
she could choose life. Making 
the only choice possible Denise 
is now on long term disability 
and we are in the process of 
adapting to this new modus 
operandi. Although it means a 
significant drop in family in-
come we will adjust accordingly 
and continue to treasure the 
gift of life. 

Weight loss / weight gain con-
tinues to be a daily topic for 
me. After working hard for a full 
year at weight loss I managed 
to lose a total of ninety–six 
pounds. It did feel good and I 
was happy that I made the ef-
fort. The last few pounds took 
the longest and my dedication 
waned greatly and my momen-
tum petered out. Although I 
have been able to keep some 
of the habits I had developed I 
have gained a few pounds back 
and fear that I don't have the 
strength to rekindle my drive. 
Perhaps I won't have to suffer 
so long this time before I realize 
I am only as happy or driven as 
I make up my mind to be.  DBC 

Review I stated that one of the 
articles would be called Re-
membering Erich Fromm. Al-
though I may still pen this arti-
cle at some point I have de-
cided to write a different article 
that seems more timely for the 
current review. Look for The 
48th, an article where I share 
some of the burdens that I have 
carried along with me for the 
last twenty-three years and how 
they have shaped the person I 
have become. 

Just to touch on a couple of the 
highlights since the last news-
letter I should mention two 
things that have been ongoing 
topics since I first began writing 
my newsletters. 

My wife's health continues to 
be one of the main areas in life 
that never ceases to be looked 
at on a daily basis in one way or 
another. After some additional 
convalescence after her heart 
surgery in August 2007 Denise 
made an attempt to return to 
work at the end of November. 
She felt remarkable and was 
able to convince her doctor that 
she was up for the task. After 
two weeks Denise began to 
have recurring chest pain and 
felt the wind had been knocked 
completely out of her sails. On  
a return trip to her doctor she 
was told in no uncertain terms 
that she could choose work or 
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First off, I would like to say 
thank you to those individuals 
who took the time to email me 
after reading God Deceased in 
the last issue of The Creative 
Review. Based on the re-
sponses I received it was obvi-
ous that my article touched 
quite a few people. Many stated  
how well they identified with my 
disconnection from god and 
many expressed a deep appre-
ciation for the vulnerability I 
offered through my writing. I 
must say that I was a bit appre-
hensive when I first published 
the article as one never knows  
what reception it will garner -  
but I am now glad that I went 
ahead with it. 

I am very pleased to be able to 
present my first newsletter of 
2008.  Although I had planned 
on getting it to 'press' right at 
the beginning of the year it 
once again took a back seat 
while business boomed beyond 
belief. Currently, business has 
slowed significantly, perhaps in 
part due to the financial up-
heavals the USA is presently 
experiencing. Whatever the 
case, I have decided to seize 
this opportunity and get my 
current thoughts down on pa-
per before the 'To Do' list once 
again begins to build. 

In the 'upcoming issue' section 
of the last issue of The Creative 

5  P E O P L E  
W H O  H A V E  
M A D E  A  D I F -
F E R E N C E  I N  
M Y  L I F E  

 Erich Fromm 

 M. Scott Peck 

 Dalai Lama 

 My Wife - Denise 

 My Mother - 
Lorraine 

Photo by Don Cheke 
 



Donald B. Cheke 

I love paper.  I love the look 
of paper, I love the feel of 
paper and I love the smell of 
paper; of fresh newspaper, of 
magazines and books - of 
printed matter hot from the 
printer. A versatile material 
quite like no other - and prac-
tical too - this commodity, 
this substance, is the catalyst 
that helped transcend the 
boundaries of class structure, 
for paper is available to all, at 
least in some forms. It is the 
substance that does not re-
quire one to be rich in order 
to employ it. 

If you think about it, paper 
(along with a writing utensil - 
and a dirty fingernail will do 
in a pinch) is the substance 
that allows its possessor the 
ability to hold one's most 

treasured thoughts in safe 
keeping, It is the substance 
that holds dear our greatest 
fears, our greatest loves and 
our greatest triumphs - in the 
form of journals, autobiogra-
phies, treatise and narra-
tives. It is the medium that 
has formed, and has molded 
the world to the shape it is 
today.  

Where would life be today 
had libraries never existed, 
where constitutions had not 
been penned, where stories, 
myths, legends and testimo-
nials not been passed on 
from generation to genera-
tion on this most treasured 
substance? We take paper 
totally for granted, but what 
would life be like without 
several reams of the white 
stuff close at hand? 

