkansas & Louisana. Since it’s Friday, it is not unusual that most of the town is out somewhere exciting, such as the Cat’s football game or the Country Line Dance Hall. And, of course, the town's rebel teens are hanging out at the car wash. 

Saturdays are typical, hold the exception of the time year when Mrs. Wilson receives a bouquet of flowers. Even the regulars keep this day in mind. Shortly after opening the doors, Mr. and Mrs. Wilson embrace one another as they go about their normal routine. 

Mrs. Wilson's sisters were traveling midwives who care for town residents as well. Mrs. Wilson had two sisters, Sadi and Annah. The sisters grew up in Tennessee and lived in poverty with an influenced background.
Their father spent time away as a traveling salesman. As for their mother, she was a teacher and a nurse who cared for town. Mrs. Wilson and her two sisters moved to Arkansas when they were young. Sadi was the oldest, Annah was the youngest, and then there was Mrs. Wilson. After both their parents passed away, they were left to care for themselves. 

They grew older and made their lives comfortable. Daisy and Sadie were midwives, and even though they had no children of their own, they had a passion for the profession. They traveled to a nearby town helping deliver mothers in labor. But one time, there was a fire and Daisy and Sadie never came back home.

The bouquet of flowers is for them.

My name is Hazel. I love on South Smith and Hillsborough Street. My porch is high and angled towards the Wilsons. Right now I am sitting on the porch swing, writing everything I see with my own eyes and the journal left behind by Mrs. Wilson at the sister's address: South Smith St. 










  
  

First Time


Dwight Parrish





And just like that… it was over! 

She begged for more.

Her body craving his energy.

Her soul feeling his passion.

Her heart hoping he would stay.

It was obvious tonight would be different. Shawn’s breath blew in and out rapidly. His left hand searched for the left turn signal, as if it was not where he left it. Shawn followed the vehicle ahead of him into the cramped parking lot that revealed more cracks and turns than cars. Before he knew it, he had maneuvered his way back out onto the street and had to re-enter the lot. Once he saw a parking spot, he began to make his move. 

Backward. Forward. Backward. Forward. Backward. 

His vehicle finally rested at odds with the parallel lines.

After turning off the engine, Shawn pulled down his sun visor, then flipped it back up. He lifted up his console and closed it. He slowly reached in his glove box and came out empty handed. But the driver ahead of him was still standing nearby, smoking a cigarette. Shawn picked up his cell phone and studied his wallpaper photo with the time and date stamp. Finally! The long smoker flicked away the cigarette and entered a door, three doors away from where Shawn parked.

It was a nondescript building that sat dangerously close to a bundle of railroad tracks. No visible sign. Not exactly what Shawn had envisioned. He actually passed by this building quite frequently on his way downtown. It used to be a train station back in the day and he had always wanted to ride the train.

As a child, Shawn would imagine what was taking place inside:

A solider, with an army-green duffle bag, sitting on a hard bench. Deep in thought, wondering what boot camp would be like and if he would make it back home. In the back of the room would be a single mother with two small kids. They were shouting from the old vending machine as the loud speaker crackled “Now boarding for St. Louis.”

At least that’s what he saw on television.

Shawn checked his appearance in his rearview mirror and exited the car. He retraced the steps of the smoker and opened the glass door to walk inside. The mood lighting greeted him first. Red, sexy musical notes danced on all four walls in perfect rhythm with the jazz sounds filling the space.

She was sitting just inside the door. Her smile was sexier than the notes on the wall, which had now reversed their movement around the room. She had flawless, caramel cheeks that displayed a hint of red blush. She spoke the language of a poet.

“Hi… Welcome to Blue Notes!” greeted the Hostess.

“Hi!” Shawn responded. How much is it?”

“It depends on what you want to do," she said.

The woman handed him a menu of options which he quickly reviewed and paid with cash. Shawn hurriedly walked away. Not another word. He spotted a small, make-shift bar across the room and headed in that direction. He ordered a glass of merlot and found a small table in the back of the room. 

