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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April 2025 Selection — Water

The Ghost Rider Trails Part 5
By Mark Moe

While Frank Castle continued to battle demented klowns, the Western Ghost Rider, Carter Slade
was in another pocket dimension forced to be the lead villain in a spaghetti western. One of the main

differences that it was not a movie. There was no director to give Carter any clue what he was supposed to
do.

“Just a damn trial by fire and I cannot use my Rider powers here. Whatever damn fool oversees
this won’t let me kill most of the Cowboys or myself to escape this place. This place just resets and seems
determined to have me lead these morons to kill Wyatt Earp and the rest of his lawmen posse. That is the
one thing that I do not want to do, but hell it seems unavoidable. I wonder how many times I will be reset
and if I will go crazy before I get back to the other Riders. Maybe that is supposed to be the point to get
me so messed in the head that [ will not know which way is up. Well, whoever you are, I have seen more
crazy shit than most lawmen see in their short careers. I am the original Rider, damn it! I will beat this
situation and get back to help the other Riders,” he thought to himself.

One of the other drunken Cowboys watched his boss stare at the wall and grew tired of him not
speaking and said, “Hey Boss! What are we going to do about the Earps? They are causing quite a ruckus
on our plans.”

The man in all black seemed to remember where he was and responded, “Damn it, Ike! Give a
fella a chance to think. We have to this right. If we fail, we end up dead and get wiped out by the Damn
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Earps! You interrupt my thinking again; I will hold your head under “water' until the bubbles stop. To
answer your question, we are going to set a trap while robbing the Bisbee mine. We are going to lure his
posse there and cause a mine collapse after we rob it blind. Then we will rule these towns throughout the
West.”

“Wow a mine raid and the chance to bury the Earps underground. That is why you are the boss,
Boss.”

“I am going to send four of you to go into town and signup with Bisbee’s mine to help us get
access to the mine. You will work there for a couple of weeks to gain their trust. Make sure you find out
where the company stores the ore so we can take it after we kill the Earps. Keep me posted on what you
find out about the mine. Make copies of any tunnel maps and major vein locations. While the four work at
the mine, I need some of you to raid the old military depot outside of Tombstone. It should be lightly
guarded because the military is trying to put down some Indian raids a couple of days away from here.
Kill whatever resistance you find there and take their supply of dynamite. Use one of their transport
wagons and load it chock full of dynamite. We will need it to collapse the mine after we trap the Earps
down there.”

“Hey Boss. How are we goin’ get the Earps to follow us inside the mines? I mean if we have
someone leak our plans, won’t they just be waiting for us to prevent us from running off with all that
ore?”

“Ike, Johnny Ringo will deliver a letter to their friend, Doc Holiday when we are ready to set the
trap. They will come running as quick as a jackrabbit being shot at with a pistol and then straight to their
doom.

“Sounds great, but who is going write a letter, boss? I ain’t good at writing. It can’t be me,” Tke
replied.

“I have already written it because most of you fellas are dumb as box of rocks. That is why I am
the Boss.”

After a couple of weeks, Carter had some amateur maps from his four men and was surprised
when one of them showed enough insight to steal a real map, he was impressed.

“Johnny Ringo, you know to give that letter to your rival, Doc? Make sure you don’t read it, that
will spoil the fun!”

“Boss I can read unlike those other cretins, but if that is what you want. I don’t want to ruin your
fun. If I can take out Doc Holiday in the process, I am game.”

“Play this right and you will get your chance, Johnny,” Carter replied.

On Monday morning, Johnny Ringo rode into Tombstone and found Doc Holiday already at the
bar drinking shots of whiskey and it was almost 8:00 a.m. After some usual banter in Latin between the
two, he delivered the letter into Doc’s hand telling him to give it to Wyatt and his brothers.

“I will be seeing you real soon, Doc,” replied Johnny cooly.

“What just happened? Did I imagine that or did that Johnny Ringo bring me a letter as if he works
for the Post Office and it is not even for me, but Wyatt and his brothers? I think I need another drink and
then I will walk it to Wyatt. I must say I find this behavior rather curious even for Johnny Ringo.”

When Wyatt read the letter, he jumped up from his chair and ran to the front of the jail where
Virgil and Morgan were sipping coffee with Doc in tow behind him.