I have had a very close and 
personal relationship with 
paper for as long as I can 
remember; drawing on it as a 
youngster straight on into my 
adult years, folding countless 
configurations while fasci-
nated with the art of Origami 
and writing, with paper being 
my preferred output medium 

Although it doesn't seem like 
it from the writing above, 
paper alone can be expres-
sive. It does not always re-
quire its usual partners - the 
pen and the pencil. Some-
times paper can be molded, 
or folded, or cut or creased 
and speak volumes without 
ever seeing the pencil or pen 
and this is where the work of 
Peter Callesen can illustrate 
this point in a splendid man-
ner. 

"Where would 

life be today had 

libraries never 

existed, where 

constitutions 

had not been 

penned, where 

stories, myths, 

legends and 

testimonials not 

been passed 

on…?" 
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Holding on to Myself 
by Peter Callesen 

Impenetrable Castle (detail) 
by Peter Callesen 

To see more of Peter's paper magic visit: www.petercallesen.com 
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On The Other Side 
By Peter Callesen 

www.petercallesen.com
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N E V E R  S H A L L  I  F O R G E T  -  D E N I S E  C H E K E  

For ten years now I have 
been living in silence.  After 
our liberation from the camp, 
I joined the millions of people 
whose lives had been dis-
placed by the war.  I eventu-
ally traveled to France, stud-
ied as a student at the Sor-
bonne, worked for a French 
newspaper, married and had 
children.  And yet I have al-
ways lived with the memories 
of the night.  My dear friend 
François has been pressuring 
me to record for all of human-
ity the horrors I have experi-

enced.  My fear has been 
that words alone could not 
describe the atrocities and 
that to share the story would 
betray the dead; but now it is 
done.  I have told my story 
and I have told the stories of 
all those many souls who 
died.   So where does that 
leave me?  What does tomor-
row bring? 

Early this morning I woke up 
to the sound of birds chirping 
outside my window.  “How 
strange.” I thought.  “I have-
n’t actually paid attention to 

Denise Cheke 

Introduction: One evening, 
while helping my daughter 
with her homework, I read an 
excerpt from Elie Wiesel’s 
book entitled “Night”.  After 
reading it I felt compelled to 
continue it on. The following 
short story evolved and Don 
asked me if he could make it 
available for the newsletter. 

The memories and the de-
tails of my time in the con-
centration camp are burned 
into my mind for all eternity.  
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Rollo May 
 
A drawing by 
by Donald B. Cheke 

"The memories 

and the details 

of my time in 

the 

concentration 

camp are 

burned into my 

mind for all 

eternity." 

 

Excerpt from 

Never Shall I 

Forget by Denise 

Cheke 

of the doomed journey. I am 
left feeling a sadness that 
comes from visiting the 
graves of those lost. Peter's 
artistry has allowed him to 
capture the poignant  final 
moments of their journey and 
share them fully with us - a 
true and fitting epitaph for 
those brave few. 

 Although we have only had a 
glimpse at Peter's paper 
work, he is also a known for 
his drawing and performance 
arts abilities. Please visit his 
web site and have a good 
look around. 

Keep up the great work Pe-
ter! 

Peter Callesen, paper sculp-
tor extraordinaire, was born 
in 1967 in  Denmark. He was  
schooled in Denmark and in 
London in the fields of art 
and architecture. Although 
Peter's name may not be 
immediately recognizable on 
this side of the globe, his 
work certainly is. I know that I 
have seen his work many 
times over the years and 
have always been quite taken 
by the stories it tells, by the 
sheer elegance of his de-
signs. Although some of his 
pieces are highly complex 
while others appear rather 
simple in design, they are 
each truly remarkable works 

of art. One can't help but be 
awed by Peter's talent and 
insight into the nature of 
form and expression. I am 
continually moved each time 
I spend time with one of Pe-
ter's creations. Each pro-
vokes thoughts and memo-
ries and forces me to con-
template their meaning. Take 
for instance, Eismeer below. 
Probably inspired by Caspar 
David Friedrich's work Das 
Eismeer, it conjures up vi-
sions of Franklin's ill-fated 
expedition to locate the North 
West Passage. I can't help 
but feel the certain initial 
excitement and the inevitable 
terror that came to the crew 

Continued from page 2 

Seven Chinese Musicians 
Wire Sculpture by Donald B. 
Cheke 

White Hand 
by Peter Callesen 

Eismeer 
by Peter Callesen 

Distant Wish 
by Peter Callesen 



the birds’ song in so very 
many years.”  My heart felt 
somehow lighter and my 
senses were alive again.  It 
was as though I had awak-
ened after a long, dark night. 

