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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Pain
By Edward Schefler

There is an affliction
Far worse than the physical.
It’s grief.

Anguish in the separation of a love one.
That of a spouse, family member, closest friend,
One’s dog and household pet.

A separation so severe that you feel a
part of you had been
detached.

When the lady I was to wed died before me,
an indescribable anguish,
a forlorn despondency beset in
dry tears.

Coming home after work, I would park the car
and wait thirty minutes till I mustered enough
courage to enter a cold and empty house.
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Feeling weaken, depleted and drained that I
would sit motionless in a chair with a glass
of beer while gazing intently out the window.
Lost in a sobriety of solace
as nothing in life seemed the same.

But think of what possible joy there can be
to reunite with the person who is
a part of
you.

Where such a permanency reigns,
Where forms of intimacy is so
potent that words cannot
describe it.
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Pain
By Carol Karvon

Pain comes once again,
It doesn't sneak in gently
But hits swift and hard.
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Tolerance
By Kelly Tansor

I’ve heard it said that one of the most painful things a woman can experience is
childbirth—second only to kidney stones, depending who you ask. I’ve never had to pass a
kidney stone, but I have experienced childbirth.

To make a long story short, I had to be induced before doctors had to break my water for
me. . Felt. Everything. I’ve had heart surgery, foot surgery, and a broken bone. But this was the
absolute worst pain I had ever felt in my life. There was little that doctors or nurses could do to
quell my agonizing screams. When the worst of it was finally over, I apologized for how loud
and distressed I was. Every doctor and nurse in that room swore up and down, “No, no, this was
really hard. You have such a high pain tolerance!”

This made me hopeful for going into labor. Maybe I’1l be able to do this whole thing
without any medication. My cousin’s wife had done this twice, maybe I can earn those bragging
rights as well.



Nope. Absolutely not. I couldn’t make it to 10 centimeters dilated; after 4 centimeters I
started hitting my bed like a tapped-out wrestler, screaming for the epidural. The next few hours
were a breeze. The hospital was short-staffed, so my husband had to help the doctors and nurses
while I pushed. His excitement at the crowning stage was all the fuel I needed to keep going.

All this to end up with an emergency C-section. Then it was time for recovery.

The hospital gave me extra strength Tylenol, but would also give me oxycodone once or
twice a day. The Tylenol was a little helpful, but the oxycodone felt like next-level healing when
the pain was at its worst. Suddenly the pain would be gone, and I could be blissful and happy
with my newborn without having to think about any pain.

Imagine my surprise when I was sent home with Tylenol and...nothing else. As it turns
out, there was a disagreement between my doctors and the insurance company. From what I
remember, the hospital wanted to give me 10 pills, but insurance didn’t want to give more than 5;
they were concerned about the opioid crisis as well as the risk of addiction, despite me having no
record of any addiction whatsoever. So, the pharmacy ended up with nothing, not even settling
for 5 pills instead of 10.

Cut to me doubled over on our living room couch, recovering from major abdominal
surgery where 7 layers of tissue had been cut open to take a living, breathing human being out of
me. Not to mention being induced, having my water broken, and two hours of active labor before
realizing a C-section would be safer. And I’m expected to just take some over-the-counter pain
pills that can’t even help me with a headache?

I screamed at my husband. My husband screamed at the hospital. The hospital screamed
at the insurance company and the pharmacy. Then, just before closing, we were able to get 10
oxycodone pills. I don’t even think I ended up taking all of them.

High pain tolerance. Seems like another way of saying, “You’ll put up with so much!”

I read something recently that said, “Behind every person who never knows when to let
go is that little child who was taught to believe that the depth of love is measured by tolerance.”
This got me thinking about the relationships in my life. Before I had a child, I would bend over
backwards for just about anyone. I would forgive just about any transgression done to me, if only
for the other person to say, “Wow, you’re so forgiving, and you’re willing to do so much for me,
I love you!” As you can expect, it rarely worked out that way. It mostly just resulted in people
walking all over me like a doormat, thinking they could treat me as horrible as they wanted,
since [ would let just about anything slide.

