
The truth is…we gather on the Third Monday of each month (except January and February
where it is the fourth Monday) to practice our writing skills. We listen and share in each other’s
work. We are small in number and our commitment is strictly to produce and foster creativity
among our members.

We started in July 1999 and consist of adults that enjoy writing memoirs, commentaries, essays,
poems, and/or prose. Our simple method each month is to use a pre-selected word or phrase as
the basis of a story, an idea, an opinion, a derivative of, or an implied essence of and write a
document of no more than 1000 words (approximately 2 pages). We share our stories, comment,
and in that way build up our writing skills through practice and presentation. The atmosphere is
friendly and supportive, and the feedback is gentle.

Curious? Always wanted to try writing for fun, entertainment, or even profit? Come visit with
us at any of our open meetings. Bring a sample of your work. Sit in and see what we do. If you
like it, join us every month and become a member. Contact Nancy at nestewart@ameritech.net
for information.
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May 2024 Selection – Contentment

Contentment. Joy. Fulfillment. Happiness. Satisfaction.
By Anna Young

My memories of the best times of my years of contentment was as a little girl in the
kitchen with my mother Viola, her big sis Johnnie Mae, me and my cousin Janette, Johnnie
Mae's daughter, whom I later nicknamed Janey because it sounded more sisterly and connected
to me as family. The aroma of the many dishes I learned to burn from my queen mother Viola
and her big sis Johnnie Mae are still with me. Let me clarify the meaning of to burn. Culturally
and metaphorically in black folks parlance to burn means to cook. We burned not one morsel!
We couldn't afford to! Every bite and mouthful of food was sacred! Waste not want not! The
kitchen was where we did the most of our living. It's where we cooked, obviously, ate, danced,
laughed, listened to music, talked and where our mamas sang and whistled. Auntie Johnnie Mae
was an excellent pucker upper! I remember the melodic sounds of their voices as they sang
acapella in the range of falsetto combined with alto. It's where Janey and I had days of nonstop
playing. We had tea parties, we rode two red wooden rocking horses, one for each of us sitting
in the middle of the kitchen floor. We played hide and seek in various places of the kitchen and
the pantry. We also played under the kitchen table. The times were lean but joyful. Not as mean
and chaotic as they are now. The kitchen is where our mamas improved our reading and writing
as we became older. We were more than happy and content in that beat up old kitchen in a third
floor three-bedroom apartment shared with other family members located in the
Lawndale/Garfield area in 1950's Chi-Town. We lived a simple life in an atmosphere of joy in
those aromatic times. We had guns complete with holsters. Of course, girls were looked down
upon playing with boyish toys. We were the black Annie Oakleys of our time! LOL! We loved
to play cowgirls and shoot em up. Running around the chair legs and tables in the kitchen until
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we became breathless with laughter and began to lose our breath. We had a roll of red caps we
could load into the guns. When we pulled the triggers the guns would make a popping sound
and the smell of smoke and Sulphur would fill the air in the kitchen. The odor would never
drown the aromatic smells of our mamas savory home cooking! We had miniature metal toy
scuba divers. When filled with soda they would float to the top of the water. We didn't know it
was the sodium bicarbonate that made them float. What the hell did we know about the
chemical structure of soda! We stood at the kitchen sink for hours playing with those scuba
divers for who knows how long. Contentment galore! Our mamas never scolded us about our
play time. They just kept on filling our lives with the aromas of comfort, joy and contentment.
Auntie Johnnie Mae bought a folding game table we sat to in the middle of the kitchen. It was
the only place large enough to accommodate it. We played tickle bee, Life, Monopoly, old maid,
whist, solitaire, black jack, pitty pad, scrabble, regular and Chinese checkers and many other
games. My mama Viola and I became card game aficionados and gamblers. Not high rollers but
I love to gamble periodically to this day. Cousin Janey and I lost our queen mothers to the extent
of our extreme sadness. Her mama over thirty years ago, mine almost five years ago. I'll never
forget those times of joy, satisfaction and contentment they provided for us in that beat up old
kitchen where family was all and everything! Those were the most memorable aromatic times of
our lives.

###

Then I’ll Be Happy
By Kelly Tansor

My whole adult life, I’ve always found a reason to not be 100% satisfied with the things I
had in life. I found myself saying, “Once I have this thing, then I’ll be happy. Once I can get into
college, then I’ll be happy. Once I get this job, then I’ll be happy. Once I live on my own, then
I’ll be happy. Once I get this raise, then I’ll be happy. Once I get this upgrade to my car, then I’ll
be happy.”