Shawn was heading into his senior year at TSU and feeling self-conscious. He frequently glanced over at the hostess and wondered if she recognized him. Would she tell anyone? Was she laughing on the inside? He last saw her at the end of spring semester, when she gave her final lecture to his class of about two-hundred students. He took a long sip of wine, hoping to mellow out his anxiety and raise his confidence. 

As Shawn scanned the room, he noticed a gentleman walking towards him with the swagger of a brother on the streets of Harlem.

“What’s up, man! My name is Reign and I’m the Host. Welcome to Blue Notes!”

Shawn stood and extended his right hand, placing his left arm around Reign’s shoulder, reining him in for a brief man hug.

“What’s up bruh… I’m Shawn," he responded.

“We’re all about networking here. I appreciate you stopping through. I see that you made your selection. I just need you to write your name down in the order you wish to go,” Reign said.

Reign handed Shawn a blank sheet of paper that was numbered from 1-10. Shawn wrote his name down in the third spot just to keep from going first. Shawn Washington.

“Now you know, everyone else is going to place their name after you, right? But don’t worry, I got you. This is your first time.”

“Appreciate it!”

“What alias do you go by?” Reign asked.

Shawn was caught off guard and didn't know what else to say, so he said, “Shawn Washington.” 

Once again, they shared a quick, brotherly hug and Reign swaggered his way back through the red, sexy notes.

Men and women were affectionately greeting each other with warm hugs and Shawn’s anticipation began to rise as he tipped his wine glass more frequently. He was starting to feel as if he and the music were one.

“Shawn Washington!” The loudspeaker called.

It was at that moment that Shawn wished he would have provided an alias. If his college professor didn’t recognize his face, his name might jolt her memory. Feeling relaxed and confident, Shawn stood up and followed Reign’s lead. It was show time!

Just like that…it was over!

“More… more!"

“Don’t stop now!”

“I know you got more in you.” The red-haired woman was begging at this point. "Why are you leaving?”

“Thank you so much!” Shawn calmly said.

And with that, he turned and walked away with a swagger of his own. He had knocked it out of the park his first time at bat. He was no longer a virgin.

He was a Spoken Word Artist performing live on stage.
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The Summer of the Pink Slip


Okema N. Bassett





It began like any other work day, hurried, with a cross between an inspirational speaker and  Pitbull playing in my car. 

Once stopped at a light, I applied lip gloss. The commute was short, but impactful. After arriving downtown at my job, I jumped out of the car inspired and energized. I unlocked the front door, punched in the code for the alarm and walked over to start the coffee machine. The day was off to a great start! 

I was the first employee there, as I’d arrived thirty minutes prior to the start time of 9AM. It’s always cool to cruise into the day before the phones were ringing off the hook and the emails began to dominate my inbox. It was warm outside as the sun shone through the east-facing windows. We were on the cusp of summer, and we were only a couple of weeks from Memorial Day. I enjoyed the peace of being in the office alone and the feeling of accomplishment as I read and responded to the emails from the previous evening. 

Employees began arriving around 8:55Am. They said, “Good morning,” and proceeded to their desks. 

I responded with a jovial, “Good morning,” and continued working. 

Strangely enough, Karen K. Kunningham, Regional Manager, arrived around 9:15AM to the office. The strange thing about it is she is employed by the same company as myself, but she worked in Cleveland. There was no mention of her being in our office on the office calendar, so it was definitely an odd occurrence. Karen, dressed in a white suit, walked over to the Keurig machine and made a cup of what smelled like French vanilla coffee. She greeted the employees nearest the front door, then she asked me if she could speak with me for a moment in the conference room. 

I agreed, but not before I noticed the toilet paper on the bottom of her shoe. It felt just as odd as her being there unannounced. We both walked towards the conference room and sat opposite one another. Karen had a folder with my name on it sitting on the table. She stated that business had been slower than usual and all the normal verbiage that is said when you’re being laid off. 

