
The truth is…we gather on the Third Monday of each month 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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Word: Trauma

Transformation
By Vicki Elberfeld

Imagine growing and developing 17 long years underground only to have a very few
weeks above the surface to find a mate with death succeeding that mating in very short order.
And if you don’t learn to walk and fly very, very quickly, some bird will eat you or some jogger
will grind you into the dust before you have the least little chance to experience your brave new
world. And I think I have problems!

But my problems - taxes, a garden to maintain, quarrels with my friends, a messy house
to clean - are as nothing next to those of the brightly colored cicadas sharing space with me for
summer’s beginning.

And my neighbor, who has done a wonderful job voluntarily maintaining the outside of
my house including lawn, trees and flowers, is working at cross purposes with me. He uses a leaf
blower to clean my sidewalk and driveway and trees to rid them of this insect invasion, while
I’ve been patrolling the sidewalks trying to rescue the slightly disabled ones, those whose wings
are either malformed or never properly opened, and carrying them over and placing them on my
trees and bushes and plants so they have the chance of at least a few days of life, safe from cars
and joggers and even gardeners apparently.

How dare he begrudge them their teeny tiny shot at existence and reproduction? As I sit
on my front porch writing this, I am trying to give my flightless cicada (we just met on my
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evening walk) a lesson in self-sufficiency. He has been climbing me ever since we’ve met and
when he reaches one of my many ends, such as my fingertips or the top of my head, he reverses
himself and climbs back down. However, he often doesn’t hold on sufficiently well, and drops
from me to the ground, lying on his back and waving all six legs furiously, at which point I pick
him up, and he resumes climbing me.

But I looked at the back end of this cicada, only to discover evidence of something very
traumatic visited on him. His body has been hollowed out, his back half the length it should be,
and there are traces of white chalk-liked spores clinging to the walls of his eroded belly. He was
evidently attacked by a fungus, Massospora Cicadina, which tore out his genitals and turned him
into a kind of zombie sex fiend, maniacally going after sex (thereby touching and spreading the
spores of this fungus), yet totally unable to perform.

Cicadas have no physical defenses whatsoever apart from their massive numbers assuring
some will survive predators. They can’t bite or sting, and they have no camouflage…the ones
we’re seeing are black and orange and red so they don’t blend into their surroundings. I’m told
there are 3,000 species of cicadas but only seven are periodical, and they are all in the USA and
all appearing in Illinois in 2024; in total there are four species in the thirteen year cycle and three
in the seventeen year cycle. It’s been speculated that cicadas spend so long in development due
to their diet of nutrient poor xylem or sap which consists only of water, amino acids, and
minerals. A species survival strategy is also embedded in their 13 & 17 (prime numbers) year
cycles. These odd numbers serve to elude predators…if cycles were an even number, predators
with two or possibly even four year cycles could anticipate the rich food source coming from
periodic cicada arrivals.

Yet despite their difficult lives, cicadas are very positive symbols in many cultures. After
all, the periodical ones spend over a decade underground and then emerge, shed their
exoskeletons, and fly and sing in the sun. They represent resurrection, personal change, rebirth,
ecstasy and transformation.

One gentleman described his heartbreak after seeing a cicada emerging from his
exoskeleton and clinging to it for the longest time, seemingly unable to leave it. The man
concluded that of course the insect felt an attachment to his exoskeleton, given that it had been
with him so long. I somewhat know how it felt. I’ve been residing at 619 Parkwood for over half
a century, and like the cicada, I don’t believe I could leave it without a lingering goodbye.

And soon I’ll have to say goodbye to all of our colorful insects. Especially since our long
pandemic, I enjoy having visitors regardless of species. My social life has never quite returned to
its pre lockdown levels, and I’ve loved how the cicadas immediately trusted me, clinging to my
skin or my t-shirts as I’d take them on a simple walk to our local park or even just around the
block. I like to feel I’ve saved a few, carrying them from the dangerous sidewalks and driveways
to the relative safety of trees, and I’d like to be able to promise them I’ll stick around to look out
for their offspring. But seventeen years is a long, long time, and staying for the duration isn’t
entirely under my control. I’d really like to though. I’d love to stick around to enjoy the same
things the cicadas have: the sun and trees and interactions with any species which come my way.
I’d like to look forward to yet another emergence of these brave and beautiful creatures.
Meanwhile I want to thank them for sharing a part of their all too brief lives with me; I wish
them well. ###
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Trauma
By Edward Schefler

These wheelchair rides down long corridors.

