
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, 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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Butterfly  
By Pauline Bastek 

 
I remember in  the early sixties on Sunday mornings in the summer driving to Humboldt Park 
after church with my toddler son to sit by the lagoon and watch the Monarch Butterflies. So 
many of them. He would try to catch them with his chubby little fists and laugh as they brushed 
past him flying from flowering bush to flowering bush.  
 
I still haven’t seen a butterfly this year in my garden despite having planted Echinacea bushes 
that are meant to attract them. Maybe later this summer.  
 
I forgot about going to Humboldt Park or Gompers Park. Our parks have been taken over by the 
homeless encampments. The city has been making an effort finally to restore the parks. Too little 
and too late.  
 
Yesterday, I received a notification on my cell phone that Chicago was on a dust storm watch. 
The last time this happened in our area was in May of 1934. If you recall your history, this was 
the Dust Bowl. I soon was receiving posts showing the grey sky.   
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Poor butterflies! No wonder they left.  
 
Humans took over their green spaces and dust created by human practices took over the blue 
spaces. 
 
So sad that toddlers of today are not experiencing the joys of Sunday summer morning in the 
park, chasing butterflies. We didn’t realize that the butterflies might leave us, we thought they 
would always be there for us. We were wrong.  
 
Do we still have time to bring them home? Are we willing to find homes for the homeless? If 
not, it’s doubtful that we will do what’s necessary to welcome back the butterflies.  
 
Please, not another Dust Bowl, remember Steinbeck’s The Grapes of Wrath.  

 

### 

 

Butterfly 
By Anna Young 

 

I must confess I was hard pressed to address this month's writer's group topic "Butterfly." My 
creative writing juices weren't flowing as usual. I kept repeating Butterfly, Butterfly,  Butterfly 
out loud. But nothing took hold in my mind or thoughts regarding a flying insect! Which is not 
like me at all! My brain is like a sponge. Very absorbent! I have a constant flow of topics, 
subjects, dreams and random thoughts racing through my noggin. But I couldn't connect with 
anything concrete. 

I have a process to my writing madness. I'll grab a sheet of scratch paper and begin writing ideas 
and thoughts about the chosen topic.  I'll sort through them mind fully and choose what appeals 
to me. It begins as I sit to my desk. A big old behemoth of wood. Slightly scarred but sturdy. On 
the left side of my desk are three drawers full of some of everything. There's a long middle 
drawer full of more of everything and then some. To the right there's a two drawer file cabinet. 
Bent in the middle of the top drawer from opening and closing it with the palm of my hand. It's 
full of files and folders of personal and medical history. Also scraps of cultural history and 
informational booklets. Next to the file cabinet I have a white stand that holds my printer. At the 
foot of my desk to the left, is my tablet on a soft cloth stand. On top of my desk is a mail caddy 
that holds envelopes of various sizes, notepads, a clipboard, a few greeting cards and other 
miscellany. Also on top of my desk is my journal, laptop, composition tablets, big and small. 
Writing implements such as ink pens, pencils, erasers, pencil sharpener, markers and colored 
pencils of various sizes and correction fluid. On the top of the right side of my desk is a desk 
lamp. On top of the file cabinet there's a small caddy that holds scissors, glue, tape, postage 
stamps, bookmarks, a box of staples, a staple pick, a lighted magnifier, a bag of paper clips and 



thumb tacks. I have all types of paper lined and without lines, post-its, scratch paper and a 
stapler. 

I'm not experiencing writer's block per se. More on the lines of emotional strangulation! It has 
only been a week since celebrating Mother's Day. Melancholia had set in long before the biggest 
holiday of the year, as far as I'm concerned. Every day is Women's Day! My queen mother was 
uppermost in my mind as she always is day and night, seconds and minutes, months and years. 
There's no time when she isn't! 

I usually don't begin to write about the assigned subject matter until a week or a few days before 
it's due. My thoughts are fresher and more immediate then. That being said here goes. 

Papillon is French for butterfly. In folklore a butterfly is indicative of transformation and rebirth 
because of its life cycle from caterpillar to butterfly. Reminding me of me. It took a longtime for 
me to spread my butterfly wings from childhood to adulthood. I learned that my voice is the most 
powerful instrument I possess. I use it as often as I can. The word written or oral is mighty and 
strong! The pen is poisonous and deadly! Salman Rushdie, James Baldwin, Langston Hughes, 
Alice Walker, Kate Chopin, Mary Shelley and many, many more writers can attest to that! I'm a 
consummate bibliophile. Reading and writing are second nature to me. Thank you mama for 
introducing me to the written word. Love you! 