It’s not that I wasn’t grateful for the things I did have, but looking back now I definitely
didn’t appreciate them. There was always something else I would be chasing after, a
never-ending goalpost that I felt kept me from 100% contentment with life.

Frankly, it’s a pretty depressing way of living. You never feel happy because you’re
always lusting after something else. Then when you get the thing you want, it’s never good
enough. That lust is always there, it’s just the object of that lust that always changes.

This past winter, I found myself driving a new car—okay, a used car that I inherited. This
was something I had been wanting for a long time; my old car kept having issues, it was too
small and barely fit my son’s car seat, and had a good number of dents and scratches from one
too many fender-benders (for the record, most of them weren’t my fault). Upon getting this
“new” car, though, it didn’t take long before I started imagining myself in my next car. Sure, this
was bigger and more modern, but imagine me in a minivan!

I immediately had to stop myself. I won! I got the bigger car I wanted. Sure, it’s always
nice to have more room, but I can still make this work. I had to remember that while it’s nice to
dream of bigger, better things, I should be careful not to take the things I already have for
granted.



My family has been thinking of moving elsewhere. For a long time we had our hearts set
on a particular city and a particular neighborhood. But, for reasons I can’t get into, life happened
and we put this potential move on the backburner. We’re now waiting for the housing market to
crash and houses to become more affordable. Until then, I can easily complain how our current
house is too small, we have too many renovations to do, the taxes are terrible, etc. But that will
only make me more depressed about the situation.

Instead, we’ve been doing what we can to work with what we’ve got. This involves
putting many things in a storage unit, dedicating more time to fixes around the house, building
more shelving units, getting rid of things we don’t need, and in general utilizing our space in
ways that benefit all of us. We’re still wide-eyed about a bigger house in a safer, more affordable
area. But until that’s possible, we can still find contentment with what we have now.

###

Elusive Contentment
By Carol Karvon

I struggled hard with this topic. 

The more I tried to create something about the subject of “contentment” the more elusive it
became. 

Once I thought I had a good idea but when I started to put my thoughts down on paper my mind
was blank once more.

I think maybe because these days it’s really hard to find contentment in our lives that it’s so
difficult to write something about it.  And it’s especially difficult for me to find something
positive to say about contentment.

I believe true contentment should be a positive feeling. One definition for contentment is: a state
of happiness and satisfaction.  That sounds like a positive emotion to me but it’s hard to be
positive about it in real time.  Events all around us seem to be conspiring against contentment
these days.  I know I can’t, nor can anyone else, solve all the world’s problems; not even come
close.  So, with that in mind I guess it’s futile to worry about them, but that doesn’t stop my
thoughts from going there.

It seems to me that life’s events, whether in my life or in the news (local, national or even
international) these days don’t leave much room for contentment.  I know that sounds pessimistic
and it probably is.

I’m trying hard to find happiness and satisfaction.  Sometimes I can feel it for brief moments in
time and try to hold onto the feeling.  At other times, the feeling is nonexistent or fleeting.



I actually had some good times over the past couple of weeks and am thankful for those.  I could
agree that those were contented times and will try to hold onto the good feelings they
brought.  Even some contentment is better than none.

###

The Rare Jewel
By Dennis Johnson

"But godliness with contentment is great gain. For we brought nothing into this world
and it is certain we can carry nothing out." (1 Timothy 6:6-7)

"Let your conversation be without covetousness and be content with such things as ye
have for he hath said 'l will never leave thee nor forsake thee. So that we may boldly
say, the Lord is my helper, and I will not fear what man shall do unto me." (Hebrews
13: 5-6)

Our subject for this month is contentment and I don't propose to you that I am an
expert on this subject. In fact, I feel as a Christian that I am a poor performer in this
arena.
I quote our Apostle Paul in 2 places of the Sacred Scriptures.

This brings to mind a very valuable book in my library called "The Rare Jewel of
Christian Contentment" by Jeremiah Burroughs. Who was he? He was a part of the
Westminster Assembly. The Assembly produced the Confession of Faith, The Larger
and Shorter Catechisms, the Directory of Public Worship, and other things in the years
1643-1648. These are the confessional standards of the church I am a member of.

And what were the times in which this work was being produced? Times of
discontent. The English Civil War. Englishmen fighting against their own
countrymen. Some of them escaping all of this for the New World.

Burroughs would not see the end of the Assemblies deliberations for he would
pass away in 1646 at the age of 47. But his book would eventually be read around
the whole world. I have read it twice. I need to read it again.