In the kitchen my wife was 
making us a hearty breakfast 
of sausage and eggs, pota-
toes, garden tomatoes and a 
large pitcher of freshly 
squeezed orange juice.  She 
somehow seemed to sense 
that something was different 
about me.  “Good morning, 
my dear.  How are you this 
morning?  I have prepared 
you some breakfast.”  Her 
morning greeting was espe-
cially cheery and bright. 

For so long I have awakened 
each morning with a heavy 
heart.  I have gone through 
my days, simply putting one 
foot in front of the other.  I 
have lived but I have not 
been alive.  Today, however, I 
feel as though I have been 
given a second chance, a 
reason to live. 

After sharing a very pleasant 
breakfast and a relaxing cup 
of coffee with my wife I 

headed into the newspaper 
to get a little bit of work done 
before my meeting with the 
publisher who has agreed to 
edit and publish my work.  I 
carried the manuscript in my 
briefcase, guarding it as 
though it were more precious 
than gold.  I can hardly be-
lieve that the words have 
been written, that the story 
has been told.  I have finally 
been able to be the voice of 
all those who suffered and 
died.  Now I can only hope 
that the world will listen. 

I left work early and took the 
subway across town to the 
publisher’s office.  The build-
ing was three stories tall.  It 
was a simple brick building 
that easily blended with all of 
the surrounding buildings. 
Who would ever suspect that 
through those doors my life 
would change once again?  I 
entered the simply decorated 
room and was welcomed by 
Ann, an older woman with her 
grey hair done in a tight bun.  
She was wearing a plain dark 
suit and looked like the type 
of woman who would be strict 
and who meant business.  

But when she spoke her 
voice was soft and soothing.  
“Good afternoon, Mr. Wiesel.  
I am so glad to meet you.  
Please have a seat and Mr. 
Dubray will be with you 
soon.” 

I sat down on one of the 
chairs that she pointed to 
and clutched my manuscript 
in sweaty hands.  Suddenly, I 
felt, once again, the weight of 
the world on my shoulders.  
“What will he think of it?”  
Will he understand?”  My 
thoughts raced around in a 
panic. 

The door opened and out 
stepped a short, plump man 
with a twinkle in his blue 
eyes.  I was reminded of the 
Christian Santa Claus.  
“Come in, come in.” his voice 
boomed and with those 
words we began a friendship 
and a partnership that would 
last through the years to 
come. 

George Dubray, a well re-
spected editor, insisted that I 
wait while he gave my manu-
script its first reading.  And so 
I sat, for hour after hour, 
anxiously watching his face 
for clues about what he was 
thinking.  When he reached 
the part about Mrs. Schacter 
and her young son, his eyes 
filled with tears.  At that mo-
ment I knew that my job was 
well done.  I had told the 
story that needed to be told 
and the world would listen.  I 
shall never forget.  

N E V E R  S H A L L  I  F O R G E T  -  D E N I S E  C H E K E  

Most 
unhappiness 
comes from 
clinging 
tightly to 
illusion. 
 

DBC 
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Donald B. Cheke 

On February 25th of this year 
I turned 48 years old. Quite a 
common occurrence that 
most of us will see at some 
point in our lives. However, 
this year had a particular 
significance for me, as it was 
the date I had been counting 
down to since February 25, 
1985 - the day we buried my 
father. Please continue read-
ing for the full story. 

I was born into an alcoholic 
home in February 1960 dur-
ing a time, I was informed, 
that was the beginning of the 
worst times that my mother 
and father had in their rela-
tionship.  It was a time when 
Dad was creating much 
havoc within their marriage 
relationship through his ex-
cessive drinking, his extra-
marital affairs and stunted 
maturity.  Although Dad was 
the obvious problem, each 
person does play their part in 
family dynamics and so Mom 
too, added to the dysfunction 
with her reactions and re-
sponses.   