The letter was a detailed plan to raid the Bisbee mine from the leader of the Cowboys, Carter
Slade. It was the perfect opportunity to round up their posse and arrest or kill the whole group. After Doc,
read it, he said, “It seems Carter Slade wants us to end his operation and his life in one final ride. I am
game for that. I am your Huckleberry!”

HiH

Water
By Carol Karvon

“Water, water, everywhere and not a drop to drink” was one of my dad’s favorite things to say,
especially on rainy days.

I always think of him when it’s raining.

He wasn’t a native born American but came to this country with his parents when he was an
eight-year-old boy. He didn’t have much formal education and sometimes put his own interpretation on
things. Sometimes, he had quirky little sayings all his own.

I often think things must have been very difficult in their native land for the four of them, my
grandparents, my dad and his sister, to come to America on a ship with only one trunk between them to
hold all their worldly possessions and start a new life.

When I think about it, I wonder how [ would manage to make a new life in a foreign country,
learn a new language, get a job and take care of myself. They were made of strong stuff in those days!

He learned to cook working on the railroad in a dining car with an uncle and later became a
chef. His job with the railroad was as a “water boy.” When the train was nearing a station, right before it
stopped to pick up passengers, but was slowing down, his job was to lean out the window over the train
and fill containers with water from the holding tank alongside the rail tracks.

I’m not sure if he was even paid. Or if he was even of a legal age to work at the time. I know he
certainly would not be allowed to work legally at age eight these days. It’s scary for me to even imagine
what that must have been like and the danger involved. I don’t think there were safety issues being
considered at the time. I’ve heard that young children were working and being exploited at early ages in
mines and mills and probably other work places at the time.

But, knowing my dad he probably took it all in stride. There seemed to be very little, if anything,
that scared him even later as an adult.

He and his family started their American life in New Mexico where my grandpa was a coal
miner. Later, as a young man, dad left there and traveled to many other cities and worked in various
places as a chef.

He met my mom in Chicago and they settled here and eventually started their own business, a
restaurant of course, on the southwest side.

They are both gone now, but forever in my treasured memories.

HiH



Two-Hearted
By Solomon Whitaker

There was a cold fish

with a double heart.

It talked a good game
and thought itself smart.
The fish swam for a time

caught in a current,

But soon became tired
and looked for assurance.

Seeing nothing ashore
and nothing behind,
The fish hid in a pool
and waited its time.

A sudden push with its tail
it darted and fought.
Soon only to learn
that it had been caught.

HiH

Scout
By N. Stewart

Hi, my name is Scout and I’'m a two-year-old German Shorthaired Pointer. My story begins on a farm in
Wisconsin where I was born. At 6 weeks, I was put up for adoption and an older couple came to see if |
would fit into their life. [ was tiny and adorable even if I do say so myself. The lady wanted me and I was
taken from the only family and place I had known and brought to a strange place far away. There were no
longer the familiar smells of my brothers and sisters, but there were new ones and I was up to the
challenge.

Time seemed to go by fast and I grew bigger and bigger. I like being outdoors, investigating the smells
and having room to roam and run. Around and around the fenced-in yard, [ would fly. One day, the lady 1
now call mom hooked me up to some kind of contraption that surrounded my neck, restricting my
movements. [ didn’t like it at all. I pulled hard against it, jumped, and twisted my body but there was no
escaping. When we got to the road, I was ready for a run. Gathering all the strength I could, I lunged
forward, almost pulling mom off her feet, but the contraption choked me, and I had to stop. I heard “Bad
Dog/” We tried several more times in the days to come, but the result was the same. I was returned to the
enclosed yard each time where I was free to run.

There were other incidences where I heard “Bad Dog, but I love to have fun and besides my antics make
them laugh. Then one day, I was taken in the car for something called “obedience” training. I was left
there for hours at a time, and new people tried to tell me what to do. I listened to some of it, but [ had my
own way of doing things and quickly shut out the noise. After several more car rides, more instructions,
more practice at home, and more “Bad Dog” occurrences, it all gratefully ended. I was free to run the yard
again. But [ had seen the outside world and I wanted it, so more than once I jumped the short fence and
was off, running down the road. Hours later I returned home happy and didn’t see any reason to be called



“Bad Dog.” I lowered my head, stared at the ground and listened to the lecture on being “Good Dog,”
how much they loved me, and wanted me safe, and yada, yada, yada - heard it all before.

