
The truth is…we gather on the Third Monday of each month to practice our writing skills. We 
listen and share in each other’s work. We are small in number and our commitment is strictly to 
produce and foster creativity among our members.  

We started in July 1999 and consist of adults that enjoy writing memoirs, commentaries, essays, 
poems, and/or prose. Our simple method each month is to use a pre-selected word or phrase as 
the basis of a story, an idea, an opinion, a derivative of, or an implied essence of and write a 
document of no more than 1000 words (approximately 2 pages).  We share our stories, comment, 
and in that way build up our writing skills through practice and presentation. The atmosphere is 
friendly and supportive, and the feedback is gentle.  

Curious? Always wanted to try writing for fun, entertainment, or even profit? Come visit with 
us at any of our open meetings. Bring a sample of your work. Sit in and see what we do. If you 
like it, join us every month and become a member. Contact Nancy at nestewart@ameritech.net  
for information.  
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The Farmer & The Artist 
By Solomon Whitaker 

  
At the end of a winding cart path, there is a beautiful farm—just past the meadow, the stream, 
and a giant oak. 
​
On this farm lives a nice, old farmer. He keeps everything the way he likes it: in harmony…the 
kind that farms often have all on their own. He tweaks and nudges so everything is just right. The 
chickens here, the goat there. Everything arranged just so. So it works. 
 
On a day with a light breeze, a brightly dressed itinerant artist hops the farmer’s gate and sits on 
the gnarly stump of a giant old apple tree. He smokes his pipe. 
 
The Artist calls to the Farmer, who is feeding the fish in a little pond: “Hey there, fella. Might I 
do some work? I’d like to ‘pretty up’ this farm and make it dazzle— you know, the way it was 
meant to be seen. Can I do that for you?” 
 
The Farmer is skeptical, but he agrees. The Artist only wants a night’s board and one square 
meal for his work. 
​
The Artist wastes no time. He hurries to the pond, where he knits little sweaters for the fish and 
tailors a suit for the goat. He paints the house a bright blue and gives the chickens their own little 
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flags to wave in tribute to the author. Then he adds brilliant spirals to the wheels of the Farmer’s 
cart so they spin bright yellow and red. Finally, he places a scarlet hat—embroidered with a 
mustang—on the Farmer’s head. 
 
The Artist sits back on the stump and lights his pipe. 
 
The Farmer has been watching the flurry of activity with calm. When it is over, he says, “Well… 
my coattails won’t get caught in my spokes now that the wheels of my cart are so colorful.” 
The Artist looks puzzled. “Doesn’t all this dazzle and make you want more? Doesn’t it make you 
think about why the fish would even need sweaters?!” 
​
The Farmer tells him, “Nope. Frost is why sweaters are necessary.” 
 
The Artist taps his pipe into the wind and says, “Exactly my point!” 
 
“It sounds like you don’t really ever have your hands full,” the Farmer says. 
 
“One would think! … if one only thought of utility like you. But Modernity calls! Idle hands and 
open minds!” the Artist responds. “The mother of invention—and imagination!” 
​
“I do have need of inventions,” the Farmer says. 
​
“You have come around to see that invention, art, and imagination share the same root. Like the 
author of this story, they are commensurate.” 
​
“And with that, I am on my way.” The Artist hops up from his stump and heads down the path. 
​
The Farmer walks over to his pond, sees the fish struggling to swim in their sweaters, and says, 
“But not all ideas are good ones,” and chuckles to himself. 
 

###   
 
 

Frost 
By William Pelarenos 

 
It was early morning when I left the house and saw frost on the front step. The frost was on the 
walkway and on the front lawn. I walked to the car when I noticed that frost had covered the 
body and the windshield of the car. So I sat in the cold seat of the car, started the engine and then 
switched on the windshield defroster, in order to start eliminating the frost.  
 
The frost slowly left the windshield but the message was clear, winter was upon us. We have to 
heed the frosty warning and shift gears into winter mode. It could be a harsh or a mild winter but 
it definitely will be a long winter.   
 