I noticed that after I had my child, that all stopped. I learned that putting up with pain just
isn’t worth it in the end. I had just gone through the worst physical pain of my life, and [ wasn’t
even given painkillers for it. If there’s a way to manage—or even get rid of—the pain, why
wouldn’t I take it? Sure, if I had gone through the entire birth with no epidural, oxycodone, or
even Tylenol, the result would be the same: I have my son.

Yes, I can tolerate a good amount of pain, but that doesn’t mean I should.
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The Ghost Rider Trials Part 3
By Mark Moe

The two Ghost Riders were quick to try to melt through the bars to get to this new foe. Their
efforts were futile because of an anti-magic material coating the full doors, bars and even the
hinges and locks. As they struggled to break out a nearby wall exploded inward and the Cosmic
Ghost Rider and the original Rider, Carter Slade came through on motorcycle and a horse.
Shadowmaster appeared quite surprised and his mouth dropped when he heard that these other
Ghost Riders wanted to surrender to him. “Minions escort these other Riders to join in the fates
of their friends!”

A swarm of shadowy figures seemed to come from nowhere and quickly disarmed the
newcomers and removed them from their mounts. “Take their rides and store them somewhere
they cannot summon them to aid in any escape attempts, preferably some place magic-shielded!”
Again, the shadowy figures appeared and carried out his orders. Some also stayed to use magic
to fix the damaged wall. In no time, it looked as if nothing had happened.

Shadowmaster looked down at the lower level where now four Ghost Riders were trapped in a
prison cell. “This day keeps getting better for me,” he stated.

Robbie yelled up to him, “I have broken free from your control before Shadowmaster. I bet I can
do it again, too!”

“Last time was because of an oversight on my part. I guarantee I will not make the same mistake
again. You four will be my master’s personal tools to use as he sees fit. I look forward to
breaking your minds and your willpower to serve my master, Dormammu. I will be gone for a bit
to prepare what awaits you all, but remember you are not alone. My shadow minions will keep
you company.”

As he finished speaking, he disappeared in plume of red-black smoke. Frank turned to
Johnny and Robbie and said, “My name is Frank Castle and I am a Rider from another
dimension. Let me share my power with you. This will make more sense later. Trust me.”

He reached out and touched the other Riders' arms individually. Their flames surged and
changed to cerulean blue flames instead of their normal red and yellow.

“Now for the rest of my story. As I said, I took the deal with Mephisto in my universe to
become his Rider. When I went to seek my vengeance on my Earth, the planet was wiped out of
all life. It was there I found a cosmic being of immense power and promised him my Earth to
become his herald in finding new worlds for him to consume.”

Johnny turned to Carter and asked, “Is this crazy idea yours, my friend?”

Carter responded, “No, I was just tagging along for the ride. Frank rescued me from the
void and is working for some Beyonder guy to rescue you two while causing a major shitstorm
for a fella called Shadowmaster. I told him it sounded like damn fun.”

Both Johnny and Robbie laughed at Carter’s crude honesty and looked to hear Frank’s
plan.



“There is no specific plan because I have no idea what Shadowmaster will throw at us in
terms of challenges. The Beyonder only mentioned that he likes to challenge prisoners for his
own amusement. We must win these challenges until; we find an opportunity to escape. The
Beyonder is confident that the big boss, Dormammu would eliminate Shadowmaster from
existence once we escape. He hopes it will be enough to dissuade Dormammu from pursuing his
goal of taking over hell from Mephisto.”

“So, we are bait to provoke a reaction to eliminate a lesser bad guy?” Johnny asked.
“What happens if we lose these crazy challenges?”” asked Robbie.

“I would guess in the very least that we would be trapped and force to aid Dormammu in
his quest for hell takeover.

As Frank finished talking, red-black smoke started to materialize on the upper platform
and Shadowmaster returned in his black and red suit with his long jet-black hair with a red stripe
running down it and tied up in high ponytail and an evil smile on his face.