Water became my friend the next summer when I was put aboard the moveable house and with my
adoptive people we travelled for a long time. When we stopped, I was let out with the neck restriction and
a tether. Everything looked different and oh, all those new smells were intriguing. We were at a place
called Corny on Lake Superior. Nose to the ground, I explored everywhere I could. There were some
great smells. I walked with mom to a huge bowl of water and I stepped in. It felt cool and refreshing after
crossing the hot sand. I splashed and it made her laugh.

I had been “Good Dog” for some time and I was feeling I might need more invigorating exercise. [ waited
for my chance. The door of the moveable house was opened a little, and I quietly slipped out, running for
the water bowl as fast as I could. I heard, ‘No Scout” but it was too late. I leaped, hit the water, and
started, to my surprise, swim. “Look everybody, look at me” and I continued to swim toward the open
water. I could see activity on the sand with people running around and I could hear ”Scout” called over
and over. But as [ have said, | have my own plans for what I do. I got farther and farther away and my
parents looked so small. I was a little scared now because I was being pull further and further away from
them and [ was getting tired of swimming. Suddenly, a floating thing came up near me and the man in it
guided me toward land. When I got there, I shook the water off. My mom came running and threw her
arms around me, hugging, crying, telling me about something called a riptide and that she was afraid she
had lost me forever. Then came the angry words, “Bad Dog!” I spent the rest of the time tethered and I
couldn’t run but only walk with them.

This winter I was in the moveable house again, heading for warmer weather. We camped by a big bowl of
water off the ocean. We went everywhere together but I was always leashed or tethered and could not run
on my own. One day [ was sitting in the car, waiting for exit orders, and I saw the door was left open
enough for me to sneak through. Gone in a flash before anyone knew, and I was drawn to the big water
bowl. It was cold going in but I needed exercise and adventure. There was something splashing in the
water way out and I wanted to investigate, so I kept going. Again, people on land were calling my name,
rushing around and all at once I noticed a big thing coming at me. The people in it tried to pick me up by
the collar but I wouldn’t have it. It then forced me toward shore where mom was waiting. She hugged,
and looked worried, explaining about sharks in the water, and that we were all very lucky. Didn’t phase
me until [ heard the anger in her voice as she said “Bad Dog!”

Things have changed at home and a new higher fence was installed, one that I could not get over or so
they thought. But, I tried and found that I could climb the fence rather than jump and escape over the top
for my runs. One day, I found a smaller water bowl nearby, but I got stuck in the mud and my people had
to rescue me. After the bath, I was told, “Bad Dog!” I promised to be “Good Dog,” but very soon after
that I was called to another adventure.

We live by something called a “lake,” but I had never seen it. I climbed the fence and run across the road,
hiding from my people until I knew it was safe. Some birds swimming way off shore caught my attention
and I pointed as my breed requires. I slowly crept to the edge of the water bowl, walked in and began
slowly stroking toward the birds, intensely watching them. Calls of “Scout” were coming from the shore
and I saw my people waving and yelling, and wildly swinging their arms. I knew I was in trouble again
and sheepishly headed back to shore. The greeting wasn’t pleasant, I hung my head, and took my
medicine.

My fun, adventurous, carefree days are over as I am tethered whenever outside. I can walk around and
even run a little. We go to the enclosed dog park to run for exercise and go for walks but I still have the
desire to run as free and as fast as | can. A new construction was added to the high fence and what’s
this...I’m untethered. They think I can’t get out. I’ll find the way. Until then, I remain “Good Dog!” ###



Can’t Look Away
By Kelly Tansor

My family and I recently traveled to Tennessee. After a long drive, lunch with a family
member, and unpacking at our hotel room, we all sat by the fake fireplace inside. I couldn’t help
but find myself captivated by the flames. Like anyone I’ve ever met at a bonfire, something
about fire in general tends to take complete hold of my vision, and I can’t look away. Even
though this fire was fake, it had my full attention. I kept my gaze fixed on the embers as I
processed our commute—the frustration of our fussy toddler, the annoyance at all the traffic, the
unsureness if our little Toyota would make the long trek.