When beginning to tackle any topic or subject I begin with my pen poised in my hand midair 
above a blank sheet of paper. When a thought comes to me I finally put pen on paper. Slowly my 
pen begins to flit across the paper with the first line of thought. Then it picks up speed and begins 
to flutter as my thoughts begin to come faster and more furious, so much so my pen sprouts 
wings and takes flight, soaring and lifting my words off the edge of the sheet of paper. It flaps its 
wings and slowly returns to alight on the blank page again to flit, flutter and soar again and again 
and again, until all is told. My pen. My butterfly. My papillon. 

###   

 

Ghost Rider Trials Part 6 
By Marl Moe 

 

As Johnny looked around, he was surprised to find out that the pocket dimension he ended up in 
was a pirate island. The only one to stand out at least in style of dress was himself. Johnny still 
had the black leather pants, biker boots, and black biker jacket with the metal spikes on the 
shoulders. He had been turned into a cartoon version of himself much like all the pirates here, 
but his face was his own. Every other pirate even the women had the same face which was:  
distinctively big, somewhat rectangular, a large flat nose that always seems to be shining, 
prominent cheek bones, dark eyes, thick eyebrows and a matching pair of lines starting below 
their noses, stubble around their mouths and to finish the look, a prominent chin.  

Besides being cartoon pirates, the entire lot were vain to the extreme always carrying hand 
mirrors to gaze into their faces and whenever they had a free moment would often say one of two 
phrases, “Sniff, Sniff!” and “Man!” Apparently, these pirates were obsessed with perfumes 



which they called “Parfums,” but they still acted like pirates getting into fights and shooting each 
other from time to time, but never in their beautiful faces.  

The Pirates view of Johnny was of two things depending on which “person” they saw. As 
Johnny, they felt sorry that he did not have the same face as them and as the “Rider,” total abject 
fear. They figured out he could not stay as the Rider for very long and avoided him in that state. 
The pirates kept trying to have Johnny change his outfit so that in the very least, he would be 
more acceptable for his attire, but Johnny would have none of it. Even more annoying than that 
was, the fact they kept trying to use one of their “parfums” on him to give him their face and 
make him more handsome.  

There was a legend of a special “butterfly” treasure he kept hearing about between their constant 
phrases of “Sniff, Sniff!” and “Man.” When he asked what was special about it, they told him it 
was magical, but they did not know what it did for certain.  Many of them had a lot of guesses 
and no one was consistent.  

In fact, the Pirates have several groups sailing all over the place looking for it. Being a Ghost 
Rider, Johnny Blaze encountered many magic objects, but only worried about them when they 
were going to be used on him. He felt compelled to look for it as well but could not attribute it to 
the repeated stories from the Pirates or something else.  

The next day, the desire to search for the magical bauble became overwhelming. It was like it 
was calling out to him. Johnny strong-armed one of the group leaders and commandeered their 
ship using his Rider powers. The Rider had picked up on his human’s desire for the magic item 
and believed it must be quite important. In his mind, the deep, skeletal, fiery voice asked him, 
“Why do you seek this, Johnny?” Johnny had no answer when they switched back after five 
minutes.  

As they sailed the serene sea waters, Johnny continued to use the Rider’s powers to guide them 
toward its location. It turned out to be on a desolate island that Pirates always overlooked 
because of the original thief creating and dispersing hundreds of fake maps. This miniscule 
island always shows up somewhere as a waypoint leading the Pirates to fake versions of the 
treasure, when it was concealed right there. The Pirates were incredulous about this island being 
anything more than a waypoint and knew the thief created a plethora of fictitious maps. They 
were unable to recognize the common thread, an island with no visible signs of people. When 
looked at from a distance, the island offered:  a small beach on one side, a section of sparsely 
populated palm trees, and a small, treacherous sea cave.  