“Gentlemen! I have devised a trial for each of you to enjoy and to bring you all much
needed “pain.” 1 will not ruin the surprise, but look forward to watching you in your individual
pocket dimensions trying to prevail. Let me just state that the sooner you give up, the better it
will be for you all.”

With another sinister laugh, the four Riders found themselves transported to separate
pocket dimensions. Frank was in a demented circus big top tent, but instead of just watching the
action, he had to be the star of the show. There were evil clowns everywhere. “I hate clowns!”
Frank said to himself.

Carter found himself stuck in a spaghetti western movie that forced him to be the bad guy
trying to survive an entire possie of lawmen including notable legends of Wyatt Earp, his brother
and Doc Holiday. “Though I appreciate the chance to meet lawmen who were too honorable to
take Mephisto up on the deal, I do not want to kill them even if | have to do so,” Carter said to
himself.

Johnny was changed into a cartoon version of himself and stuck on an island full of
cheesy cartoon pirates. He noticed that his Rider abilities only worked for five minutes and then
he had a thirty-minute cooldown before he could use it again. “I guess I will be spending most of
my time trying to get out of here as plain, old Johnny Blaze and not the Rider. What am I
supposed to ride, a rowboat? That is not cool at all.”

Robbie’s dimension was a medieval labyrinth where he was placed at the start and had to
work his way through it. It was filled with traps and various enemies to defeat or in many cases
flee to save his life.
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The Pain in Her Eyes
By N. Stewart

I saw it, the pain, in her eyes as she pretended all was fine when picking me up from the San
Diego airport. Her deep brown eyes always sparkled with laughter and joy but now I saw
dullness and sadness in them. She was my friend and I wondered what had happened to make
such a drastic change in her. What had she gone through since I last saw her.

We went to high school together and were good friends. We spent many Friday nights at her
house or mine, playing board games, singing around the piano, and eating Chef Boyardee
homemade pizza and chocolate cake. She was cheerful and fun-loving. We laughed a lot. After
graduation we went our separate ways. [ went to college and she became a key punch operator
and then a supervisor. We remained friend but we each had our own experiences.

In our twenties, feeling like we needed to rekindle the friendship, we decided to go on a trip to
the west coast, to Portland Oregon, to the Rose Festival. Portland is known as the City of Roses
and each June when the roses are in full bloom a parade of floats is held that rivals Pasadena’s
New Year’s Day parade. We played tourist and toured the rose gardens located high above the
city and wandered through the Japanese gardens. We drove out to the coast, stopping along the
way at a local winery and cheese market, purchasing goods for a picnic on Cascade Head,
overlooking the Pacific Ocean. We went down to the beach and stuck our feet in the cold water,
so we could say we had been in the Pacific Ocean. We left the coast and returned to the city.

As was the tradition at the festival, the navy ships sailed into the harbor and parked, allowing
tourists to walk through the ships. We walked through a destroyer and a destroyed tender before
deciding to sit on the park bench just across the walkway from the ships. Native Oregonians,
tourists like us, and off-duty sailors past us as we people-watched. Sailors occasionally stopped
to chat, but we were not interested and they moved along. One sailor in particular stopped and
started talking to my friend. He claimed he had seen her while we toured his ship and she caught
his eye, being attracted to her beautiful brown eyes. My friend got all fidgety and I could tell she
was interested. He continued with the conversation and eventually she agreed to a date with him
later that night.

I stayed in and she took the rental car to their date. She was gone for hours and I was beginning
to worry. Shortly thereafter, she came home singing and dancing around the room. We talked for
hours about how she was “in love” and knew he was the one. How they had made plans to see
each other for the next two night that we were in Portland. She verbalized word for word what he
had said to her, how he had never met anyone like her and that he wanted to marry her. Her eyes
sparkling when she talked about him. Being the levelheaded friend, I tried to talk her down and
to reason with her about how one date with a stranger should not lead to a life-altering event. She
of course, was not listening to anything I said for she was “in love” and to her nothing else
mattered. [ was very skeptical of the whole affair.

We flew home after two days and she was bubbly and excited throughout the return trip. It
wasn’t long after we returned that she agreed through telephone calls to marry him and become a



navy wife. Without her parents or anyone else knowing, she planned her elopement. She flew to
San Diego where he was stationed and they married before a judge.