The next morning we hiked along the Gatlinburg trail, a serene walking path that follows
along a river. This time, my eyes were fixed on the water flowing beside us. It gave me a sense
of calm as the water matched our relaxed pace through the Smoky Mountains. I felt light as a
feather, and we had a joyous hike. Aside from our toddler occasionally needing rides on our
shoulders, it felt like nothing was weighing us down.

There is something to be said about fire and water, and how these opposite forces can
have similar effects on us. Whether it’s the intense passion of fire, or the contemplative coolness
of water, we just can’t seem to look away.

HiHt

Water
By Anna Young

I've decided to broach the subject of water scientifically, personally and musically. A
combination of all three. Water. H20. Two hydrogen atoms. One oxygen atom. The liquid jewel
that is sustenance for all living organisms. Animals. Mammals. Sea life. Plant life. 3/4th of the
surface of the earth is water. The amount Homo Sapiens retain depends upon age, gender and

physical well-being and access. This is but a brief version of the effects of water on the human
body.

There are a number of songs with water in their titles and lyrics. "Wade in the Water," and "Take
me to the River," spirituals written by black and brown performers, writers and composers.
"Bridge over troubled Waters," by Simon and Garfunkel. "Still waters run Deep," by the Motown
R&B group, The Four Tops. Then there's "Moon River," sung by Andy Williams so many times,
the moon could have stopped shining and the rivers ran dry!

Water can be drunk, cooked with, showered with, bathed in, for grooming, Baptisms, for the
making of building materials and clothing and used in many ways for its healing properties. Food
is grown with it. One can swim in it. It's the sustenance no living thing can exist without!

Every body of water is filled with it. Seas. Oceans. Ponds. Rivers. Inlets and grottoes. Dams and
levees are built to contain the force of its pressure to prevent flooding. Torrential rains cause
mudslides and floods. Water causes deadly natural disasters. Snow. Hail. Sleet. Ice. Avalanches
and glaciers are all formed by water.



Personally, my life has ebbed and flowed, undulating too many times to count for just as many
reasons. I've waded in troubled waters up to my neck almost drowning emotionally! The tide
brings to the shoreline of my thoughts, then recedes, leaving behind emotional flotsam! The ebb
and flow, the undulating of the tidal waves of emotional torment never ceases! It's constant water
on the brain!

HiH

Bubbles Away
By Pauline Bastek

Champagne bubbles on New Year’s Eve bring to mind dancing and dining while in holiday finery. Sounds
of Auld Lang Syne reminding us of other nights and other dances now only a dim memory. With the joy
of the night comes a realization that all good times come to an end. So let others enjoy their champagne
bubbles, while I look forward to my favorite bubbles, those found in a, yes, you guessed it, a bubble bath.

No vintage bottle of Brut Champagne needed, a $5.00 bottle of Dr. Teals’ Lavender or Chamomile, take
you pick, will do. All you need is water, yes, nice hot, as hot as you can stand, water. The bubbles will
envelope you as you slide into the tub. Let the faucet slowly run, keeping the water level up. While the
bubbles tickle your nose and care slide away. It’s impossible to worry about the state of your children’s
lives and the floundering of the nation’s economy, when the hot scented bubbles are soothing not only
your tired bones but also your worn-out psyche. As the fragrance of the scented water laps at you, you are
once again in a happy, dreamy LA LA land.

We are more water than flesh and bone and returning to it in a hot bubble bath revitalizes one as a glass of
cool water on a hot July day. It’s such a pleasure that I’'m amazed that the church fathers haven’t declared
it the eighth deadly sin.

A beachfront cottage on a Malibu beach, with the sound of the Pacific waves, while sipping a glass of
bubbly would be lovely, but in the interim, I’ll revel in my won hot bubble bath.

All that’s needed is a tub, the deeper the better, a $5.00 bottle of Dr. Teal’s herbal magi and of course, the
most important ingredient, water, hot water. As I get out of the tub, my problems go down the drain with
the now flat, cooling water. I am once again, smiling and at peace with my world, thanks to the magic of
water.