We live in an age of discontent. Not like the days of the English Civil War or our own
Civil War or World War 2 for that matter, of which I am somewhat a student of.
Burroughs was a man of unity. He strived for peace with those that disagreed with
him especially when it came to church government and what it should look like. What
happened to the Puritans of that era is another subject for another time and albeit a
lengthy time.

Burroughs pointed to Christ and to find our contentment in Him alone.



Finally, I will close with our Apostle again: "Not that I speak in respect of want for I
have learned in whatever state I am therewith to be content." (Philippians 4:11). I
think I need to read the book again and preach to myself again and again.

### The End (© 2024 Dennis P. Johnson)

Back to the Dark Age
By Mark Moe

Apocalypse looked upon the newly cleared entrance to Neptune's underwater temple and
proceeded forward. Surprisingly, the interior walls looked pristine save for a few minor cracks
and something was keeping the ocean from filling the entire temple from top to bottom.

"The power of the gem must be helping this place to remain virtually untouched by time and the
water. I look forward to adding this gem to Neptune's trident," he said to himself.
When he took another step, a pressure plate sank under his left foot and several poison-tipped
arrows launched out of concealed arrow slits and imbedded themselves into Apocalypse. He
pulled them out in annoyance and continued to move further into the winding, descending halls
of the temple. He would not be stopped by some pathetic, ancient traps. It seemed every few feet
Neptune had designed more traps to deter common thieves and tomb raiders. He deliberately set
off every trap as an act of defiance almost as if he was seeking a trap worthy of Apocalypse's
might. When he came across door and corridor puzzles, he just blasted through the doors, flew
over pit traps, or knocked down surrounding walls to make more progress. After some time, he
reached the bottom of the temple where he discovered a worn wooden chest full of gems in
multiple colors.

"This must be that fool Neptune's final test, a chest full of gems to either distract me from the
actual royal sapphire gem that is a part of his trident, or his last pathetic attempt to keep this gem
undiscovered. I am certain that the true gem will interact with any of the previous gems and have
the same isotope signature as the Gem of Cyttorak. You will not stop me, Neptune. I will have
your power," Apocalypse stated out loud to himself. He pulled out the scanner from his pouch on
the belt to scan the chest to see if it was worth digging through for the stone. The scanner alerted
him that it was in the chest. With one hand, he dumped the chest's contents on the floor as he
sought his prize. The gem looked like a carbon copy of the Gem of Cyttorak except that it was a
sapphire. Once he grabbed the gem, he headed back to the entrance. When he crossed the
threshold, the ocean immediately filled the temple because the gem was no longer holding back
the water. Apocalypse laughed at the site now flooding with water and said, "Two down, one to
go," He touched the jet controls on his wrist and rocketed out of the ocean.

Meanwhile on Captain Nightcrawler's ship, Forge had designed some primitive rocket boosters
to help increase their speed. "So, Kurt, I have these four rocket boosters installed on the aft of the
ship, but we can only use it during calm conditions. They would be useless in a major squall."

"Mein Freund, Forge how much speed will we get from these rocket boosters? More importantly,
what fuel are you using for them?"



Forge turned Nightcrawler away from the crew's ear shot and quietly said, ''They use ethanol
alcohol which I have separated from one of our barrels of rum. As for speed, it should enable us
with a full sail to reach speeds of fifty miles per hour. One barrel of rum will last two or three
days."

"So, in other words, we will be at Egypt within a week. Hopefully, the rum will last until we
reach the next port. I fear less cooperation from our crew if there is no rum. Please continue
working on your preparations for Apocalypse."

"Yes, Captain," Forge responded.

Nightcrawler's estimate turned out to be close. The ship arrived within six days, just short of full
a week. Forge removed the rocket boosters before they entered the port, so as to not draw undue
attention while in port. The last thing the X-men wanted was to be stopped by the Port Authority
of Egypt before they could reach Apocalypse's pyramid. they were already hard-pressed to catch
him and for all they know, he could have all three gems and just be searching for Neptune's
trident. Kurt appointed one of the crew to supervise the replenishment of their supplies and to
perform any minor repairs to the ship while the X-men went on their search.

When the team was about to disembark from the ship, Forge handed Nightcrawler a smart watch
band. "Here wear this, Kurt. It will alter your appearance so that you look more human, and it
will make your tail into a belt around your waist. Cyclops, I would recommend that you wear
your ruby glasses until we have trouble. I am certain it will not be far off."