Spending my youth in hospitals with impairments and near paralysis. Down to 73 lbs. with so
many metal clamps down my body that my folks called me a human zipper.

While a multitude -- of well-meaning Chaplains possessed with prayer and commonplace
platitudes that I doubted their sincerity.

Times of such when words of well wishes were ineffectual.

Recalling in likewise fashion, as when my father was dead on arrival at
St. Joseph Hospital.

The priest said,
“What are you crying about – he had the Last Rites.”

While it was a nurse in the Emergency Room
Who was on her knees holding my Mother’s hand.

A young, sensitive and caring NURSE,
Revealing a tender heart of compassion.

Such a time as this… is the unspoken
Stillness implicit in dry,

TEARS.
Encased into memories I shall

never forget

###

Trauma
By Pauline Bastek

How appropriate! We could not have selected a better word as our July selection had we tried.
We are traumatized as a nation after two days of viewing in living color a former president and
current candidate of the Republican Party get shot while campaigning. A 20-year-old boy,
standing on a rooftop two hundred some yards away fired a rifle leaving behind a candidate with
blood trailing from his ear down his face and a dead spectator with two spectators hospitalized in
critical condition.

Seeing this played on every channel while looking for a current weather forecast caused me to
accept the fact that I too was traumatized.
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The question being asked by the pundits was primarily the lapse in security by the Secret Service
in not securing the area. The question I kept asking myself as a mother of four sons, a
grandmother of two grandsons and a great grandmother of two great grandsons was why did a
young man deliberately open fire on a man almost eighty years old.

I asked myself that same question two years ago when another young man in Highland Park,
Illinois opened fire on spectators at a Fourth of July outdoor parade. He still has not come to
trial, but his victims are buried or living a truly traumatized existence.

The Pennsylvania shooter was killed by the Secret Service so we can only surmise that he meant
to kill the candidate who was campaigning and the other victims were collateral damage. The
Highland Park shooter opened fire indiscriminately and his mental state is now being questioned
as he vacillates between firing attorneys and attempting to represent himself.

Both events took place where American flags were proudly flying, celebrating our democracy,
the way of life that says that citizens are capable of determining their political system. Did these
shooters feel the system was not working for them, did they choose to go outside the system as
they saw so many shootings growing up and were traumatized by them. If so, what awaits us as a
nation where violence has become an accepted fact of life?

###

Over and Over Again
By Kelly Tansor

Legend has it the spirit of an old teacher lives in the library. She never shows herself
during school hours, though; only students who sneak in after dark or on weekends ever see
her. They say her eyes are sunken into her head, and it looks like she’s gasping for air as she
mouths the word, ‘No’ over and over again.

Is it really her? Have people just convinced themselves they see her only because they’ve
heard the rumors so many times? Today, I find out for myself.

Mr. Newsome watches over us in the cafeteria during Saturday detention. He’s the best
teacher to have for detention because he can never stay focused. As luck would have it, a janitor
has come asking for his help with an electrical breaker. Mr. Newsome asks all of us to stay in our
seats until he comes back.

Yeah, right!

Everyone else ventures down various hallways, but I make a beeline to the library. I
briskly saunter up the stairs and sneak around corners, checking for school staff everywhere I go.
Eventually, I make it to the library. I look through the door window and ensure no one’s inside. I
turn the knob and, to my surprise, it’s unlocked. Taking one last look behind me, I slowly open
the door and invite myself inside.
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The lights are off, but the October morning sunlight shines through the windows. I glance
around, as if I expect this ghost to just...show herself. I rush over to the back of the library where
all the encyclopedias are. Despite there being no windows back here, the shift to darkness takes
me by surprise. I squint my eyes and jerk my head around. Where is that ghost?

“Cathleen doesn’t want to be seen right now.” A voice suddenly spooks me.

I jump and look to my right. Violet, a girl in my Science class, is standing in the corner.

“That’s why you’re here, right?” she asks. “To see the ghost that everyone’s been talking
about?”

“Well...yeah,” I admit sheepishly. “Wait, what are you doing here anyway?”

Violet takes a breath and straightens herself. “I knew you’d be back here. I heard you and
your buddies talking at lunch yesterday about how you planned to sneak back here when Mr.
Newsome wasn’t looking. Sure enough, here you are.”

