The truth is...we gather on the Third Monday of each month except for January and February
where we meet on 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, €ssays,
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: Joy

Joy
By Carol Karvon

Joy is in the air
People seem kinder at times
It’s almost Christmas.
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Fluff of Joy
By Pauline Bastek

Ten years ago, Joy came into our lives with the arrival of a bundle of black fluff, A
Belgian Sheperd Malinois. He came by plane, all alone, send by the breeder, and was picked up
from OHare by my youngest son and his wife to be a companion to the Belgian Sheperd
Tervuren that they already had.

In addition, they had several cats, not to mention the spider, Ginger. Their only child,
Veronica, was just eight, and overheard my less than joyous comment on being presented to the
new addition to the family. I had been babysitting Veronica from the time she was just a few
months old and having to deal with another pet was not high on my list. I was making my
opinion clear in no uncertain terms, when Veronica popped out from the bathroom and in her
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clear child’s voice said, “Oh, Nana, He’s just a fluff of Joy.” Where those words came from, we
will never know, but truer words were never spoken. Our conversation regarding the
appropriateness of another pet came to a half, as [ looked down on this fluff of joy who wobbled
up and gave me a bark to confirm his status as a member of the family.

He had already been given the name Hawk after a character in a detective series, but to
me he was always, Fluffo, our fluff of joy. Whenever I visited, he would herd me with his 75 Ib.
bulk to stay in place. I have never felt more loved or secure than when I was sitting with Fluff’s
weight against my legs.

I never anticipated that at my age, I would be saying goodbye to Fluffo. For over a year,
he was treated for Lupus, and auto immune disease and when it was apparent that he could no t
go on, I sadly said my farewell to Fluffo, telling him we would soon be together in that great
kennel in the sky. The following day, Thanksgiving 2024, I gave thanks for the ten years of joy

that eight-year-old Veronica’s fluff of joy, brought us all on Thanksgiving 2015.
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Joy
By Anna Young

When awakening in the morning I feel the joy of being alive for another day. No matter what
kind of night I'd had or wanted to have. I open my eyes each morning still breathing, grateful and
thankful for a new joyful day of wonderment.

I slowly swing my stiff, sore, achy legs over the side of the bed, plant my equally stiff, sore, achy
feet on the floor. I close my eyes as I take a deep refreshing breath of joyful life. Say a little
prayer. Stand. Put one foot before the other and begin to walk my walk ,ushering in what I hope

to be a day of bliss. If not, I don't care! I'm upright and facing a promising joyful time into the
unknown.

Merry Christmas and have a more joyful coming Happy New Year of living, loving, happiness
and making merry to all. JOY TO THE WORLD!
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The Joy of Music
By N. Stewart

The joy I have for a particular musical selection began after I retired and returned to school at
Elmhurst College to finish my bachelor’s degree. At the end of the first semester, the Elmhurst
Choral Union with about 65 vocalists, 4 soloist, and 20 orchestra members presented Handel’s
Messiah on campus at Hammerschmidt Chapel on a Sunday afternoon. Students were invited to
attend for a minimal fee. I had heard about Messiah Concerts, knew of DIY versions, but never
had attended a live concert. I asked a retired friend and her sister to join me and they agreed.



Handel debuted the Messiah Oratorial in Dublin in 1742 rather than London where Italian opera
was losing its popularity. Written in 24 days Handel was not sure how the oratorial would be
received since it was a theatrical religious piece that told the life of Christ, using messages from
the King James Bible. It was moderately received then and now has become a Christmas
tradition.

We entered the chapel, were handed programs, and located seats. The chapel was decorated with
Christmas trees at the stage, poinsettia plants surrounding the trees, and electric candles with
light flickering set on the sills of all the tall windows. The audience was decked out in red or
green Christmas sweaters and scarfs. The musicians were on stage, tuning up their instruments,
sounding totally disjointed. The concert master rose and sounded a pitch on his violin and the
orchestra quieted, then repeated back the pitch. Satisfied that all were in tune, he sat down. Next,
the four soloists (soprano, Mezzo-soprano/alto, tenor, and baritone/bass) entered with their choir
books and sat in their place, the 60 or so choral members filed in and stood in rows. The house
lights dimmed; the audience hushed as the conductor entered stage left. With a bow toward the
audience, he turned back to the choral members, raised his hands, signaled the orchestra and they
started to play the instrumental sinfony portion.