The team loaded up their gear, purchased six camels and other supplies from a vendor on the
edge of the port and began their trek toward Apocalypse's pyramid. Kurt noticed that their
youngest X-men, Roberto aka Sunspot had a look of pure "contentment" and wondered why he
seemed in such a state. Mein Freund, Roberto, what are you thinking about?"

Sunspot responded, ''This is the first time I have been picked for a very important mission. I feel
great that the Professor has given me this opportunity to defend my family, the Xmen and help to
save humanity. I will not let you down, Kurt."

"Roberto, I know you have not been with us for very long, but Professor Charles Xavier believes
in all of us. His vision of peace between mutants and humanity has brought so many of us on his
path. We gladly fight to make it a reality. Each of us have special talents and Herr Professor is a
father to all of us."

“Wow Kurt, I keep forgetting that you were raised in a Catholic monastery. You always know the
right thing to say.”

Kurt responded, “Jawohl.”

###



Sleep
By Vicki Elberfeld

“O sleep, O gentle sleep, Nature's soft nurse
How have I frighted thee that thou no more

Will weigh my eyelids down
And steep my senses in forgetfulness?

(Henry 4 Part 2 William Shakespeare)

What stands between me and such feelings as happiness, ecstasy, and contentment? As I
review my life, the greatest barrier I can discover is the lack of a good night’s sleep. I blame age,
as I rarely suffered from insomnia during the first half century of my existence. My only
concerns as a young person were to get to bed early enough to be unconscious for a sufficient
number of hours before starting the day all over again, And prior to retirement I not only had to
get up but also get going…in the morning no less!

Always a night owl, I am most alert after the sun sets and my greatest bursts of energy
occur several hours beyond that time. Around 2:00 am I grow very sleepy and successfully drop
off for four to five hours, after which unconsciousness is up for grabs for the next few hours as I
drift in and out of a light sleep. Against the advice of all the good doctors I find myself glancing
over at the clock some half dozen times between waking and sleeping, stressing out over how I
will ever get enough Z’s to function the following day,

Glancing over at the bright clock in my bedroom isn’t the only thing I do wrong
regarding sleep. I practice German on my iPad or watch YouTube or tv up until the last minute as
some of the best shows are on after midnight, and yet we are told to avoid the blue light of our
screens as we approach slumber. My sedentary life also hasn’t helped because since retirement I
have gotten NO exercise, unless you count walking a few steps out my front door into my car
and another few steps walking from some parking space into a local store, home, or restaurant.
Pop, caffeinated diet pop, is my beverage of choice up to my 2:00 am bedtime, and I keep a full
thermos of it next to my bed in case I’m thirsty during my many wake ups in the early morning.
Dinner might be eaten well after midnight, far too close to bedtime.

Yet I read every book I can find on sleep and when I tire of that, I watch videos on sleep
disorders. Mathew Walker is said by many to be the world’s foremost sleep expert, and I poured
over his book, Why we Sleep:Unlocking the Power of Sleep and Dreams, finding it extremely
scary. Walker writes, “The shorter the sleep, the shorter the lifespan,” and those are words I can’t
unsee. In his most extreme example of the dangers of sleep deprivation, he describes what
happens to people suffering from a rare genetic mutation, who at one point in their life stop
sleeping altogether. This disease, called Fatal Familial Insomnia, currently has treatments, but no
survivors and no cure. Sufferers lose their muscle control, temporal and spatial orientation,
weight, strength, and mobility. Hallucinations are a symptom as well as dementia. Those who
lose their ability to sleep last an average of eighteen months, settle into a coma, and perish.



While my own sleep difficulties fall far, far short of those of Fatal Familial Insomnia, the
description of this disease brought home to me in a memorable way Walker‘s claim that sleep is
our superpower, as clearly our very lives depend on it. I have read many examples of tortures
employed to extract information or indulge sadistic impulses or both. Sleep deprivation, a
strategy in modern times used to extract information, might not appear as gruesome to the naked
eye as certain medieval examples, but it is torture nonetheless with both long and short term
consequences. Sleep deprivation over a long term leads to depression, anxiety, diabetes, stroke,
and heart attacks.

Apart from health, daytime sleepiness impacts us in other ways.

I am less productive when it comes to such mundane work as house cleaning, garden upkeep,
reaching out to people in a helpful or social way, and even completing work I do to satisfy my
soul, writing. I can’t think straight on little sleep and I simply don’t have the energy to do much.
I try to work around this by scheduling most social activities after sunset, to spare my friends the
unpleasantness of dealing with a person who is not all there, and definitely scheduling nothing in
the morning. And reduced energy, output, and society, I assure you, does nothing for one’s mood.