It was unlike their massive island named Tenrou which could support hundreds of pirates and 
was a major seaport for their illicit commerce. Imagine their surprise when Johnny forced them 
to unearth a treasure chest which was full of Spanish gold coins and inside a false bottom, the 
treasure they wanted above all else, the golden butterfly pendant. Johnny claimed it for himself 
and despite his crew trying to negotiate a deal to convince him to liquidate it upon his return to 
their port, he held strong.  

There was no power emanating from it when he held it, but wearing the gaudy bauble on the 
outside of his biker jacket allowed him to remain the Rider even when it was the middle of the 
day and for as long as he wanted, no time limits. Unbeknownst to Johnny, the face of the Rider 



now was just as handsome as the Pirates.  The Pirates were not so enthused about Johnny 
claiming it for himself and waited for an opportunity to liberate it from his possession.  

Within a few days, the lookout in the crow’s nest alerted the crew to approaching their home, 
Tenrou Island. As they approached the harbor, the first mate fired off a flare to signal the rest of 
the Pirates that the pendant had been found and alarm bells began to ring like a cacophony of 
church bells. When Johnny asked about the sudden commotion, the Pirates lied to him and said, 
“We are planning a celebration for finding our one true sacred treasure. No need to worry. You 
will be our guest of honor at a huge banquet.”  

As the gang plank locked into place, the Ghost Rider Johnny Blaze walked calmly down and was 
greeted by an army of armed Pirates and several with cannons, pistols and blunderbusses. The 
entire group shouted in unison, “Sniff, Sniff! Man!” as they charged at the Ghost Rider.  

###  

 
Butterfly 

By Edward Schefler 
 

…and what evidence does Creation  
provide for the exquisite…   

The Butterfly 
 

###   
Butterfly 

By Carol Karvon 
 

I’ve always thought of Butterflies as unique, graceful and beautiful creatures.  There are many 
different ones in a variety of colors. And sometimes even their shapes can be different. 

Recently I received several very interesting greeting cards in the mail offering advice from 
various sources including a Garden, Polar Bear, a Glacier and more, even a Turtle! These are all 
purpose cards with a message on each. 

One of my favorites is “Advice from a Butterfly.” 

The advice offered by the butterfly is very interesting and can be applied to all of us.  It reads: 

        “Let your true colors show 

        Take yourself lightly 

        Look for the sweetness in life 

        Take time to smell the flowers 

        Catch a breeze 

        Treat yourself like a Monarch!” 



There’s an accompanying picture on the upper center of the card above the advice.  It’s a picture 
featuring three beautiful Monarch butterflies and some flowers, perhaps a type of poppy, 
although they are pink, not the usual red I think of in my mind’s eye. 

The inside of the card is a delicate shade of light blue with a purple border and features several 
additional Monarch butterflies and more pink poppy-like flowers. 

They just amaze me with their ability to navigate hundreds of miles to return North each Spring 
ending their southern migration to Mexico.  Many of us need maps or GPS in our cars to 
navigate even a few miles while the Monarchs travel hundreds of miles by instinct.  Here’s to the 
truly amazing Monarch Butterfly!/ 

### 

 
Traffic Signals 

Solomon Whitaker 
They sway very heavily 
in the wind, 
out on a pole or a wire, 
 
Mostly a dull orange, 
like school-buses, 
armored like battle tanks, 
  

And never wrong. 

They can’t be. 

They plod their pattern. 
Slow, methodical. Patient. 
Certain. 
 
We could learn patience, 
from traffic lights. 
 

Yet most of us 
already have! 
While waiting on colors 
to change. 
 

What do they think, 
to have such certainty? 
 

Maybe certainty 
is in there somewhere 
in the pattern. 



 
See trust is built on repetition. 
Reputation is built on 
consistent demonstration. 
 

And for the most part, 
these boxes, 
hanging from wires 
and dangling from poles, 
show us, 
it is ok to trust 
when nothing 
has proven to the contrary. 

 

###   

 

Good Time 
By Kelly Tansor 

 
​ I hear people say all the time that they feel their loved ones with them when certain 
things pop up. Pennies, dimes, cardinals, etc. One species I hear a lot from people is butterflies; 
when they see a butterfly, they’re sure it’s their loved one. 

I’ve done it myself, and so has my family. When my step-dad and half-sister were 
visiting the Parthenon in Greece, a butterfly circled around them before flying away. They said it 
felt like my mom waving hi to them. Recently when I saw a butterfly while on a walk with my 
family, I caught myself smiling and saying, “Hi, Mom.” 

