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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A Trek through the Forest
By N. Stewart

The trek through the forest dark,
long and difficult it was.
Not unlike life in that way.

The two came upon a break,
reaching an open meadow.
Burdened down, they rested their load.

A field crammed with wildflowers,
Scattered among the tall grasses
Was ablaze with color.

The sight of the lovely beauty
filled them with awe.
Not unlike life in that way.

Time passed quickly,
Needing them to leave.
Packed up, forward they trekked.
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Soon stopped in their tracks, a wide river appeared,
With water churning wildly, sounding a deafening roar.
Not unlike life in that way.

Shocked, giving up to turn around,
When a foot bridge along the river emerged.
Step by step, plank by plank, the two crossed the river’s rage.

The other side at once was calm, and seemed familiar.
They marveled, finding they were all but there.
Loving the journey, yet they hungered to be home.

Not unlike life in that way.
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Back to the Dark Ages: Part S
By Mark Moe

After a few days of travel, the X-men had found a small oasis in the desert, where they refilled
their water and Rogue took the opportunity to wash her hair in the large, crystal-clear pond.
Before the guys could question her about it, she said, "Most of y'all guys don't have long hair. I
intend to help you defeat Apocalypse, but I want to look good while doing it."

"Kein Problem, Fraulein," Kurt responded. She washed her hair with a bottle of shampoo that
smelled like "wildflowers. " After she had brushed through it, she exclaimed, "Now let's go get
that crazy, polecat Apocalypse!"

Within the next day, they arrived at Apocalypse's pyramid. The massive structure looked as
foreboding and formidable as their previous encounters with the mutant titan, but it showed
many scarred and recently fixed areas because of their previous incursions into his base.

"Forge, Mein Freund, can you let us know if Apocalypse is inside waiting on us? [ know we
must tangle with him at some point, but [ was hoping to avoid it as long as possible,"
Nightcrawler asked.

Forge shook his head and replied, "He does have a unique mutant signature, but if he is inside
the pyramid, we have never been able to track it. Only Professor X with Cerebro can locate
him and in that instance, the Professor must try very hard to detect his movements.
Apocalypse lives in a shielded location and his mind is shielded from most psychic attacks.
At best, Professor X can track his movements, but anything else, his mind blocks. I can let
you know his location if it is away from the pyramid. Let me scan for his mutant signature."

Forge picked a scanner from many devices on his tool belt, punched some button
combination and started to tum in different directions. A series of quick beeps in rapid
succession revealed Apocalypse's location.



"He seems to be doing a grid search pattern to the south of us. It is safe to assume he is looking
for the gems. He is not here, but at the rate he is moving, he could be on top of us in a few
minutes. Cyclops, open a new hole into the pyramid so that we can destroy his time machine.
No time to lose."

Cyclops had already switched back to his visor and special gloves when they were at the oasis.
He fired a concentrated, narrow beam cutting through the stone like a sharpened sword slicing
thrown fruit in the air. He only needed to make a standard doorway, but decided to create an
entrance that had the width and height of a standard, official Soccer goal because, he knew it
would piss off Apocalypse's ego even more. The rest of the X-men realizing Scott's intent broke
into laughter and Sunspot said, "Maybe after we strand him in the past, we should give
Apocalypse more windows in his pyramid. I am sure he would enjoy that."

Gambit responded, "Roberto, you play a dangerous game with a dangerous foe, mon ami. [ will
be happy to leave him here in the past. The future will be safer without him ruining it."

The team headed quickly inside while Forge led the way with another scanner designed to detect
the residual temporal isotopes that are consistent with time machine devices. "Down this way,"
Forge replied.

Within ten minutes of walking and Cyclops blasting another Soccer goal-sized opening, they
found a standing chamber with a transparent barrier in the front. Forge explained, "This is it.
Roberto, would you like the honor of destroying this machine? Of course, it is entirely
possible that he has another hidden somewhere else, but we do not have time to check the rest
of the pyramid. He could be back at any moment."