I do see some hope, however, for pursuit of that elusive creature, sleep. Walker and others
stress the need for moderate exercise; a good half hour a day should suffice. Also we need
exposure to morning and/or midday sunlight to set our internal clocks and prepare us for sleep at
night. Given my low energy, whenever possible I like to kill two birds with one stone. A morning
or midday walk to my local park, once around the pond, and then back home gives me (apart
from the erratic Chicago weather including rain and intense heat) my moderate exercise and
adjusts my circadian rhythm.

While I’ve only been experimenting with this for about a week, so far the results have
been encouraging. And I love the park and feeling reconnected with nature after such a long
absence. I circle the pond and see turtles sunning themselves on fallen logs, hefty frogs jumping
in at my approach, children fishing, and, if I’m lucky, the occasional heron also fishing. I even
saw a swan with an injured wing, and there are many, many ducks who seem disappointed when
they approach me, only to discover that I have no food for them.

I am already thinking ahead to winter and the possible purchase of a special light to treat
me in the absence of natural light. So far adding even a few minutes of sunlight to my day has
improved my mood, and I’ve been sleeping better. And should you catch me one day on one of
my daily walks, we can hopefully stop and chat. I promise if we exchange the usual pleasantries,
I won’t give you that tired, pun intended, response, I’m fine. Instead I hope I’ll say, I feel terrific.
Why shouldn’t I? After all, I’ve had the best night’s sleep!

###



An Afternoon Nap in the Country
By N. Stewart

This is the life. Isn’t it? The breeze is gently flowing off the lake. The sky is blue with gigantic
white puffy clouds. The temperature and the humidity perfect. I’m sitting on the deck as the
world continues to turn and move on without me. No TV or radio to hear disturbing world news
that I can’t do anything about anyway. Merely peace and quietness surround me.

Mother Nature is providing all the color commentary I need. An oriole is sitting in the oak tree
singing to me. The sun peeking through the leaves of the tree show the brilliant yellow/orange of
its body. The deck geraniums are deep red and blossoming profusely. The old oak trees are in full
leaf now and provide shade on the deck where I sit. A cardinal with his stunning red body and
distinctive voice is calling for his mate. She answered back. The robins taking turns are in the
birdbath, splashing and preening their feathers. I pick up my book and begin to read again.

Disturbing my peace and tranquility on this day, someone is beeping their car horn. They beep,
beep, beep and call out a name. Wait a minute it’s my name they are calling. I walk down the
stairs to the stone walk and out to the road. I’m looking into the car window and it is one of my
lake girlfriends that I hung around with when we were kids. She and her husband were passing
through on their way to a nearby town for lunch with a cousin and stopped to see the old place
her mother and father had owned. We talked, standing in the middle of the road for a 5 minute
“catch up” chat. In our discussion, she mentioned she was in remission now from Stage 4 ovarian
cancer and was happy and content just to be alive one year after her diagnosis. We talked about
former neighbors and friends that we grew up with and how the area has changed now that the
“old timers” have left and new families have moved in. A car came and they had to move their
car so we said goodbye and wished each other well.

As I walked back to the deck, I thought about how people here are pleasant. Neighbors come out
of their houses to gather along the side of the road or because there is very little traffic gather in
its middle. The talk is small and light with no insinuations or undertones or political rhetoric of
any kind.

Life seems to move at a different pace here than in the city. It is quiet, reflective, and satisfying.

A golf cart zooms by on the road, and I turn at the sudden loud noise. The cart occupants smile
and wave and I return their greeting. The noise is piercing, disturbing the serenity of the moment
but all is quiet again shortly after the cart passes.

I return to my chair on the deck. Soon, the melodic sound of the wind chime is making me sleepy
and it is time for an afternoon nap in the fresh country air. As the sunshine peeks through the
branches of the trees, I close my eyes, sigh, and drift awhile in comfort and contentment before
sleep gently over takes me.

###



Contentment
By Edward Schefler

Presents an approach further along
than the felicitous mood of

complacency
Rather an acceptance of the reliable.

A
‘Modus Operandi’

Subordinate upon the practice of practicality.
Secured from encounters beyond my capabilities.

Hedged against disappointment by not expecting too
much.

As I strive for the adequate.
And dismiss the frills, if they do

not come my way.

As Goethe
The German Philosopher

said:
One can stand almost anything except

A succession of ordinary days

I say:
On the contrary. For it’s the stability of
Ordinary days in which established the

reliability onto contentment.

Yet a mix with contentment is the
‘Spice of Conflict’

Which has seasoned the great works of literature.

###