So why butterflies? I can’t say for sure. Unfortunately, butterflies only live anywhere 
from a few weeks to maybe a month or so. But that doesn’t mean they had a bad life. On the 
contrary, they live beautiful lives, full of wonder, flight, and nature. Plus, I can only imagine the 
sight they get to see when they pass a group of excited children chasing them and marveling at 
their beauty. 

We can say the same for our loved ones: No matter how short their lives may have been, 
it was still a beautiful life. As much as I wish certain loved ones of mine could have lived much, 
much longer, I believe the length of life doesn’t always equate to quality. Going back to my 
mom, despite only making it to 57, she loved her life, and she always boasted about how much 
she loved her life. Maybe not every moment, but overall she knew how lucky she was. Loving 
husband, four children, and more experiences than I could ever put to paper. 

She was here for a good time, not a long time. 

###   

 



The Butterfly 
By William Pelarenos 

 
In my mind's eye, the image of the butterfly with its brightly colored wings represents the 
essence of spring and summer. 
 
The butterfly evokes memories of the warmth and calmness of warm afternoons where the 
butterfly soars near scented flowers, green grass and the shade of tall trees. 
The picturesque beauty of the wings of butterflies will always bring me peaceful feelings and 
warmth, even as I enter the cold depths of an inevitable and harsh winter. 
 
The butterfly may be gone when the frost and snow enter, but its image in paintings and 
photographs enhances my memory of its beauty and the warmth it brings me on a cold 
winter's night. 
 
The butterflies will multiply and be here long after I'm gone. 
Their effect on others will continue as spring and summer return, bringing back the beauty of 
more butterflies into the world.   
 

###    
 
 

Unforgettable! 
By Sherry Availa 

 
My husband Frank's paternal Grandfather Antonio, Frank's father named Frank, and others of his 
paternal family were born in Tlazazalca, Michoacan, Mexico. Uncle Louis who acts as our Tour 
Guide in Mexico was born in Cicero, Illinois eventually moving to Los Angeles, California. 
However, during his youth, he lived with his Father Antonio back in Mexico. He frequently 
visited his family in Mexico when he lived in Los Angeles. 
 
It's about 2 hours or more from Morelia and 3-4 hours from Mexico City. However, Uncle 
Louis drives Frank, our daughter Audrey, and me in a family car from Tlazazacala to Zitåcuaro, 
Michoacan, Mexico to Angangueo a small mountain village where he parks the car. From there, 
we four hike a very long rigorous trail for about 1-1/2 to 2 hours, pausing every few footholds to 
catch our breaths from the high altitude, up a steep, rough mountain path with an elevation of 
about 10,000 feet above sea level. Much to our disappointment, we see no butterflies along this 
long, steep mountain path. 

After undertaking this long journey of up to 2,800 miles from Canada and the United States, the 
Monarch Butterflies arrive at the El Rosario Butterfly Sanctuary to rest and reproduce. It's an 
eight-month migration crossing the continent and back, during which five consecutive 
generations are born and die. The peak viewing season is typically from mid-January to the end 
of March. 

Monarch butterflies can fly an average of 50 to 100 miles in a day during their migration. 
However, some monarchs can fly up to 150 miles or more in a day, especially with favorable 
wind conditions. The record for the farthest distance a monarch flew in a single day is 265 
miles. 



The adult monarch butterfly lives only 2 to 6 weeks. However, the last generation of the 
year, which migrates, can live for 8 to 9 months. This longer lifespan allows them to 
complete their migratory journey. 

Monarch butterflies navigate their multi-generational migration from Mexico back to North 
America using a combination of internal clocks in their antennae, sun position, and potentially 
the Earth's magnetic field. Specifically, they use a "sun compass" that combines the sun's 
position with an internal circadian clock.   However, at the very top of the mountain, the miracle 
of a spectacular show of millions of butterflies that cluster on the branches and leaves of the 
Oyamel Fir trees and other vegetation in the area finally appears at the 138,000 acre El Rosario 
Monarch Butterfly Sanctuary. The branches of the trees look like they have brown splotches on 
them. As soon as the sun shines on a colony of Monarchs, they start to flutter and the branch 
turns a bright orange. Then the Monarchs take flight looking like orange confetti. The Monarch 
Butterflies soar contrasting against the white, fluffy clouds and bright blue sky. The Monarch 
Butterflies descend to the ground for nectar from flowers or water from puddles or stream banks. 
When the clouds hide the sun, the Monarch Butterflies intuitively fly to their home tree. The 
humidity provided by the forest keeps them from drying out. The monarchs stay in Mexico from 
about November to March.  
 