The programs we were handed explained that the oratorial had three parts: Part One is the telling
of the coming of Christ and the nativity, Part Two is the passion and death of Christ, and Part
Three is the resurrection and ascension. The story is presented through recitatives, soloist
selections, and choral selections. Handel used Bible messages to create phenomenally arranged
choral music. Although the chosen selections vary from performance to performance,
well-known traditional selections are always performed. The programs we were given also
provided the words for the selections, allowing us to closely follow the story.

The audience remained still, listening to the part one. The tenor soloist prepared us for what was
to come with a recitative, the chorus responded, and the alto soloist sang of the announcement.

“For unto us a Child is born...and His name shall be called Wonderful, Counselor, The
Might God, the Everlasting Father, The Prince of Peace.”

The music remained light and spirited, dealing with the prophecy and the birth. As we moved
into part two the music became dark and moody as evil covered the land and death resulted.
Again, the recitative moved the story along, the soloists defined the progress, and the chorus
carried us forth.

It was almost time for intermission, but the conductor turned toward the audience, raised his
arms, and with the scuffling of feet, the entire audience rose. The audience and chorus under the
direction of the conductor sang

“Hallelujah!...and He shall reign for ever and ever.
King of Kings, and Lord of Lords. Hallelujah!”



With joy, ringing in our ears, the house lights came on and it was intermission. It wasn’t very
long and the lights flashed, warning that the performance was about to begin. Audience members
scurred to their seats and became still once more. Part three was seemingly short compared to the
rest but no less important. The Bass soloist declared

“The trumpet shall sound,
and the dead shall be raised incorruptible,
and we shall be chang’d...”

And with that the trumpet blared out its entrance and responded. The orchestra and chorus join in
and the chapel was filled with joyful singing. The audience was awestruck. The chorus
concluded the program with

“...Blessing and honor, glory, and
pow’r be unto Him that sitteth upon the throne,
and unto the Lamb, for ever and ever. Amen”

The singing of the simple word Amen with the soloists, chorus, and orchestra all participating
lasted seemingly endlessly and the walls and high ceilings of the chapel seem to reverberate the
beautiful sounds of the performance of Handel’s Messiah.

The three of us were awestruck also by the words, the music, and the singing, deciding right and
then to make this a Christmas tradition for us each year. We let the sound and the glory circulate
through us for a few minutes before leaving the chapel. Our dinner reservations were waiting at
Roberto’s Restaurant in Elmhurst and we were looking forward to a great Italian dinner, and a
comforting glass of wine, as we continue to discuss what we heard, its meaning, and the feelings
of everlasting joy that we experienced.
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Five rules to follow to gamble sensibly at Bank Craps
By J. Smetana
I want to be a famous opera singer when I grow up, said Peaches. I want to bring JOY to

people.
i

Joy
By Edward Schefler

Is the state of JOYFULNESS nebulous in its
interpretation?

Defined in the Thesaurus as a condition of
supreme well-being,



I place no trust in an overwhelming
Bliss.
This elusive abstract feeling of
happiness.

What proof is there that it exists.
And if it were real, would it not
contend against practical
concerns.

With trepidation ecstatic delight
may distract me from the sobriety
of sound rationale.

Such a delusion is unreliable.
Breaching the floodgates into an
inconsistent and erratic behavior.

The very thought of such delineation as
euphoric elation cares me.
Scares me in an unforeseen influence
Beyond my control.
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The Trials of the Ghost Riders: Part 1
By Mark Moe

On the outside of the known Marvel universe a being of ancient cosmic power, the
Beyonder opened a viewing portal to watch current events happening within this universe much
like a jumbotron screen at a large sport stadium, but on a cosmic level. Images of chaos and
peace flashed through, and most were of no consequence to him. One event stuck out to him and
he zoomed in to watch. Dormammu the leader of the Dark Dimension sat upon his throne
lecturing his servant, Shadowmaster about another overzealous scheme that resulted in the
newest Ghost Rider, Robbie Reyes breaking free from Dormammu’s control.