At some point, she handed me documentation to sign, along with the folder that displayed my name. The walk back to my desk was filled with many thoughts. What's next? Thank God I have an emergency fund stashed. And many other things. 

I quickly boxed my possessions, took them to my car, texted my co-workers of what had occurred. I received several messages of how sorry they were and other messages that I expected never came. The relationships built with your co-workers are complex. Some of the relationships are built on true friendship and others are merely built on convenience, once the convenience of seeing one another daily has been removed, so has the “friendship”. 



My first call was to my boyfriend Graham. We’d been together for one and a half years. We lived in different cities, 94 miles apart, however we were fervently devoted to one another. Graham initially thought I was joking when I stated I had been released from my position, as he recalled my dedication to the company. He reassured me that we’re in this together and for me not to worry. I heard the concern in his voice. These are the moments when long-distance relationships are tough, and I wished he were there to comfort me.


As I drove away from my downtown job of 10 years, I thought deeply about my next career move, my next move overall and what to do with the remainder of the day. As I placed my sunglasses on, I was reminded of the beauty of the day. I drove to the nearest city park, parked my pearl white luxury sedan and admired the landscape that boasted massive spring blooms of tulips, daffodils and purple hyacinth. I was also reminded by the beauty of the flowers that all things bloom in their season. I sat on the warm metal bench, slid off my peep-toe, navy pumps and took in the scent and beauty of late spring; thinking how unfair life could sometimes seem. I silently said the “Serenity Prayer” in my head, hoping it would bring some sense of order to my racing thoughts.

It did. 



JUNE


After getting a grasp on my new normal, I applied for unemployment and the checks were substantial enough to sustain my monthly mortgage payments, along with my household bills. 

Thank God! 

After raising a family and working since my teenage years, I thought this might be the well-deserved break I’d needed. For decades I’d been dashing from one child’s event to the next… parent teacher conferences, football games, volleyball games, award ceremonies. A break was in order! My main priorities were finding a new position, spending time with my beloved family and also cultivating the romance myself and Graham had started in 2021. Since I could electronically report to the unemployment office, I split my time between Franklin, Ohio and Landers, Ohio. 

Summer was in full swing boasting sunny days filled with blues skies and endless possibilities. Graham worked second shift at a manufacturing plant in the city in which he resided. We adored one another and found creative ways to spend valuable time together. With Graham working on the weekdays we usually waited until the weekends to go on dates. 

Date nights or days are always a delight. Sometimes planned, usually spontaneous, always fun!

Our first date was a picnic under a red maple tree in a nearby park. The temperature was in the high 70s, with a slight breeze. It was late afternoon. Our wicker picnic basket stored a small pre-made charcuterie board, antipasto salad, grapes, strawberries, Riesling wine, silverware, cloth napkins and two small wine glasses. Graham retrieved the red and white checkered picnic blanket from the car trunk. We selected the perfect spot under the tree and Graham spread the throw over the plush, green grass. We sat our picnic basket down, got settled on the blanket, turned on smooth jazz and noshed on the delicious fare. 

The simplicity of our bond is astonishing even to us. We first fell for one another as teenagers at Landers Middle School. Our crush was evident. It was written all over our faces. 

My strict upbringing and laborious schedule would keep me preoccupied with religious and academic pursuits. 

One day as we were walking after track practice, we found ourselves in a secluded parking lot. Amazingly enough, finally after days, weeks and months of subtle flirting, we shared the most sensational, sensual and luscious kiss. His lips were full, his skin the shade of cocoa, his grip strong. I desired him and I could tell he desired me. As fate would have it, one kiss would be all that we’d share during the year of 1989. Our home lives would separate us, as we both moved on the same day… the last day of school. 

Unbeknownst to our middle school selves, we wouldn’t see one another again for 32 years. 

Social media would be the vehicle that brought us back together. A direct message (DM) from Graham started it all. We both were in a place in our lives that life had chewed us up and spit us out! A true friendship is just what the doctor ordered! We began corresponding on social media and then graduated to texting, then talking on the phone. Our friendship was refreshing, yet nostalgic. We spent our time filling in the blanks for the last three decades. There were stories from childhood, relationship conversations and simply therapeutic banter. 