Uncle Louis shares that the Mexican people have a variety of beliefs related to the Monarch 
Butterflies. My husband Frank and Uncle Louis are related to the Indigenous Purepecha Indians 
who live in Michoacån, so we have a particular interest in them. The Purepecha track the 
butterflies' fall arrival, naming them as a "harvester butterfly," because their return meant that it 
was time to harvest the corn. The Purépecha also believe monarch butterflies are the souls of 
their deceased ancestors who annually return for a brief visit. Mexicans also believe that 
Butterflies symbolize transformation, renewal, freedom, lightness, and joy. Angels and fairies 
use butterflies to send signs to guide us through life. 
 
The highlight of our trip is when we four stand very still like statues smiling and wide-eyed 
watching our daughter Audrey whose head, arms, legs, and back are now covered with a 
multitude of butterflies. Audrey smiles. Are our deceased ancestors visiting her? Vihat kind of 
transformation will she experience? Will she let go of her problems? Did an Angel or Fairy send 
a message through one or more of those butterflies on her to guide her through her life? Does she 
feel the lightness and joy? Will Audrey find this experience to be as unforgettable as we do? 
And, what about us? 
 
Our trip to the El Rosario Butterfly Sanctuary was very rustic with no amenities. However, in 
2025, the El Rosario Butterfly Sanctuary offers vivid signage along with a variety of amenities 
for visitors, including restrooms, gender-neutral restrooms, and wheelchair accessible parking. 
The sanctuary also has restaurants, souvenir shops, and options for both hiking and horseback 
riding to reach the butterfly colonies. There are also benches along the steep hiking trail and a 
visitor center with exhibits about the monarch migration. We just have to worry about the Drug 
Cartels. 
Thank you, Uncle Louis, for this Unforgettable trip to see the Monarch Butterflies in Michoacan, 
Mexico. Witnessing the great migration of the Monarch Butterflies at the El Rosario Sanctuary is 
spiritual, mystical, magical, and inspiring. 

 



### 
 

Butterflies 
By Manuel Frank 

 

In order for us to stay healthy, we need butterflies. Butterflies pollinate fruits, vegetables, and 
flowers to produce new seeds. 

Unfortunately, butterflies are a good food source for birds, spiders, lizards, mice, and other 
animals. 

The biggest threat to butterflies is humans using pesticides for destroying insects or other 
organisms harmful to cultivated plants on lawns and gardens. The product ROUNDUP may 
contribute to cancer, non-Hodgkins, lymphoma, endocrine (hormone) disruption. Also 
butterflies more easily die from it. Roundup is dangerous when it's wet. Don't let your pets 
or other animals walk around or eat plants that have been freshly sprayed with Roundup. 

I would like to take my grandchildren to the State of Michoacan, Mexico to visit the 
Monarch Butterfly Sanctuary. Unfortunately, the Drug Cartels are active in Michoacan, 
Mexico. Therefore, for safety reasons, I will continue to show my grandchildren the 
butterflies in the United States. 
 
I have four young granddaughters ages 14 years, 7 years, 5 years, and 3 years; and, I like to 
take them to the Peggy Notebaert Nature Museum to see the Judy Istok Butterfly Haven. 
Sometimes, we'll check to see if there are any butterflies flying around the public parks. 
When I visit the Butterflies, I feel as though I am in a Thin Place between Heaven and Earth 
while making a connection of Peace. 
 
I fondly remember when I visited the Monarch Butterfly Sanctuary in Michoacan, Mexico where 
the butterflies come home to die and to be born again and make the long journey of about 3,000 
miles over and over again. 
 

###   
 

The Monarch Butterfly Lesson 
By N. Stewart 

 
“Today, class we are going to learn about the Monarch Butterfly. Miss Camron is here to share 
her knowledge of Monarchs. Over the years, Miss Camron has raised Monarch Butterflies, 
releasing them after hatching to continue their life cycle, helping to keep them from becoming 
extinct. There numbers have been drastically reduced because their habitat is decreasing in size, 
because of modernization and because of the change in climate,” said Ms. Norris to her 6th 
graders.  