###   
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Straight From the Shoulder 

By Kelly Tansor 
 

​ I had heard about him in passing. He sounded nice, smart, and funny. When we met, 
though, those words were an understatement. Not only was he very kind and intelligent, he was 
still to this day the funniest person I’d ever met. We had plenty of things in common, for better or 
for worse—music tastes, dark senses of humor, childhood stories that would make most people 
cry. I felt honored to be rubbing shoulders with someone like him. 
​ As we grew closer and more comfortable with each other, we let each other see our 
vulnerable sides. Any time one of us would face any kind of hardship, the other was quick to 
help shoulder the burden, or offer a shoulder to cry on. However, his goal post kept moving. He 
wanted more and more from me, more than I could physically or mentally give. Still, I put my 
shoulder to the wheel, giving absolutely everything I could just to hopefully make him a little 
happy. 
​ Soon enough, he started giving me the cold shoulder. His silence, his avoidance, his 
generally chilly demeanor came in as fast as a winter frost. Quickly, all at once, yet not all that 
surprising. I always knew that one day he would finally decide I wasn’t enough. His standards 
kept getting higher and higher until I could no longer reach them. He was head and shoulders 
above me, and I simply couldn’t measure up. Maybe I deserved this treatment from him. 
​ Then his lies about me came to light. All the stories that never happened. All the quotes I 
never said. All the actions I never took. He said anything he possibly could to control how others 
saw me, now that he could no longer control me himself. I’m eternally grateful that he’s such a 
bad liar. My friends stood by me, defended me, helped pick me back up when it felt like the 
weight of his lies on my shoulders sent me to the depths of rock bottom. And he… 

He was gone. 
I couldn’t trust anyone after that. Any time I met someone new, I felt I always had to look 

over my shoulder to see what they were really up to, what their true intentions were. What did 
they really want out of me? How did they actually feel about me? What stories would they make 
up about me once they realized I couldn’t be absolutely everything they needed? I’d love to say 
I’ve since moved on and learned to trust people. And yet… 

All these years later—over a decade later, in fact—he’s still one of the greatest chips on 
my shoulder. This was my first experience as an adult with every manipulation tactic in the book. 
Gaslighting. Lovebombing. Manipulation. Deceit. You name it. Since then, other people have 
hurt me using these tactics or something similar. Each time is a reminder of the one person who 
started it all for me. 

I don’t know if there’s forgiveness there. Yes, we’re older now. We’ve moved on. We’ve 
grown. We’ve matured. We’ve bettered ourselves. But I still catch myself at times bending over 
backwards for people out of fear they will abandon me. I still get paranoid that my friends are 
talking badly about me if I don’t hear from them. I worry about the next time false accusations 
are laid against me, and I’m left with the burden of proof of something that never even happened. 

I stand here with no ill will toward him, and I don’t wish for bad things to happen to him. 
But I can say with certainty that he forever changed me. For better or for worse. 

 
###   
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Frost 
By Anna R. Young 

 
Brrrr! 

 
i remember the chill of "The Hawk" 

as we walked on the hard icy sidewalk 
on those cold wintry days in Chi-Town. 

 
it was so cold we could blow our breaths 

on the windows of our apartment and draw 
our names in the crystallized cloud of 

frost before we'd felt the heat. 
 

the ground frigid and frozen where 
nothing grows like the Arctic Tundra 

everything under. 
 

Brrrr! 
 

the frost, the chill, the cold, the 
frigidity of our lives frozen in time 

living on a dime. 
 

frostiness can be costly 
it's made me broke and broken! 

 
you always made a way mama when 

there wasn't a way, to melt away 
those frosty moments in time. 

 
love you always my queen mother 

you were like no other. 
 

Frost be gone! 
 

Thank you!!! 
 

###    
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The Sun Was Hot That Day  

By N. Stewart 

“Over there, son. Look for the brown box that says ‘Frosty.’” 

“I found it. Should I pull it out, Dad?” 

“Yes.” 

What was that? I’m moving. Oh joy, it must be time for Christmas. That year went by 
faster than I thought. 

“Okay let’s take it outside. You grab the bottom of the box and I’ll take the top and we can go up 
the basement stairs.” 

Wait, what is happening? I’m being tipped. Watch it! You hit my head. Easy. That’s better. 
Nice and easy.  

“Let’s put it down in the front yard. Open the box while I get the cords.”  

Hey, that stings. That light’s so bright…and it’s so warm, hmmm this can’t be Christmas 
time. It’s always cold when they put me out in the yard. It’s too early I say. This isn’t right. 