HiHt

Water
By Edward Schefler

Lots of people are plagued with this fear called
Hydrophobia
As I am one of them.

It has been said that one should face their
fears,
To overcome them, and thus I joined the
YM.C.A.



What intensified this fear is
that one can surely drown in
one foot of water.

I did manage to get my feet wet. Only I cannot
float.

Never to graduate beyond the class of tadpole.
Never to advance into
the statues of minnow.

An embarrassment which plagues me to this very
day
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Nate's Bridge
By Dennis Johnson

Nathan Palmer had inherited a house and he didn't know what that exactly meant. His
father had passed away and he was the sole heir in the will. Nashville wasn't the place
where he wanted to live, so he just decided that he was going to sell and that quickly if he
could. But, it didn't look as easy as it first appeared.

There was furniture to be discarded, his dad’s personal possessions to be examined including
paperwork which meant the ghostly journey to the attic. And it seemed like a ghostly story for
he was hardly ever up there in his days growing up and his questions were maybe of surprise
or maybe fright. Whatever was up there it had to be old and it could have that old smell about
it. Usually that's the way with old stuff.

There was a closet off of the main bedroom on the 2nd floor. There were no stairs to the attic
but a ladder which was quite sufficient for the task. As he climbed up into the attic after
opening the hatch door there was a light, or more like a light bulb that he turned on with a
draw chain. He could walk around as long as he was on the rafters. He stayed on the makeshift
plywood floor that had been there he didn't know for how long. Old insulation was
everywhere, but on the floor in the middle of this confusion was a chest.

He had never seen such an old piece of furnishing in his life. He decided to take it down to the
bedroom to find out what was in it. Nathan Jr. or Nate as he was called for short, arrived a
couple of days later, straight from college, and on spring break. He was eager to find out what
was in the chest.

Getting it down the ladder was a big challenge even for two guys of above reasonable
strength. The chest had a padlock and the only way they were going to get it open was to
break that padlock. Nathan remembered that his dad had a tool drawer in the basement. He
brought up a hammer and chisel. They had removed the chest to the dining room table and it
was there that they started to pound on the padlock. Nate, with the strength of youth, blasted
that lock with the hammer and chisel until the lock fell apart.

As they slowly opened the chest they fantasized about fortune. Gold, savings bonds, stock
certificates and other treasure danced through their heads. But, as they got it completely



opened, far different things confronted them. For in that chest was the past and a not so ancient
past.

They first pulled out a jacket. A military looking jacket, dirty gray color with faded
fleur-de-lis embroidering on both arms down to the cuffs. And on the collar were two faded
blue stars on both sides. Next was the pistol, somewhat rusted, but not loaded. It was
percussion in working nature with an octagon barrel. A tattered flag, faded, with stars
crisscrossed was underneath the pistol. A cluster of correspondence, brown and aged, was
below the flag. It looked like letters with decent handwriting that could be deciphered. A
New Testament with Psalms in the King James Version was mixed in with the letters.

Nathan and Nate Jr. looked at the findings with bewilderment. Who did it belong to were the
thoughts that went through their minds. They talked it over and came to the conclusion that
they were going to have to find professional help to figure out all that was in the chest.

They took the pistol to Halley’s Gun Shop in downtown Nashville. Bill Halley was an expert
on firearms and when Nathan handed it to Bill, he knew what it was right away. He cleaned it
up, de-rusting it to the point that all the mechanisms on it were working. He called Nathan on
his cell phone. an 1851 Navy Colt, 36 caliber, favorite Of Confederate officers during the Civil
War". Nathan and Nate were astonished. "The other artifacts in the chest I can't give you
anything definite on. You will have to find other professional help. I think that can be found in
Franklin. It is where the last big battle in Tennessee was fought in 1864" Bill added.

That next day with the chest and all its secrets Nathan and Nate Jr. drove the 21 miles to
the battlefield. It's the Lotz House where the museum was. There they met Virgil Spencer,
the museum curator. And it was him that opened up the Pandora's box of the Battle of
Franklin Tennessee. It took place on Nov. 30, 1864.