Sunspot allowed his power to flow through him giving him the black and golden yellow demonic
appearance and started to create a glowing energy orb between his hands. The orb turned into a
devastating beam of explosive black and golden solar energy and tore through the center of the
device before, it detonated and destroyed the device in a brilliant explosion.

As soon as it was destroyed, an alarm started to blare out alerting the servants of Apocalypse.

Cyclops stated, "We are about to have company. I am certain that Apocalypse knows as well.
Time to move."

As they started to retrace their steps, the first wave of human servants came racing around the
comer and blocked the path forward. Cyclops shouted an order saying, "Do not kill them! They
are just a bunch of misguided, brain-washed humans. Knock them out or just clear a path through
them!

"Mein Freund, Scott, [ will handle them," Nightcrawler responded as he teleported around the
room at lightning speed striking each human in the back of the head using the pommels of his
three swords. When he finished, the first wave of humans was mostly prone and unconscious.
The few that managed to half sit up were in no shape to do anything more than moan in pain.

"That my friends is how it is done," Kurt responded as he teleported to catch up with the rest of
the X-men who had raced ahead toward their giant exit.



The second wave was notably smaller, but Cyclops managed to take out a large portion of the
ceiling preventing them from being trapped again. Rogue volunteered to fly ahead to make sure
the rest of the path was clear. She plowed through the remaining servants as if she was a blocker
on the Football field protecting the tight end to the endzone. The servants knew they could not
stop mutants with superpowers, but they feared the wrath of Apocalypse more than anything
else. Their master would avenge them or so they believed. As they rounded the last corridor, a
large shadowy figure blocked the entrance from their escape. Apocalypse had found them.
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Wildflower/Wildflowers
By Anna Young

Wildflowers are naturally existing untamed beauties whose growth covers the
earth. They have the ability to grow in the most unlikely places unencumbered of their
own volition, with the aid of Mother Nature's hand. They grow in the aftermath of forest
fires, backyards, lawns and inside homes as house plants. I consider myself a human
species of wildflower. I'm not afraid to tap into the untamed beauty of my spirit. I will
not allow the wildflower in me to wilt and die. As the late great Congressman, advocate

of human and civil rights, the activist John Lewis stated, "cause good trouble." And boy
did he!

I guess I'm a disrupter of sorts. The wildflower in me is verbose, kind of nerdy,
well-read, broad and open minded, outspoken, a decent writer, kind and respectful, if
need be, holds true to her convictions, always willing to try something new and meet
meaningful like-minded people. Embracing my true self unapologetically.

Some of us possess a wildflower within but have become complacent, living in
fear of moving forward and creating new bouquets of themselves. The wild part of my
floral being is an atheist, a nonconformist, I don't jump on bandwagons and I'm not of
the general consensus about too much of anything. My spirituality, the way I walk and
talk, the color of my complexion, how I live, and love makes me a wildflower unique in
character. I'm an ole gal wildflower, but I've still got swag! I'm a little rough around the
edges, but that's to be expected as I'm in the throes of the aging process.

I still bloom in the most unexpected places. Everywhere and anywhere the
conditions are favorable. I'm a wildflower very comfortable with the many sizes,
shapes and colors I grow in abundance. There's no wilder— wildflower I would
rather be than me, myself, and 1.
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Wildflower Sherry Part 1
By Sherry Avila

Dear LEFT WRIST,

THANK YOU, My Dear LEFT WRIST for COMING BACK HOME to me after three (3)
months plus. I took you for granted. After all, I am Right-Handed. I did not know how much I
needed You my LEFT WRIST for our BODY TEAMWORK. I apologize for falling and
breaking you. However, perhaps that gave you a break from all your work with me. I had no idea
how important you are to me. I waaay underestimated your value. Please forgive me. Were you
in pain or discomfort during the surgery? How do you feel about having metal attached to you to
keep you strong? Does it help? I particularly missed your non-functioning when I had on a cast
which did not allow You, My Dear Left Wrist any movement whatsoever.