“Shadowmaster you fool! I want to take over the underworld so that I can have dominion
in two dimensions. How can I do that if you are unable to control Mephistocles’ greatest
weapons, his Ghost Riders. Your next plan had better succeed or I will wipe you from all
existence,” Dormammu stated.

Shadowmaster notably blanched at the idea and said, “Master, I promise I will not fail
again. I have devised a way to trap the current Ghost Riders, Johnny Blaze and Robbie Reyes.
Once they are trapped, [ will keep them that way until I can guarantee they will remain under
your control.”

“Be sure that you do,” Dormammu replied.



The Beyonder swept away the viewing portal and said to himself, “I cannot allow
Dormammu to gain control of another dimension. Unlike those overly passive, bald Watchers, |
do interfere when actions demand balance and correction. I know what I am going to do. This
should be fun and hopefully bring some much needed “joy” to the one guy. He opened another
viewing portal and found Frank Castle the Cosmic Ghost Rider tearing through space on his
Harley Davidson leaving a continuous trail of blue flames in his wake. He reached out with his
hand and snapped his fingers opening a teleport portal at the very last second forcing the Ghost
Rider into it. For good measure, he extinguished his flames and forced him to turn back into
Frank Castle. The power Cosmic allowed him to survive in the dead of space with the absence of
oxygen, but now he was pissed. “Who was this guy who shutoff his Ghost Rider powers with a
snap of his fingers?”

“What do you want stranger? I was trying to track Thanos from this dimension. I have a
score to settle with him. Who the hell are you?” Frank asked.

“A noble goal to be sure and one that [ will let your resume when I am done with you. As
for a name, I have had many throughout the millennia, but you can call me The Beyonder. I seek
to use your power to prevent the universe from being severely unbalanced by one lone actor.
Shadowmaster a servant of Dormammu, has a plan to capture two of your fellow Ghost Riders,
Johnny Blaze and Robbie Reyes as an opening bid to take hell from Mephistocles and eventually,
combining the Dark Dimension with Hell.”

“Why do I care? I come from a different universe that has been turned to absolute ruin
because of my version of Thanos. I only want to find other versions throughout the multiverse
and make sure they each meet a horrible end facing my Penance Stare.”

The Beyonder responded, “Well you should care because you have made this universe
your new home and Shadowmaster although from my viewpoint is stupid and insignificant,
Dormammu is not. The lives he could affect would be on par with Thanos acquiring the Infinity
Gauntlet with all the Power Stones.”

“So, am I just supposed to start a rescue mission and deliver the Ghost Riders to you safe
and sound, then I am done?”

“That is part of it, but Shadowmaster is greedy for power and I want to exploit that need.”
“So, you want me to get captured as well and help turn the tables on him?” Frank asked.

The Beyonder laughed and said, “Not just you. I have found one more Ghost Rider
whose soul is in the void between worlds and rides a horse that changes into a Nightmare when
he activates his Ghost Rider abilities. You may not know him, but Johnny was tutored by him,
Carter Slade the original Ghost Rider.”

“I will grant you a portion of my power so you can bring Carter from the void and be able
to share your Cosmic power with the other Ghost Riders. This will provide you the best
opportunity to spring a trap on the unsuspecting Shadowmaster once the four of you get caught
by him.”



Frank looked irritated and asked, “Why can’t you just do this yourself? You seem to have
no shortage of power. It seems it would be easy for someone of your level.”

The Beyonder laughed again and said, “I cannot meddle directly with events going on,
but I can throw a monkey wrench in it from a far to maintain balance, or at least keep it from
going totally out of control. So, will you and the other Ghost Riders please be my wrench?”

Frank nodded and asked, “How do I get Carter out of the void?”

“Hold out your hand, Frank Castle.” He did and a blue ball of energy dissipated into his
hand and he could feel the new power coursing through him. Frank Castle closed his eyes and
reached out into the void to find Carter Slade. As a Ghost Rider, it was easy to feel the same
energy as his own. Once their minds connected, he opened a path for him to follow to a teleport
portal that brought Carter to his location. He immediately reached out to him and shared his
Cosmic power to him before he suffered the effects of no oxygen and died again. There was no
guarantee that Frank could find him that easily again.
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