Young Nate was mesmerized as Spencer unfurled the Union and Confederate flags before his
eyes on that fateful day in which the Army of Tennessee was soundly defeated by the
Yankees in one of the worst disasters of the Civil War. The Trans-Mississippi Confederate
army would never recover. The rebels would lose 5 generals on that day. But in the Chest and
its writings and letters the general most spoken about was Cleburne and the man the chest
belonged to was a man whose name was Palmer. Nate Jr. stared at Spencer. Then he looked at
his dad. "Dad, this just isn't water under the bridge. We have to know more." Nathan nodded
his head with affirmation, but he could not say a word.

(To be continued) © Dennis P. Johnson April 2025)
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Water Journeys
by Vicki Elberfeld
I began in water. My earliest forebears evolved from sea creatures, and [ was surrounded by that
warm, comforting fluid in my mother’s belly. I was too little then to understand that without water I
would dry out, shrivel up, and die a horrible death.

Years after I emerged from the womb, Mother brought me back to its enveloping fluid by
teaching me to swim. I would lie on my back, stretching myself out to my full seven-year-old length on
the surface of Lake Michigan. One of Mom’s arms would cradle my head, the hand gripping my shoulder,
while my thighs rested on her other arm. She would tell me to relax, though I didn’t know how I could
feel anything but total calm, cradled in her arms. When she deemed me totally relaxed and still, she
would let go — first my legs and then my head — whereupon I’d begin to sink, feet first. Though
disappointed I could not remain afloat under my own power, I never experienced a moment’s discomfort
before I felt my mother’s arms around me again.



I sometimes played in the sand in the very, very shallow water under Mom’s supervision from the
shore. At such times, I liked to pretend swim. I’d roll over onto my tummy and propel myself forward
with my hands, all the time calling, “Look, Mom. I’'m swimming; I’m really, really swimming!” She
would smile and wave. During our Miami Beach vacation, I advanced to propelling myself by only one
hand. Perhaps the salt water helped keep me up, or perhaps my body was merely so used to the water
that one day, when my hand slipped, I remained on the surface, floating out to sea. It took me a moment
to realize what was happening and when I called out, “Mom, I’'m really swim...” her smile faded, her jaw
dropped, and she rushed into the water, scooping me into her arms and carrying me back to our blanket on
the sand. Once I was safely on her lap and she was taking my pulse and listening to me breathe, my fear
turned to excitement and pride in accomplishment. “But Mom, I really WAS swimming,” | bragged and
heard her mutter in answer, “Yes, yes,” but her brow was wrinkled and she looked as if she were thinking
of something else entirely. Only when she had thoroughly checked me out and dried me, did she hold me
close to her and rock me for the longest time.

At dinner that night Mom was preoccupied, and as soon as we returned home from our vacation,
she enrolled me in a park district swimming course. I learned to swim and I loved to swim, but I often
missed the feel of my mother’s arms, cradling me in the water. [ wondered if she missed it too, but we
never spoke of it.

Nevertheless, our water adventures weren’t over. We joined a hotel health club with an
indoor/outdoor pool. In the winter the outdoor pool was covered with ping pong balls in all shades of
blue to keep the warmth in. We’d swim through the blue balls looking like dark blobs from the lagoon,
barely able to see each other through the thick steam rising from the warm water into the chilly air. In
summer we’d swim sidestroke so we could face each other and talk.

Most of our vacations were centered in water and we snorkeled in the Yucatan and swam together
off the Galapagos Islands. While Mom was onshore chatting with the iguanas, I struggled to keep up with
a huge sea turtle whose shell was a good yard in diameter, swimming just a few feet below me. 1
wondered - would this wild creature lead me back to shore or farther out to sea? After turtle and I made a
few sweeping circles, Mom called me back to shore, saying she was worried I was keeping my face in the
water for so long. I explained I had to, to see the turtle. We laughed over this and, in future, we always
referred to him as my turtle guide. On our trip down the Amazon, Mother chided me for refusing to swim
in the water, but I feared piranhas. In trying to keep up with this spirited woman, I often longed for the
more protective mother of my childhood.

Several years ago, Mother prepared to take the final journey. When I learned she was dying, |
began to fantasize about taking the trip with her. I would take her by the hand and together we would
travel to her destination. If she was happy there — if the place provided adventure for her and, of course,
swimming pools, lakes, and oceans, she could stay and I’d return when my time came. If not, she’d have
to return with me.