Violet has always been strange, but this takes the cake. Hanging out at the library on a
Saturday because she heard someone wanted to see a ghost? Wouldn’t she rather hang out at her
dad’s funeral home or something?

I roll my eyes. “So, what, are you gonna rat me out or something?”

“No,” she says matter-of-factly. “I’m just here to make sure you’re not...bothering her.”

I guffaw. “And how would I be bothering her?” I ask in a mocking tone.

Violet’s eyes suddenly grow wide, like a shiver just went down her spine. “Look, Tyler,
there’s something you should know about—”

Just then, a shadow emerges to my left. Violet and I both turn our heads to find Cathleen,
the dead teacher I had only heard stories about. She floats slowly toward me, as if she were
carrying a pile of bricks on her shoulders. Tall but thin to the point of looking frail, she is dressed
in a blue pants-suit and has her brown, curly hair pulled tightly back. Her eyes droop down and
make her appear as though she hasn’t slept in weeks. So much for resting peacefully…

I look at her big, solemn eyes. She looks back in my direction, but it’s clear her vision is
focused on something else. Something I can’t see.

Out of nowhere, her mouth drops and her eyes practically bug out of her head. Something
has scared her. I look behind me, but nothing’s there. I face her again, and her mouth is moving
rapidly. Her eyes look desperate as she kneels to the floor. She holds her hands up over her face,
cowering away from whatever she’s looking at. I still can’t see anything, but she’s clearly
frightened.

In a flash, she vanishes.

I scan the room furiously, but she’s gone. The only other person here is Violet. “What the
hell was that?” I demand.
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Violet grumbles and covers her eyes. “I was hoping I could warn you sooner. Cathleen is
one of those ghosts who re-live their death over and over again. Any time someone tries to find
her, it happens to her all over again. It’s her way of showing people how she died.

“The former principal of this school was taking advantage of her. She tried telling
everyone she could—friends, family, staff—but no one listened. Then one day, he...went too far.
Now if anyone dares to visit her, she shows them all exactly what happened.”

I feel a chill in the air and fold my arms. “How do you know all this?”

“She was my aunt,” Violet explains solemnly.

I lower my head. “I’m sorry. I really didn’t mean to bother her. I just—”

“I get it. You wanted to see a ghost. And that’s fine, really, but I wanted to give you a fair
warning for what you were about to see.”

I look around the room, double-checking to make sure Cathleen is gone before I ask
Violet one last question. “So if she’s been re-living this thing for years, why does it still bother
her?” I drop my voice to a whisper. “I mean, I saw her face, she was terrified.”

Violet pauses a moment. “Think of it this way. You’ve stubbed your toe, like, thousands
of times, right?” I nod. “I guarantee it’s going to hurt the next time you do it, too.”

I have to admit, I hadn’t seen it that way before. “So...what now?” I ask, putting my
hands in my pockets. “Does she want me to do anything?”

Violet purses her lips and pauses before answering. “You let her tell her story. I think
that’s all you can do.”

###

“Home Alone”
By Sherry Avila

I am about 12 years old and the oldest of three siblings. My sister Joan is about 11 years old, and
my brother Gary is about 10 years old. We are Home Alone. Our Mother works a full-time job as
an administrative assistant at Caterpillar Tractor Company in Peoria. We sit in our living room
impatiently waiting and waiting for our Mother and Stepfather to come home.

It is raining and raining outside our two-story duplex home on Hanssler Place in Peoria. We hear
very loud thunder and see a mass of lightning bolts outside our front windows. Suddenly, we
three freeze as we see a lightning bolt penetrate, zig zag through our front window, move and
bounce onto a large mirror, bounce back off the mirror, and then penetrate back outside through
our front living room window. This lightning bolt must have hit something outside our home
before it came through the window, because lightning doesn't usually move sideways.
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We stand absolutely traumatized! What just happened? What should we do? What can lightning
do? Lightning can heat the air it passes through to 50,000 degrees Fahrenheit (5 times hotter than
the surface of the sun). That sounds very, very, very hot and dangerous. Did we smell a sweet,
pungent aroma or ozone? Maybe. Lightning moves about 30,000 times faster than a bullet. That
sounds very, very, very fast and dangerous. How do we know all this? Our Mother took us to the
Peoria Public Library when we were young.