These were some of the Challenges I faced without You, My Dear LEFT WRIST:

Not able and less able to remove the top/lid/cap off my prescribed medication,
supplements, toothpaste tubes, jars of food, makeup, notions, etc. Fortunately, sometimes
my husband Frank helped me, but I also became creative using my teeth and other.

Not able to get my body out of the bath tub when my splint was removeable which was a
particularly frightening experience since Frank was out on an errand.

Not able to scrub or groom the upper right side of my body.

Not able to dry my hair with the blow dryer or curl it.

Not able to put on makeup, especially eye makeup. I didn't even ask Frank to help.

Less able to maintain my balance while going up and down stairs to our second floor and
the basement. I was worried that I might fall down the stairs, and I gripped the banister
tightly. Sometimes, I even stepped backwards on the stairs so that I could continue to hold
on to the banister which is only on one side.

Not able to hold on to anything heavy such as a basket of clothes, a bag of notions, or
anything else with my left wrist when I had on a Cast, Splint, or even afterwards.

Not able to tie my shoelaces. I wore my shoes with Velcro straps.

Not able to clip and groom my fingernails and toes.

Not able to lock on my safety belt in the car.

Not able to operate the radio, GPS, or other options in the car.

Not able to drive a car with a cast or a splint.

Not able to button, snap, or zipper pants or shirts.

Less able to keyboard on the computer or use and hold my smart phone.
Not able to peel a banana, carrot, apple, etc.

Not able to remove the wrapper off candy, protein bars, or other products.
Not able to wear long sleeved shirts with a cast and splint which I missed.

Less able to pull up long dress pants which need to be elasticized at the waist.
Less able to sweep with a broom using only my right wrist and hand.



Wildflower Sherry Part 2
By Sherry Avila

I did not want to be dependent upon anybody, and I tried so hard to accomplish those tasks
that [ normally would manage easily. Sometimes, though, I had to allow Frank to help me.

However, Dear Left Wrist, when the Splint was removed and gave you a little bit of freedom of
movement even though not complete freedom. You must have been excited to be able to move
slightly.

What did you think of my two wonderful Occupational Therapists and their Assistants who
helped us regain control of each other? Dear LEFT WRIST, how did you feel working with
all those colorful games and devices to bring you back to me?

Now that you are healed and in working order even though we have a three-inch scar
reminding us of all those challenges we faced, I now understand that you contribute
dramatically to my well-being with your immense capability, cooperation, and coordination
of my body mechanics. I also think there were many times when I really overworked and
twisted my poor Right Wrist and Hand.

Did my Cast, my Splint, my inability to work with You, and my Occupational Therapy to .
improve our working relationship make me a "WILDFLOWER"? I know it makes me different
not to look like everybody else and not to be able to do what everybody else does. Since I looked
and acted different, then I must be "WILDFLOWER SHERRY".

I feel a very Deep Appreciation for You, my Dear Left Wrist, for your Wonderful
Homecoming and all that you do for me. In your Honor, I created a Tapping Chant:
I love my LEFT WRIST.
I love my LEFT WRIST.
I have a flexible LEFT WRIST. I have
a flexible LEFT WRIST
I have a strong LEFT WRIST. I have a
strong LEFT WRIST.
Thank You LEFT WRIST! Thank You
LEFT WRIST!

[ really, really, really love my LEFT WRIST! I really, really,
love my LEFT Wrist!

HiHt

Never Stops
by Manuel Frank Avila

In 1979, my lovely, good-looking wife Sherry and I bought a house on North Odell



Avenue across from Brooks Park in a neighborhood called Edison Park in Chicago. We
lived in this house for 45 years. We raised three children—two sons and one daughter. My
two boys were involved in Boy Scouts and Indian Guides which provided many
opportunities for weekend campouts. Every summer in August for about 10 years, [ would
take my two sons on Boy Scout Camping Trips from 3 to 14 days. After my two sons were
out of Boy Scouts, I was disappointed that there were no more Camping Trips.