We continued our friendship over the telephone, and she said she was happy living in San Diego
with him and still madly in love. I could hear it in her voice that she was not telling the truth and
I knew something was wrong.

I was invited to come to San Diego to visit when her husband was out to sea on assignment. She
met me at the airport and I could immediately see that something was wrong. I looked into her
eyes and saw pain and those once sparkling expressive eyes were dull and lifeless. There were
bruise marks on her arm. I asked what happened, what was wrong. She said nothing was wrong
and she was happy and enjoyed her new life with her husband and baby girl. I could tell she lied
as she did not look me in the eyes but shifted her eyes away as she spoke.

We spend the day together and I didn’t learn anything else about her situation or the bruise marks
on her arm. It was time for her to go to work for the night shift. Her husband would be home
soon as his assignment was over. [ wasn’t happy that he was going to be there and I would be
alone with him. I did not like him or what I assumed he had done to my friend to make her so
changed. She left and he arrived. I tried to make conversation with him but he was coming on to
me in a personal way. Disgusted, I instantly left the apartment and took shelter with my friend’s
neighbor where I was to stay for my visit.

I cut my vacation short, changed the departure time to the next day, and told no one why or what
had happened. My friend was upset that I was leaving, but I couldn’t be around him and I
couldn’t tell her what he had proposed.

Our friendship drifted in and out for a time after that visit. After a few years she became
suspicious of him and his loyalty to their vows. When she had had enough and he was out on a
naval assignment, she packed up her belongings, took her daughter, left him and returned home
to Chicago.

We saw each other more, but her deep brown eyes never sparkled with joy and laughter again
and the pain behind them remained.
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Pain
By Anna Young

Awful! Oh no! What the hell?! Not again! How could this be happening?! Not again!
Woe is me! All the time! Pain is painful! Put it in the past! Nope! Forget about it! Can't! It'll be
over soon! When?! Be it physical, mental, emotional or whatever ails us, pain is never forgotten.
I'm going to go there without hesitation. A no holds barred discussion of the pain of being a
woman. No matter her race, color of her skin, religious beliefs, politics or place in society, where
she lives, married or single, the commonality among women is written in stone! Fasten your



seatbelts men it's gonna be a bumpy ass ride! Every rite of passage of a woman is painful and
leaves a trail of red.

Painful Red Trail Category 1

A woman's or girl's first sexual encounter is an ordeal. Indeed, it is! An unexpected one.
I don't have to see the faces of my fellow sisters to feel them beginning to cringe at the mere
thought of the aforementioned action. The frowns and gritting of their teeth is warranted! Even if
a woman or a girl knows what's to be expected, the fear and pain are no less felt. It's a rite of
passage meant to be unforgettable! There's nothing romantic about it at all! There is no foreplay.
In fact no play at all! At least for me it wasn't! [ had no idea why and what was going to happen
to me and how I was to respond. | was a teenager caught up in a situation I never saw coming. |
was taken advantage of. If I’'m to be honest with myself it was rape! Not the kind where you're
thrown to the ground or hemmed up in a hallway or an alley. Yet still considered a crime! Not
that I knew what rape really was at the time. [ was scared and lay there stiff and unresponsive. I
call what I went through the Minute man Syndrome. That's about how long it took for me to be
violated! I didn't need to know the time or see a clock. It seemed an eternity before all the
grunting, sweating, groaning and getting ugly in the face was over. I'd never closed my eyes!
Afterwards the black monster collapsed on my chest. Sated and snoring. When recounting this
non-sexual, unloving, uncaring, cold-hearted assault on my youthful body, I become angry with
myself for not putting up a fight! During that time no one discussed what a woman or girl was to
expect when this painful ordeal occurred. I never asked either because it'd never crossed my
mind. I thought about it but never let it consume my thoughts. My mother whom I loved deeply
never discussed it with me. Probably her mother hadn't discussed it with her. Who's mother
probably hadn't. I ain't mad at 'em! Later in life I enrolled in a RN program and began courses in
the life sciences. If only I'd known then what I know now. That's not how life works. I had to
mess up before I grew up!