I looked forward to our beautiful exchange daily. 

I’d go home to Franklin, Ohio from Monday morning to Thursday afternoon, making sure I’d shop for food, household goods, really clean the upstairs bathrooms and just catch up with everyone and make sure all were thriving. We exchanged calls and texts while I was spending time in Landers, but spending quality time is a necessity. I’d usually cook a homemade meal or pick up carry out that we enjoyed so we could break bread together. I love the unique individuals that are my family. I have amazing friends in Franklin, all different but all great in their own right. 

Commuting back and forth was refreshing. I varied between listening to many genres of music, spiritual sermons and insightful podcasts. This was a time that I could use selfishly. Periodically, I’d call family members and friends to catch up. 

Arriving in Landers, Graham would be waiting for me on the apartment stoop. I’d provide him with my GPS information as I pulled out of the driveway. We both felt secure, knowing the GPS allowed him to track my arrival and me to know should anything go wrong, he’d be aware of it right away. I always looked forward to turning that corner and seeing his handsome face and stunning smile! 

I jumped out of the car and we shared an embrace and luscious kiss!

Thursday evening, I arrived at the apartment home around sevenish. To my surprise, Graham had gotten off of work early and started a bonfire. 

We loved the warmth of the fire, intermingled with the cool of the evening, set under the small grove of trees in the backyard. 

Over a glass of red wine, for me, and a glass of whiskey on the rocks, for him, we shared our week and gazed at one another over the flame of our fire. Who knew that this small, Midwest town that we’d met in so long ago would be the very same town that would bring us back together and nurture our love? Not us! We’d enjoy our intimate evening together with our bonfire blazing as well as our desire for one another. We’d awaken the next morning in Graham's room. I could see out of the bedroom window that the fire was still smoldering.

Our morning routine included one of us making coffee, reading together and going for an early walk, in an effort to stay active. It was blissful and a beautiful way to ease into the demanding day. Graham reported to work mid-day so we made the best of our mornings. 

One particular Friday, after he reported to work, I decided to check out the local library to kill time. I noticed that there was a writing group starting the next week and I hoped to join. I wandered around the library, leafing through cookbooks, gardening books and ultimately heading back to Graham’s place. 

As I neared his place I saw Memphis, Graham’s younger brother, who lived on the same street. We exchanged a wave as I slowly drove by. 



JULY


As Saturday approached, I researched our next adventure: Edgewater Beach. It was only an hour drive from Landers. 

On Saturday morning, we began the morning with our normal ritual of coffee and reading, but nixed our morning walk. 

We prepared for the day, filled a cooler with bottled waters and cool drinks, grabbed our swimwear and beach towels and hit the road. As Graham drove, we found a radio station with smooth jazz and we drifted into a calming mental space. The ride was a breeze. 

I relaxed in the passenger’s seat and in no time we arrived at the beach. It was a sunny day with blue skies. And although there were many people present, it often felt like we were in our own movie and we were the leading characters. We quickly went to the public restrooms and changed into our swim gear. Once dressed we met in front of the restrooms, placed our clothes in a beach bag, spread the beach towels out and walked hand and hand to the edge of the water. It washed over our feet. 

Ironically enough, we were at the beach in beach gear, but neither of us could swim. Swimming remains on our “bucket list” of things we plan to do. 

Being unable to swim didn't hamper our joy. We basked in the sun, enjoying one another’s company. We grabbed hot dogs from the concession stand nearby and enjoyed them with the drinks that we had in our cooler. 

I lied on my beach towel relaxed and warm with sunglasses on thinking of many things. My thoughts wandered to how sometimes life will give you a curveball and what we must do to combat throwing in the towel. 

Like when I received that pink slip I wasn’t sure how my story would end, but the summer had been remarkable- courtesy of that pink slip!
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