“I will let Miss Camron tell you about raising Monarch Butterflies.”  



“Thank you, Ms. Norris. Students, I have been raising Monarchs for about 6 years. Every spring 
Milkweed, a toxic plant, begins to grow in my yard and I watch for the orange and black of the 
Monarch butterflies to land on the leaves of the plants. Monarchs start the initial trip to my yard 
from as far away as Mexico. It takes them many months and several generations to arrive.   

The butterfly is drawn to the fragrant purple-pink blossom of the Milkweed and draws the nectar 
out from the tiny blossoms. She lays her eggs on the underside of the leaves. When the eggs 
hatch, they become larva (or caterpillars) and feed on the leaves, growing larger for about one 
week. At the appropriate time, the caterpillar becomes a pupa (or chrysalis}, remaining in this 
state for 10 -14 days. The chrysalis hangs vertically from the leaf ‘s stem or vein and its body 
begins to break down and reorganize itself, emerging as an adult butterfly complete with wings 
and almost immediately has the ability to fly, to reproduce, and to lay eggs as it continues its 
migration north to Southern Canada.  

I look under the leaves of the plant to locate the eggs and remove the entire leaf along with the 
eggs, putting them in a container that I date with the time and day I found them. Every day I 
check for more eggs and do the same routine from May through late August. The eggs hatch in 
batches and become caterpillars and eat only the leaves of the Milkweed plant that I provide for 
them. They have a voracious appetite and I must replenish the leaves often.  In ten to fourteen 
days each caterpillar form a chrysalis and enfolds itself inside. In about another 10 days, the 
adult body of a butterfly complete with colorful wings emerges. When they emerge, their wings 
are wet and must dry before being able to fly and are easy prey at that time. I watch over the 
batches as they develop and feel joy when I am able to release  Monarch Butterflies into the 
world. I hope that in a small way I have helped save some of God’s beautiful creatures.  

I brought a number of jars here today for all to see the different stages of development from egg, 
to larva, to chrysalis, to adult. I ask that you do not tap or touch the glass but merely look on 
them in wonderment. Come on up and take a look. Ask if you have any questions,” said Miss 
Camron 

“Is milkweed poisonous to humans,” asked Johnny, raising his hand.     

“It is poisonous to other living things but not to the Monarch Butterfly. It protects them from 
predators and from being eaten. Butterflies are prey to many species. I wear gloves when I work 
with the leaves of Milkweed plant. Never touch the milky liquid when a stem or leaf is broken 
off. It can cause a rash or it can blister the skin,” said Miss Camron.  

“How long do they live,” asked Susan. 

“The adult form of the Monarch Butterfly lives for about 7 – 10 days. During that time the 
butterfly goes from flower-to-flower pollinating wild flowers. It returns to Mexico in the fall,” 
said Miss Camron.    

“You said they live 7-10 days. How do they fly all the way to Mexico,” asked Tommy. 

“Monarchs fly about 50 miles in a day, roost or rest at night, fly approximately at 30 m.p.h. and 
fly as high as 1 mile in the sky.   

Mother Nature provides generation after generation of Monarchs in order to reach that 
destination.  Each generation from egg to adult live about 30-45 days until the super generation 
is born. That generation born late August or early September produces a hormone that allow the 



last Monarch generation to live for 8-9 months, wintering in Mexico and the then the life cycle 
begins again,” said Miss Camron.   

“How do butterflies know where Mexico is if they have never been there,” asked Tim.  

“They have an innate sense that tracks time and the position of the sun in order to return to 
Mexico, arriving every year on November 1. Look here, a butterfly is starting to actually emerge 
from the chrysalis. See how the wings are unfolding and beginning to slowly beat?”  

“Wow,” the children exclaimed in unison.    

“It needs time to recover from its exit from the chrysalis and to dry its wings. I will release it 
tomorrow. On an average, I will release about 100 Monarch butterflies over the 5-month period 
that I collect and assist in the Monarch’s cycle of life,” said Miss Camron.  

“Class, please thank Miss Camron for bring all the stages of the Monarch Butterfly and telling us 
about it,” said Ms. Norris. 

“Thank you, Miss Camron,” echoed the class. 