Painful Red Trail Category 2

"She must be on the rag." This statement I'd heard men say when making reference to a
woman's "Period". Not the punctuation mark! Her monthly or menstruation. This was always the
blame for a woman being angry, stressed, tired, not feeling well or just plain ole being
misunderstood. Her period was the barometer for her behavior and emotional state. As if a man
knew how a woman's body functioned and the name of her body parts! He didn't know the name
of his excepting one! It was there in his face every day flapping and swinging.

Menstruation. Preparing a woman for the possibility of one of her ovum, being fertilized to bring
forth life. I'll just get to it! Every twenty-eight days an ovum (egg) is released from an

ovary, travels through one of the Fallopian tubes and attaches itself to the innermost layer of the
uterus waiting for the right time. It's called the endometrium. When time is up and the ovum
hasn't been fertilized, it ruptures and becomes waste. Thus menstruation. They are many
complications that can interrupt the process. I'm not going to get into those. It would turn into a
medical journal! I'll just say it's different for every woman but no less painful and bloody!



Painful Red Trail Category 3

Procreation. Bringing forth life. Women are the Houses of Life. No matter that sixty-
seconds men contribute to the making of a human being. They have no idea just what happened.
I hate to say it but a large percentage of my sisters don't have the knowledge either. Men are
knocked out when the deed is done. Capturing zees and calling hogs with their snoring. If no
contraceptives have been used and there are no complications, the ovum finally has to wait no
longer to be attacked by those wiggly little creatures with tails that give them motility racing
towards the finish line! Only one can win the race out of millions of wigglies called sperm.
Once the ovum is fertilized it develops a protective coating called Zona Pellucida. Don't ask! It's
too detailed to explain. The rest of the little wigglies die off. Uh oh! Better luck next time! A
human life begins but not always without complications. Some life threatening to mother and
child. Hemorrhaging. Ectopic births. When the baby is born outside of the womb. There are
women who experience a phenomena called stone babies. Clinical name Lithopedion. Breached
births. When the baby is born feet first. Cesarean section. Women can develop heart problems
when pregnant. Sometimes resulting in heart transplants. Still births. Babies can be born with
serious chronic developmental conditions. The list is long and varied.

Because of the three Red Trail dilemmas I've experienced, I finally enrolled in the RN
program and studied the life sciences. Mainly to understand and learn how the human body
functions or not. It was well worth the time, energy, effort and money. Am I glad I had! Curiosity
+ awareness=knowledge. My equation for understanding, wanting to know more and continuing
to pursue the unknown.

What we as woman endure throughout our lifetimes as mothers, moms, mommies,
ma'dears, sisters, wives, grannies, nanas, daughters, nieces, aunts, chief cooks and
bottle washers, bread winners and head of households is unparalleled to anyone in existence.

We bring forth life! We are the world! Women rule!
Sie

Pain
By Dennis Johnson

Pain is gain. No pain-no gain some will say. C.S. Lewis wrote an essay about pain but I never
read it. Some politicians like to say that they feel our pain. It's a polite way of saying they care
with an emphasis of zeal that is seldom there.

Pain is our plight as fallen man. It can't be escaped. It comes in different forms from different
things. We come into the world with pain and we leave this world with much the same. We are
the cause of pain ourselves and we are the subjects of it from enemies and loved ones alike.

And then we may say this thing is a pain or that thing the likewise. Whether it's a mishap or an
inconvenience, or an illness of one sort of another.

And as we age pain is our unwelcome passenger taking up more space on our journey to eternity.



So what hope do we have as we head to death's door. Much hope. For the believer in Christ great
promises. Romans 8:18 "For I reckon that the sufferings of this present time are not worthy to be
compared with the glory which shall be revealed in us." Revelation 21 :4 "And God shall wipe
away all tears from their eyes; and there shall be no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying,
neither shall there be any more pain: for the former things are past away." KJV This is short but

need [ say more?
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