Should we stay inside our house or go somewhere else? We stay inside. Thankfully our
family does not own a television Set, because the lightning could have been attracted to it
causing damage to the TV set and us three.

Then, we think about the Radio announcer who said, "If you have any breaking news, call such
and such phone number." Our eyes light up, and we say, "Let's call the Radio Station." Even
though our Mother and Stepfather are not home yet, we decide to call the Radio station with our
LAN Line.

"Hello! A lightning bolt penetrated, zig zagged through our front window, moved and bounced
onto a large mirror, bounced back off the mirror, and then penetrated back outside through our
front living room window. "

When we call, we wonder if this news will be important enough to be on the Radio Station
News. However, much to our happiness, our trauma is now replaced with joy at hearing the
radio announcement about our traumatic experience. We do not tell them that we are Home
Alone, though.

###

Back to the Dark Age: Part 6
By Mark Moe

 

As Apocalypse stepped inside, his eyes focused on the defilers of his ancient pyramid. His eyes
flashed a darker shade of crimson with recognition that once again those wretched mutants from
Xavier were here, no doubt trying to stop him. “I see now that I have to end you mutants here
and the rest of Xavier’s children once I get back to the present.” 

“Nein, you are the one who will meet his end! To me, my X-men,” replied Nightcrawler. 

Apocalypse found himself dealing with mutants on all four sides. The energy blasts of Cyclops
and Sunfire forcing him to block in the front with his right arm; that annoying Nightcrawler
teleporting and slicing him all over the place. The continuous exploding cards from Gambit
trying to blind him and the one called Bishop preventing him from moving forward or backward
with a paralysis gun. When Rogue could get a chance to land a punch, a direct shot to the back of
his head. He finally managed to give himself some breathing room by releasing a shockwave
blast to scatter his enemies. 
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 “Enough! I will not let you mutants delay me any further. I only need to unite the trident with
the three stones and I will claim Neptune’s power. Then all your pitiful attempts to stop me will
be for naught!” 

Forge responded, “I guess it is a good thing we found your hiding place of the trident.” He held
out a miniature capsule from his belt that had the image of a trident on the front. 

Apocalypse responded, “Do you think me a fool? Just because you have a picture of a trident on
a mini capsule does not mean you have the trident.” 

“I have the capability to shrink large items into small capsules. This is what I did to your
precious trident,” commented Forge. 

 He replied, you may have the trident, but I shall remove it from your dead body very shortly.
You have caused me a great deal of “trauma,” but it ends here. I can still use the stones
independent of Neptune’s trident.” 

As he said this, he pulled the Gem of Cyttorak out of the pouch in his belt and jammed it into a
receptacle on the wrist with the teleportation controls. A visible surge of red energy raced up his
arm and continued throughout his entire body. 

“Is he trying to kill himself and take us with him?” Cyclops asked Gambit. 

Gambit shook his head and said, “As I told Roberto, we are playing a dangerous game with a
dangerous foe, mon ami. I am sure he is even more pissed at you for those giant holes, you
carved into his pyramid.” 

Then there was a giant, blinding flash of dark crimson energy and all the mutants except for
Cyclops were temporarily blinded. When they recovered, Apocalypse was changed. His blue
armor with purple accents was now crimson red with black accents. Before he had look quite
frail with very little muscle tone, but now he once again looked like he just won a Mr. Atlas
contest against Arnold Schwarzenegger. 

“My power is restored, you fools. Now you will face the full wrath of Apocalypse, you pathetic
mutants.” 

He activated a glowing red energy barrier to absorb the energy blasts from: Cyclops, Gambit and
Sunspot. He could now shoot his own energy blasts from his palms to keep the other mutants
from getting close. The tide had turned where the X-men had him struggling to survive, now to
him pressing the offensive on them. Rogue tried several times to punch her way through his
energy barrier and each time was rewarded with a blast to her chest or face. 

 Nightcrawler teleported her out of his follow up blast and said, “Meine Fraulein, this attack will
not work. You must drain his energy if we are to have a chance against him. I can get you
through his shield, but you will only have a couple of moments before he blasts us flat on our
backs.” 

“I will take what I can get, Sugah. Let me drain that loudmouth!” 
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Kurt placed his right hand on her shoulder and took her with him into the alternate dimension. As
they reappeared behind him inside his shield, Rogue took her ungloved left hand along with her
gloved right hand and wrapped both of her arms around the skin of his neck. The effect was
immediate. The crimson energy started flowing into Rogue. Apocalypse screamed out loud in
surprise and started trying to dislodge Rogue’s death grip on his neck. 