Then, when I was home one August without a campout, it started to rain and rain and rain.
The previous owner had a Stand Pipe screwed into a floor drain in the basement. In a
moment of ignorance, I removed the Stand Pipe. It never occurred to me that the reason the
Stand Pipe was being used was to prevent the Basement from being flooded. I had never
been in the house when it flooded, and my lovely, good-looking wife Sherry neglected to tell
me that the Basement Flooded!

When I went down into the basement; Pee, Poop, & Water but no wildflowers were
springing up from the basement sewer drain near our washing machine and dryer, streaming
out of cracks on the basement floor, the basement walls, and through the chimney and out of
the basement fireplace.

To top it off, we have an outside basement concrete stairs, and water was coming down the
stars and then under the basement door pouring into the basement. And, also water was
coming down from the gutters above the outside basement stairs. The Pee, Poop, & Water
rose to the second step of our inside basement stairs leading to the first floor.

It was impossible to stop the Pee, Poop, & Water but no wildflowers from coming into the
basement. I yelled to my lovely, good-looking wife Sherry to come down into the
basement to help salvage our personal items as much as possible. In shock, frustration,
anxiety, and exhaustion; we started to pick up what we could of our multitude of boxes
filled with personal items and lift them to a higher, dryer place which was hard to find.

Finally the rain stopped, and the Pee, Poop, and water but no wildflowers stopped coming
into our basement. The basement was a big moldy mess, and 'it took us about two weeks or
more to clean it. This taught us a lesson to use plastic containers from then on to protect our
belongings from being soaked and ruined by flood waters. We also assembled several
4-shelf high metal shelving units upon which to place our belongings to keep them above
the flooding on the floor.

In the meantime, I investigated how to prevent this from happening again, and I decided to
put in a Double Guard System—a backwater valve flood control system. The System is
mechanical and fully automatic. It is activated only when sewage from the City of Chicago's
sewer mains begin to flow back toward our house. The valves close and seal tight keeping
our house dry.

"NO MORE PEE, POOP, & WATER!!" just "WILDFLOWERS"
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Somewhere You Feel Free
By Kelly Tansor



We met at a Tom Petty tribute concert. Petty’s captivating music and poignant lyrics
captured our hearts. He saw me dancing along to “You Wreck Me,” and he joined me in dancing.
That was the beginning of our relationship. In fact, he played the Wildflowers album in the car
on the way to our first date.

You belong among the wildflowers
You belong in a boat out at sea

Sail away, kill off the hours

You belong somewhere you feel free

I was taking a guitar class at the time. I purposely learned “You Wreck Me” some time
after we started dating. When I finished learning the song, I came to his apartment to show him
right away. I did my best to sing and strum at the same time, playing slower than Tom Petty did.
After I was done playing, he nodded and smirked before taking my guitar. “See,” he said, “you
want to play it like this.” He played a bit faster, but made a few mistakes. They were masked,
however, by his pitchy singing. After he finished, he said, “Wow, I’ve never even taken lessons,
and I play better than you!”

Run away, find you a lover

Go away somewhere all bright and new
I have seen no other

Who compares with you

He visited my home one day and noticed the wallpaper on my computer was an image of
Niagara Falls that I pulled from Google. I explained to him that I had been saving my money for
a dream vacation to the Falls. I wanted to travel there, see both the American and Canadian side,
and even ride on one of the boats to see the Falls from the water. “Why would you want to do
that?” he asked. “Be on a crowded boat, get freezing cold and wet, just to see a waterfall? Come
on, let’s plan a trip to Florida. You’ll love Universal Studios!”

“I’m from Florida,” I reminded him. “And I’ve been to Universal dozens of times. I want
to visit somewhere new.”

He was already opening a new window on my computer to look at flights. “Sure, but it’s
nice to go somewhere you know you’ll have fun,” he said. “What, do you not think Universal is
fun?”

“Well...sure...but—"
“How does April sound?”

You belong among the wildflowers

You belong in a boat out at sea

You belong with your love on your arm
You belong somewhere you feel free



My stomach churned. My head felt heavy as I leaned my face into the toilet. The bite of
sausage I had just eaten decided to come up, along with everything else I had eaten that day.