It is said that we learn by 
what we see and so one can't 
really fault Mom and Dad for 
their inadequacies. At the 
time they knew no other way 
and looking for answers was 
not yet considered, probably 
not even contemplated. Both 
my mother and my father 
grew up in tremendously 
dysfunctional families and so 
it is quite understandable 
that their lives traveled a few 
unsavory twists. 

Dad was born last of three 

boys to an alcoholic mother 
and a father who seemed 
unable to cope with life.  
Dad's family history is quite 
disturbing and it is often em-
barrassing to talk about it. 
One can clearly see that alco-
holism became a family dis-
ease in a big way for them.  
The three boys learned the 
ways of alcoholism so well  
that they all died prematurely 
as a result of it, each leaving 
behind them a wake of bro-
ken families, of shattered 
hopes and dreams and aspi-
rations.   

The middle son died first.  
Much of his life has remained  
a mystery to me. It was said 
that he had been married for 
a short while and did have a 
son who died in an automo-
bile accident at the age of 
twenty.  I really don't remem-
ber anything of this uncle and 
if I had not seen his picture a 
couple times in our old family 
albums I would not have 
known he existed. I do, how-
ever, recall talk of him when 
he died. Mom said that his 
body had been found in a 
bathtub in one of our city's 
less than attractive hotels.  
He was forty-six years old at 
the time.  Quite a few years 
ago a girl in her mid-thirties 
located my mother and ex-
plained that she was the 
illegitimate daughter of this 
particular brother.  She was 
trying to fill in some of the 
many missing pieces of her 
life and was looking for con-
nections and information. As 
far as I know she was never 
really able to establish any 

concrete facts and has had 
to continue on with many 
missing pieces.  

The oldest of the three boys 
lived the longest although  he 
followed some years later in 
the family manner of prema-
ture death due to alcoholism.  
He died at the age of sixty-
three on skid row in one of 
Canada's larger cities.  He 
too left behind a broken fam-
ily whom I have had no con-
tact with over the years. 
Hopefully they have had an 
opportunity to find peace and 
meaning in their lives.  

This is where the importance 
of my forty-eighth birthday 
comes to light.  My own fa-
ther killed himself during his 
forty-seventh year of life. I 
was twenty-five at the time of 
his death and was, thank-
fully, already into the early 
years of my own recovery, a 
recovery which he believed 
would be impossible to 
achieve.  He said to me, just 
shortly before he shot him-
self, that I would end up just 
like him and would never 
amount to anything. Ouch! 
I'm pleased to say that he 
was wrong, although I lived 
all these years carrying this 
around and fearing that his 
words would ring true. I have 
had many overwhelming peri-
ods in my life where I have 
wanted to take that perma-
nent escape and each time 
remembered his words; 
words that kept me from 
seriously contemplating this 
final act. There was no way 
on earth I was going to prove 

T H E  4 8 T H  

I was twenty-five 
at the time of 
his death and 
was, thankfully, 
already into the 
early years of 
my recovery, a 
recovery which 
he believed 
would be 
impossible to 
achieve. 
 
DBC 
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Compass 
A CAD render by Donald B. 
Cheke 

Saguaro 
 
A photo 
by Donald B. Cheke 



him right, so maybe he did 
me a favor, although I would 
like think that I might have 
faired better had I not had 
the burden in the first place. 
As the calendar finally clicked 
past the last day of my forty-
seventh year, and I was fi-
nally older than he was at the 
time of his death, I was re-
lieved. It didn't feel, however, 
like the celebration that I 
thought it would. Sure, I was 
glad to be alive and I had 
definitely proved him wrong 
in so many ways, but it also 
gave me pause to think 
about his life.  

I can't help but think about 
how relatively young he was 
and how much life he de-
prived himself of, of so many 
wonderful things that laid in 
his future - had he only been 
able to choose life. Most of 
all, he missed meeting the 
possibility of a recovered life, 
a life truly worth living. He 
missed meeting the family 
that continued to flourish 
with wives and partners for 
his sons and four wonderful 
grandchildren and all the 
wonders that they have 
brought. 

On a sad but ironic note, it is 
their alcoholic mother that 
lived the longest. She died 
only a few years ago after 
living as mental vegetable for 
twenty-plus years in a nursing 
home. Remembering nothing 
and recognizing no one, per-
haps, it was just as well. 
Sadly, her life and death  was 
only a passing footnote in my 
life. We had moved on. 