While he was distracted, Kurt teleported close enough to slice open the pouch containing the
other two gems. He grabbed one in each hand and teleported away to Sunspot and Cyclops. He
yelled,” Now mein Freunds! Destroy the gems!” As he threw each in the air, the two X-men
focused their destructive energy blasts directly through them both causing two different
explosions, one teal and the other cobalt. 

Forge returned the trident back to normal and blasted into tiny pieces with his pulse rifle.
Apocalypse looked like a wild animal attacking the mutants with reckless abandon, but suddenly
regained his composure and said, “I know you destroyed my time chamber thinking to leave me
stranded in the past. You may have won by stopping me from getting Neptune’s power, but there
are others I can acquire.” 

He reached over and hit a wrist control and time traveled back to the present. 

Rogue picked herself up off the ground and dusted off her uniform and replied, “I swear just
when we think we have cornered the big pain in the ass, he slips away faster than a fox stealing
chickens out of a chicken coop.” 

“It is alright, mein freunds! We will continue to be a thorn in his side. Let us go back home to
celebrate.

###

 
Lost in the Woods
By N. Stewart

“Mom, I’m going outside.”

“Okay, Emmy, be in for dinner.”

“Bye,” walking out the door, she let it slam.

Emily was in the garden in the back yard when she spied a swallowtail butterfly, flitting from
one flower to the next. She was fascinated and watched, following the movement of the large
yellow and black wings as they fluttered. As it moved along, so did she. Soon, so engrossed in
the movement that without knowing it she had left her yard, wandering afar. The butterfly flew
here and there, landing on the pretty wildflowers in the grassy area at the beginning of the
woods. Emily picked daisies, Brown-eyed Susans and purple phlox, saying Mom will like these.
The butterfly caught her attention again as it flew into the tree line, and pausing, it seemed
waiting for Emily to catch up. Emily glanced backward and saw that she was already far from
home, but she would be home in time for dinner and it was still light out. She moved into the
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shadow of the woods. She saw the butterfly once more as it landed on a branch and then
disappeared deeper in to the woods.

Back at home, “Where has that girl gone,” said her Mom and began calling her daughter’s name.
“Emmy…Emmy…Emily.” There was no answer from the backyard. She turned on the porch
light. Inside, she called a few of Emmy‘s friends and asked if they had seen her daughter. No one
had.

The farther Emily entered into the woods; she noticed it was getting darker as she looked for that
beautiful butterfly. The wind carried the message and she thought it was her mother calling her to
come home. This is far enough, she thought, I need to get home. She turned around and then
turned around again; not knowing what direction was home. It all seemed to look the same - only
trees, bushes, and tall weeds in every direction. There weren’t any foot prints where she had
trampled the ground from walking. It was all the same.

The shadows grew longer and the sounds of the pending night became louder. Emily didn’t know
what to do. She sat down on a fallen log and started to cry. The shadows began to creep her way.
She was alone and she feared the monsters that were to come. “Oh, why did I leave my yard?”
“Mommy!” she cried out. “I’m lost and I don’t know how to get home.”

In the meantime, her mom had notified the police of her daughter’s disappearance. Neighbors
gathered with flashlights, and Morrie, the bloodhound, was given a piece of Emmy’s clothing to
sniff. Off they went with Morrie in the lead. He led them to the edge of the woods where the
members of the rescue party entered side by side, covering as much ground as possible. There
was no moon so the night would be very dark. The search went on.

Emily started walking in the direction she thought was home. A large wall from an old barn
stood in her way. She stopped. “I know I didn’t come this way,” she said out loud, and walked
away in yet another direction. And, another one after that. After still more blinding twisting and
turning to get out of the woods, she spied the same fallen log back where she had started. She
sighed and abruptly sat down on the fallen log. She was thirsty. She was hungry. She was afraid.
She put her head in her hands and balled. The night got even darker and the monsters started
coming out from the shadows of the trees. Emmy wrapped her arms around her pulled up knees
and rocked, crying out “Mommy, I’m scared.” She held the picked wildflowers tightly in her
hand.

Meanwhile, the rescue party continued their progression through the woods. Morrie was still
going strong when he suddenly stopped, raised his muzzle and bayed. As he continued, the
rescuers began shouting out “Emmy…Emily” and picked up their pace.