“Are you serious?” he shouted from the doorway. “I go to all this trouble to make a nice
meal for you, and you’re already rejecting it”?”

I gagged and tried to clear my throat. “You told me it was turkey sausage,” I groaned.

“I only said that so you would eat it,” he said. “It’s just regular Italian sausage. I knew
that if [ told you that, you would instantly refuse to eat it.”

“I’m allergic to pork!” I exclaimed, turning to face him. I wiped my face with some toilet
paper and flushed the toilet.

“You’re not allergic to pork,” he argued, “you just don’t like it.”

Standing now, I threw my hands toward the toilet. “No, I’'m clearly allergic.”

“Oh, please,” he said. “You’re just thinking that so you can make yourself throw up.”
I huffed as I took a stick of gum out of my pocket. There was no convincing him.

With his arms folded, he rolled his eyes and shook his head. “You know, I don’t think this
is working. You never think of my needs or what’s important to me. You only think about
yourself, and you don’t even appreciate all that I do for you.”

“Are you ki—"”
“Leave your food here. I’ll finish it for you. At least I can stomach pork.”

Run away, go find a lover

Run away, let your heart be your guide
You deserve the deepest of cover

You belong in that home by and by

Three years later, I’'m finally on that boat. My husband puts his arm around me as we
both look up at the magnificent Niagara Falls. The roof shelter of the boat isn’t enough to keep
the water from splashing us, but I don’t mind. I take pictures of the waterfall from every angle |
possibly can.

“Are you enjoying your babymoon?” my husband asks me, referencing our final trip
together before our baby arrives in a few months.

I smile ear to ear, still staring at the waterfall. “It’s better than I imagined.”

He kisses me on the cheek. “Hey, I just found out that Tom Petty tribute band you like is
coming back this summer.” I lean over his shoulder and he shows me his phone. The band has
just announced their summer tour dates, which includes our city. “One month after your due date.
If you’re up for it, do you want to catch the show?”



I consider this. The last time I saw them was when I met my ex. It took me some time to
enjoy Tom Petty’s music again after that. Seeing this concert announcement, though, didn’t bring
me back to that relationship. Instead, I just imagine dancing to “You Wreck Me” again—only
this time with my husband.

I nod. “I"d love to go.”

You belong among the wildflowers

You belong somewhere close to me
Far away from your trouble and worry
You belong somewhere you feel free
You belong somewhere you feel free

HitH

Wildflower
By Carol Karvon

Some people thought Samantha was a tomboy. She didn’t care what they thought or said. She
came by the title honestly and secretly loved it.

Samantha idolized her two older brothers and tried to follow them wherever they went even
though they often tried to shoo her away.

They would say “stop following us” or “go away you baby” or the worst insult they could think
of. They called her Sammy and said she ran “like a girl.” She hated that one the most. Just
because she was a girl didn’t mean she couldn’t run as fast as any boy or climb a tree if she felt
like it. All she wanted to do was be like her brothers Jimmy and Mark. She didn’t understand
why being born a girl should make any difference in what she could do and wanted to do.

Samantha’s mother would just shake her head and smile. She knew her daughter would change
as she grew up, especially when the boys started paying attention to her and she to them. It was
only a matter of time before she grew into herself.

Samantha’s father was proud of all three of his children but Samantha held a special place in his
heart. He called her his “wildflower” because she seemed fragile but was one of the strongest
people he ever knew.

She asked him once why he called her “Wildflower.”

He thought about it a while because he wanted to give her an honest answer and something to

think about. He wanted her to know he considered it a compliment and wanted Samantha to
realize how much he cared for her and admired her spirit.
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To her dad being a wildflower meant having a natural adaptability. It meant she could adjust to
her circumstances and cope with whatever came along in life. She would be a

survivor. Wildflowers seemed fragile but had the strength to bloom and flourish under harsh
conditions. They had persistence. Their very being was assaulted at times by people
haphazardly plucking them from their surroundings or even animals trying to eat them. They
faced all kinds of danger and survived. In his eyes wildflowers were beautiful and so was
Samantha.
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