###   

 

Pulling Strings 
by Vicki Elberfeld 

 
​ Recalling my interview for the puppeteering job advertised in The Chicago Reader, 
imagine my shock to find myself interviewed by the puppet itself, a marionette, to be precise. 
The man who later became my boss was pacing back and forth, pulling its strings.  

​ “Is everybody happy?” the puppet would inquire at random intervals and then jump up 
and down for no reason I could fathom. I got used to it though. Sometimes the puppet would talk 
with me, and sometimes the puppeteer himself would interject questions of his own about my 
jobs and my interests. I had studied theater in college and so a job pulling strings on marionettes 
made about as much sense as any other form of employment. When we performed on stage, 
actually well above the stage and hidden, recordings were used for the voices of the puppets 
while we puppeteers remained silent. Perhaps the boss feared we couldn’t multitask, that pulling 
strings AND talking would result in entirely too much pressure on us, too much multitasking.  

​ When we performed The Cobbler and the Elves however, the boss, Ralph, and I actually 
got on stage and talked to and generally interacted with the elves. Just prior to our joining the 
marionettes onstage, I noticed Ralph would pause his performance, hang his puppet on a hook 
above the stage so that it dangled lifelessly in full view of the audience, and then adjust his wig 
and stage makeup just before running down onto the stage and joining the elves. Most of Ralph’s 
“rehearsals” were spent working on the stage settings and upkeep of the puppets themselves with 
little to no time spent on actual rehearsal, and our performances suffered accordingly. When we 
landed a well-paid three week gig at a shopping mall, after a mere two days of performing, we 
found ourselves moved to a less prominent place in the mall. 



​ It took three generations of Russian Jews to create these marionettes, puppet sized and 
even life sized, but as beautiful as those puppets were, making an actual living with them was far 
from easy. Those times when Ralph couldn’t quite pay his rent on performance spaces, his 
creditors seized marionettes as collateral.  

​ Puppeteering wasn’t one of my more lucrative jobs, and I have to confess I never actually 
added it to my resumé. I met many creative people this way, including audience members and the 
other puppeteers, not to mention the puppets themselves consisting of people and animals such 
as Snow White, Handzel and Gretel, the Wicked Witch, a wolf, dogs, and cats, and butterflies. In 
none of my many jobs did I ever cure the sick, feed the hungry, or make a dent in alleviating this 
world’s poverty.  

But I fully enjoyed myself, and working with puppets undoubtedly provided me with the most 
outright fun of all. 

### 

What Are the Odds? 
By J. Albright 

 
    Peter awoke slowly, a gentle tickling sensation on his nose pulling him away from his dreams. 
He could hear the steady, rhythmic sounds of the stream next to him urging him back to sleep. 
He took a deep breath of morning air as he opened his eyes, just in time to see a butterfly 
fluttering away, its wings a deep blue that faded into a jade green. He rubbed his nose and 
yawned as he sat up. 

     Peter looked around at his small campsite, which consisted of nothing more than the thin 
bedroll he slept on, the fire he had built the night before, and one cookpot he used for both food 
and water. His worn leather boots sat next to the small pack at his feet, and his coat had been 
used as a pillow. On colder nights, he would use it as a blanket. 

     He noticed the early morning light coming in through the trees, and realized it was a bit 
earlier in the day than he typically started. He considered laying back down, but he could hear 
his father’s voice in his head, constantly reminding him about the benefits of being an “early 
bird.” So, he pulled on his boots and began putting away his bedroll. It felt like a warm day, so 
he tucked his jacket in his pack, and drank some water from his cookpot. He dumped the rest on 
the coals and covered them in dirt and ash, then refilled the cookpot from the stream. 

     After securing his items, Peter walked through the brush and the trees, back to the trail he had 
been on the day before. He traveled down the winding path for the next two hours without seeing 
another soul, listening to the sounds of nature and feeling like the last person in the entire world. 
He stopped and closed his eyes, letting the serene balance of life wash over him. For just a 
moment, everything was perfect. 

     He felt a tickle on his nose, and a memory of deep blue fading into jade green rushed across 
Peter’s mind. A deafening crack tore apart the sky as Peter was struck by lightning. The 
thunderous boom that followed spread across the land for miles around. And when the sound 
reached an old campsite, an instant later, it caused a butterfly to flutter away. 

### 