Emily’s head raised and she thought she heard a dog barking, and then her name being called.
“I’m here, I’m over here,” she yelled. She heard the bushes at a distance rustle and hoped that it
was not an animal coming to get her. “Mommy, Is that you?” she cried “I’m so scared.” The
sounds grew louder and were coming toward her faster now. She heard the dog again and heard
people shouting. She yelled back as loud as she could.

The branches of the bushes where she sat separated. Emmy screamed at the approaching
monsters, but then saw her mother and ran into her arms. “I picked these for you,” Emily said,
handing over the wilted, bedraggled wildflowers. Her Mother hugged her tightly and quickly
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checked her over. “Mommy, I got lost in the woods. I didn’t mean to leave the yard. I will never
do that again. I’m so sorry. I was so scared.” Morrie jumped up on Emily and slobbered kisses all
over her. She reached down and hugged the dog, thanking him for finding her.

Her mother held Emmy’s hand tightly as they began the walk back through the woods. When
near home, the mother praised and thanked the rescuers for their assistance. Emily shyly peeked
around from behind her mother and thanked everyone, too. Everyone was smiling, saying it was
all good.

As they walked home together, Emmy said, “I’m hungry, Mommy.” Her mother stopped and
gave her a big hug, thankful for the good ending of this traumatic event. They would talk about
the experience and perhaps a punishment tomorrow, but right about now a peanut and jelly
sandwich and a cold glass of milk sounded good to both.

###

Trauma
By Anna Young

Oh my, my, my dear reader, the word for today is Trauma. T-R-A-U-M-A! A word
consisting of only six letters of the alphabet but carrying a load of consequences, personal
stories, life experiences heartbreak and hardship. A bunch of life’s complexities we’ve endured
one way or the other. I’ll begin by addressing the very first letter of the impactful little word:

T - tiresome, tragic, torn

R - reasoning, rough, relived

A - awful, argumentative, arduous

U - unsuspecting, ugly, unreal

M - mean, maddening, malicious

A - Read all of the above

Does drama cause trauma? Or vice versa? Drama is the acting of, trauma is the
experience of. Are the two intermingled, interchangeable, intertwined my opinion you can’t have
one without the other. They’re partners in crime. The brain is the body’s house of memories,
responses, movements, emotions, and thoughts. It has the uncanny ability to retain and store a
multitude of human conditions, caused by inner and outer stimuli. Voluntary or involuntary. The
mighty brain never forgets it unless something traumatic prevents it from doing so. Sometimes
when I’m busy, walking along, or even driving, a sudden spark of a thought I’d long forgotten, or
thought I had, visualizes unprompted across my brain like ticker tape! Flashing in bold, bright,
neon words something so traumatic that forever lingers in my psyche. I’ve tried so hard for years
to push those traumatic events into the deepest, darkest recesses of my mind. But alas dear reader
they will forever wreak havoc with my senses! What does one do when this happens out of the
blue? Not a damn thing for the moment! Depending on how traumatic the event is or was,
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they’re too many for us to contend with dear reader. How do we find ways to reconcile with
them? Some will never be forgotten. Life doesn’t work that way. The brain doesn’t work that
way. We don’t work that way. Help is on the way dear reader.

Meditation, Yoga, Psychotherapy. Group sessions. Exercise. Medication. Human
interaction. Not too much of the dear reader. Most of my personal trauma has been caused by
human reaction! I don’t know about you dear reader but I’ve tried a number of those methods.
They’re not quick fixes for what ails us but ain’t nothing wrong with giving them a try.

Unfortunately there are those who have serious medical maladies of their gray matter that
can lead to serious traumatic happenings such as: Traumatic brain injuries. Dementia.
Alzheimer’s. Parkinsons. Seizure disorders. Which I’ve had for decades. Mental health issues
such as OCD (Obsessive Compulsive Disorder), PTSD (Post Traumatic Stress Disorder),
formerly known as shell shocked, associated with veterans who have been in combat. PTSD can
be caused by a traumatic event in anyone’s life. Bipolar disorder formerly known as manic
depression. Uncontrolled anger. Schizophrenia, Psycho/social disorders. Domestic violence,
Sexual molestation. Occasionally victims of these and mental health issues have moments of
clarity and lucidity. Then there’s my daily constant companions of the majority of my life: Stress
and depression.