My mother was also raised in 
a dysfunctional, poverty 
stricken, family.  Her mother 
had been 'matched up' with 
and married to someone 
from the old country.  He 
turned out to be a feared, 
violent fiend who had es-
caped from Poland for rea-
sons that have never become 
known to me. I am told that 
Grandma went from a fairly 
stable home, from a family 
who managed quite well on 
their farm, to the depths of 
poverty and abuse in a small 
community away from where 
she was raised.  Grandma 
eventually ended up spend-
ing time in a mental institute 
where she received electro-
convulsive therapy to over-
come the deep depression 
she had sunk deeply into. 
When grandma returned to 
her family she was, appar-
ently,  never the same - and 
not necessarily for the better.  
This is where my mother and 
her three brothers were 
raised so it is no wonder she 
brought a bit of in a dysfunc-
tion into her own married  
life. Of the four children in my 
mother's family Mom has 
certainly come the furthest in 
terms of growth. She was 
able to stop the cycle of alco-
holism and dysfunction by 
taking steps to change pat-
terns, most notably by at-
tending Al-Anon. By learning 
about the affects of alcohol-
ism and making the changes 
necessary to facilitate growth 
she moved positively forward.  
Her change, her growth visi-
bly illustrated to my brothers 

and I that life could be a joy-
ous event - one that can be 
enjoyed and savored no mat-
ter what struggles do come 
our way. 

Mom is sixty-nine this year 
and is retiring at the end of 
July after thirty years of ser-
vice at the same job, the job 
she took to support our fam-
ily after dad moved out all 
those years ago. I have been 
asked to say  a few words 
about her at the function her 
office is putting on for her. It 
will be a very easy and pleas-
ant task to perform. I won't 
have any difficulty talking 
about how proud her sons 
are of her and of the wonder-
ful model she has been for 
us. In her role, she has 
touched many lives and I 
know that she is highly re-
garded by her peers and our 
community as a whole. 

Through all of this I think my 
biggest issue has been the 
need to be loved and ap-
proved of. To know that I am 
not my father and realize that 
I have indeed taken steps to 
become a whole and healthy 
person. I thank God that 
Mom made the break from 
dysfunction all those years 
ago and provided my broth-
ers and I a healthy home and 
safe haven to share our joys 
and our accomplishments - 
and the burdens that living 
life brings to all humans. At 
least we have learned that 
the issues can be looked at 
and can be learned from - 
and best of all, we don't have 
to do it alone. 

Through all of 

this I think my 

biggest issue 

has been the 

need to be 

loved and 

approved of.  To 

know that I am 

not my father…. 
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CAD render by 
Donald B. Cheke 

Creation 
 
 A Wire sculpture 
by Donald B. Cheke 
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Located in Saskatoon, SK Canada 

Web: www.textualcreations.ca 

 

 

E-mail: dcheke@textualcreations.ca 

E-mail: dcheke@sasktel.net 

The Creative Review is a 
publication produced 
and published by Donald 
(Don) B. Cheke. 

It presents articles based 
on the thoughts and 
ideas of the author in a 
variety of fields including 
Art, CAD, Photography, 
Psychology, Spirituality 
and more. 

…... 

The Creative Review is 
geared toward the uplift-
ing and enlightening 
things in life. 

 

T E X T U A L  C R E A T I O N S  

Donald B. Cheke 

Aside from his TurboCAD CAD 
service interests, Donald 
(Don) B. Cheke operates a 
small data management busi-
ness in Saskatoon, SK Can-
ada where he lives with his 
wife and daughter. In his 
personal search to better 
understand the human condi-
tion he has spent a great deal 
of time researching and writ-
ing about his discoveries. His 
search has been augmented 
by exploration into the crea-
tive realm through various 
mediums – TurboCAD being 
one of the most recent. 

Denise M. Cheke 

Denise is an school principal 
(currently on long term medi-
cal leave). Denise has spent 
twenty-seven years with the 
same school division where 
she has shared her many 
gifts with students and co-
workers alike. Her first 
twenty-three years were 
spent in special education 
and the remainder as  princi-
pal. Denise would love noth-
ing more than to be back at 
work where she feels most 
able to contribute. She is 
doing her best to adapt to her 
new circumstances. 

C O N T R I B U T O R S                          
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Robot 
 
A CAD render 
by Donald B. Cheke 
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