Mother traveled on without me, and her hand was in mine as she left. Fortunately, I have friends
who understand my loss. One in particular is my friend Kay who, in common with my mother, is a nurse.
With her stout and loving heart, Kay has sat by the beds of many dying people. “The most amazing
thing,” she tells me, “is that when they are sleepless and afraid, they call to their mothers. Imagine that,”
she continues, shaking her head and smiling that forgiving smile of hers, “eighty, ninety years old, their
mothers long since dead and yet, in their hour of need, they cry out to them.”

With any luck I too will reach the age of 80 or, ideally, even 90. Some day I will not just be
leaving this glorious earth but lakes, mountains, oceans, and memories of home and everyone I’ve ever
loved. How wonderful if, in my hour of need, I felt my mother’s arms around me one last time before I
drifted out to sea. HiHt
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Basement Flood Waters
By Sherry Avila

"Aiiiieeeeee! Aiiiieeeeee! Our basement is flooded!" I scream and scream as I stand on the stairs of my
unfinished basement and see the flood waters moving in wave-like effects from one end of the basement
to the other end. I see papers, cardboard pieces, photos, insects, dirt, cleaning products, and more
floating around in the flood waters. I see the first shelf of our 10 metal shelving units covered with water.
Some boxes that are on the floor are darkening and losing their shape as they soak up the water. I am
concerned about the loss of personal documents, photos, keepsakes, souvenirs, etc. What is under the
water that I do not see? Flooded basements can attract pests like mice, rats, and insects. Nooo! There is a
terrible smell that is affecting my allergies. Did that heavy rainfall cause the flood waters in our
basement?

Frank yells, "Don't step into the flood waters! You could be electrocuted from electric wires or
outlets in the basement. We have to tum off the electricity. Our washing machine, clothes dryer, and
hot water heater might have to be replaced. We need to rent a sump pump to pump out the water.
Then, we need to wash the floors and walls with a solution of mild soap and warm water in addition
to applying a disinfectant to prevent mold and mildew growth. A dehumidifier and fans will help to
dry the basement and prevent mold and bacteria growth. As we complete all these tasks, we'll see
what structural damage is done."

Around 1983, I walk outside my home in Edison Park which is across the street from Brooks Park, and
I talk to my next-door neighbor, "Our basement is flooded up to the second step of our stairs leading
upstairs to the outside and to our kitchen. I am very frustrated! We have lost a lot of our personal
belongings that were down there."

He asks me, "Did you know that there used to be a brook that was covered up with houses, streets, etc. in
this area? That's why they named this Chicago Park District Park —Brooks Park." I am skeptical, so I
research his statement. I discover that Brooks Park in Edison Park, Chicago, was in fact built on what
was once a small creek, called "Little Bubbly Creek", which was a small tributary of the North Branch
of the Chicago River. Whaaat?

Eventually, we hired a firm to build a FLOOD CONTROL that cost a fortune but was worth every
penny. The Plumbing and Sewer Company dug a big pit in our front yard and built a large Catch-Basin.
They installed two backwater valves that prevent water from coming back into our basement. The valve
can open to allow water to drain from our house but will close if there is any back pressure in the line.
They also installed a 1/2" Horse Power Submersible Sewage Pump with a Tether Switch to enable us to
use water in the house and to drain it into the outside sewers. In the case that the valve is closed, the
water spills into our pit in the Catch-Basin in our front yard and is pushed out past the valve by a 1/2"
Horse Power Submersible Sewage Pump with a Tether Switch. A Catch-Basin Cover was installed for
future access. The Catch-22 is that it must be maintained which costs more money or there will be
another flood which there was.

"Floods are 'acts of God, ' but flood losses are largely acts of man, " according to pioneering English
naturalist, ecologist, and ornithologist Gilbert White. While the flooding itself might be caused by
weather patterns, heavy rainfall, or river overflows; the outcome could be changed by people's actions
related to infrastructure and land management. In other words, "Action speaks louder than words."
And, to make matters worse, the "Bubbly Creek" of the North Branch of the Chicago River used to run
through here. Argh! HitH
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