Oh my, my, my dear reader I have come to the end of my synopsis on this little word with
such a vast array of mind-blowing experiences of life. But before I go I’ll never forget, never get
over that’s forever embedded in my mind. The going home of my only parent, buddy, life
partner, sounding board, shoulder to cry on, my anchor, forever friend and sistah girl, the best
teacher I’ll ever have, my lifetime care giver, my queen mother Viola,. I love and miss you
indescribably so mama always until the end of my days. T-R-A-U-M-A! Such is life dear Reader.
Such is life.

###

The Blonde Bomber
By Diana Bernacki

During the formative years of our childhood, television entertainment offered very little, but what
it did offer generated great excitement for myself and my younger sister, specifically Friday
night. We eagerly anticipated this major event but to reserve this time slot on only one TV in a
crowded household was often met with great challenges coming from a domineering and TV
controlling older brother, or a father who watched only nightmare producing war programs, and a
mother who generally preferred romance dramas unrelatable to us. As providence would have it,
brother often went out with friends, father tended to arrive late from work and mother was
usually distracted with household duties.

The TV was ours. We sat in paralyzed attention to enjoy a gladiator style sport known as the
Women's Roller Derby. Our favorite participant and unanimous hero was the Blonde Bomber, an
Amazonian skater with locks like Rapunzel. For skinny children as ourselves we were in awe.
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The Roller Derby was a banked oval skating rink comprised of competing teams. The rules were
unclear, but it seemed whatever team had the greatest number of able-bodied skaters left to finish
this contrived race won. Lots of contact and speed. One of the team's biggest asset was The
Blonde Bomber. She had the remarkable talent of soaring her opponents over the rails with the
force of an elbow as she whizzed past. We never actually saw how this happened, perhaps the
camera angles or the purposeful focus of the doomed opponent's contorted face. The Bomber
often positioned herself at the end of the whip which is hands held among the team and then
whipping the end to take out at least 4 rivals in one fell swoop. She was the weapon, hence the
name. Her consistency pushed her team up to the regional finals.

We were so impressionable and influenced by our hero that we wanted to emulate her skills and
dominance. My sister and I discovered that we can simply produce a roller rink simulation by
spraying a can of Lemon Pledge furniture polish unto the wooden floor. This created an
extremely slippery surface as our socks would act as skates. After we emptied the entire can it
was time to compete. We developed our skating technique and took turns imitating the Blonde
Bomber elbowing each other on every pass feigning injury as pretend adversaries.

Mother was alarmed by the noxious citrus scent fumes coming from under the door. Unaware of
our antics, and unwarned, she stepped inside our roller derby and immediately took a tumble. We
chuckled until that look appeared on Mother's face. Another attempt to stand caused another
tumble, we successfully outskated her until her threats were finally taken seriously. Our derby
was shut down.

The following week and as luck would have it, we were able to watch the Women's Roller Derby
finals. Upon the teams' announcements, the Blonde Bomber was met with a rousing standing
ovation and we cheered in solidarity. My sister and I would be witness to derby history if they
won, or rather when they won, and we prepared to celebrate.

The Roller Derby finals started predictably with the Blonde Bomber doing her thing, side elbows
knocking out opponents, the whip tactic until the unthinkable happened. In a slow-motion style
action, during one of the high-speed passes, a little unknown skater with perfect timing stuck out
her foot catching the passing skate of the Blonde Bomber catapulting her into the air plank style-
with outstretched arms and legs, landing hard and flat on the roller rink floor. She didn't move at
first or at all after 5 long minutes. Our mouths were agape in disbelief. The Blonde Bomber was
unconquerable how did this happen? The officials stopped the derby until she was removed by
stretcher, then the referees restarted the race but with the Bomber gone, a team win was very
unlikely. The trauma of this unbelievable incident, the loss of our hero, the roller derby's own
warrior, distressed us for the entire evening and well into the following week. There was no
celebration.

We mourned our hero. My sister and I did our best to console each other with encouragement
that one day the Blonde Bomber will return, but alas she never made another appearance. We
never played roller derby again and stopped watching it altogether. The grief was more than we
could handle.
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In retrospect, to us the trauma was heartfelt yet fleeting. We were devoted and unable to transfer
our loyalties elsewhere that quickly. Soon we outgrew the pain but were very careful to select
another hero. That's how it was back then.

###
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