“I’ve got the cords. Take ‘Frosty” out of the box and bring him over here. Does he look okay? 
He’s old, been around for a lot of years. Check for tears, cracks, and holes before I inflate him.”  

“Looks okay to me. Go for it, Dad.”  

Why wouldn’t I be okay? I set out for a few weeks each year and I’m back in the box for 
months at a time.  

“This weather is great for putting up the holiday decoration. Must be 65 degrees today.”  

Sixty-five degrees! No, that won’t work. I’m not the Great Pumpkin, I‘m a snowman. I’ll 
melt. Put me back in the box until winter arrives. Put me back in the basement where it is 
cool. 

“Here’s the electric cord. Plug it in to “Frosty” to see if the old guy will blow up.”  

Old? Me? Old! I take offense. I’m good, no I’m great, the one and only Frosty the 
Snowman.  Uh-oh, that feels strange, having been  flat for so long. My tummy ball is 
filling with air and getting bigger, now my chest ball, my arms, my head ball is expanding 
with my “corn cob pipe, my button nose, and my eyes made out of coal.” I’m 8 feet tall 
with my stove top hat when I stretch. Look at me, standing so tall and firm. I could begin 
to dance around.   

“Looks good, Dad. He seems to be holding his air.”  

“Good. We’ll let him sit while we put up the lights on the house.”  

The ground is so green and covered with leaves. Mrs. Jones’ Halloween decorations are 
still up. Where is all the cold, white, fluffy stuff that I normally set on? It’s really hot 
today. What is this, early October?  
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“Glad to get all that done. Let’s see how “Frosty” is doing.” 

“Looks good. Release the cord and we’ll reconnect him in a couple of weeks after Thanksgiving 
Day.”  ​​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​ ​  

After Thanksgiving? That’s why the grass is green and there aren’t any white flakes. It’s 
too early for me. Christmas is weeks away. I’ll be a melted, dirty puddle of I don’t know 
what by then.  

“Pull the cord, shut him off.” 

No wait. What the…I’m collapsing. Don’t do this. What’s happening to me? You can’t do 
this to me. Stop. 

“You think he will be okay out here flat like this until after Thanksgiving?” 

“Sure, let’s go in. If something happen, we can always buy another Frosty or some more up to 
date modern character.”  

C’mon man. After all the years of service where I stood in the front yard, without any 
thought, you’ll replace me? No, no this will never do. Come back here. You can’t leave me 
here. What if there’s a heavy snow and I’m buried under it all? What if I fill with falling 
leaves and the landscaper scrapes me up, taking me away.  Wait, I see Junior is 
hesitating. Maybe there is hope.   

“Dad, What if there’s a heavy snow and he’s buried under it all? What if he fills up with falling 
leaves? We won’t find him until spring. Can’t we put him in the garage for now. It won’t take us 
long to set him up even if is cold or snowy. The other Christmas stuff is up and tested, and we 
already know Frosty works. Okay?” 

Please listen to your son. I prefer the basement but the garage is a better place than out 
in the front yard exposed to all various and sundry things groping around night and day. I 
shudder to think about it.   

“Sure, gather Frosty up and take him into the garage, if that makes you more comfortable about 
old Frosty, the Snow Man.”  

(Whispers) Thank you, Junior.   ​  

“Thanks, Dad,” he picks up the flattened snowman, carries it to the garage, and sings ‘Thumpety, 
thump, thump, Thumpety, thump, thump look at Frosty go. Thumpety, thump, thump, Thumpety, 
thump, thump over the hills of snow.’  

### 
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Frosty Windows 
By Sherry Avila 

 
In the 1970’s, we had sold our first house on 915 West Dakin, and then we moved into the first 
floor of a Greystone three-flat on a tree-lined street at 835 W Dakin Street in the Wrigleyville 
area, Lake View East neighborhood, Chicago. This three-flat was owned by Frank’s Mother 
Maria Theresa Avila who allowed us to live there until we moved to our newly purchased 
two-flat at 2110 West Belle Plaine Avenue, North Center, Chicago. Our small apartment had two 
bedrooms and a bathroom.  
 
When we lived at 835 West Dakin Street, our first-born Frankie was a preschooler. We did not 
have a second car, and I took the public bus and train wherever I went. My husband Frank had 
started his Civil Engineering business Avila & Associates, Inc., and he was gone Monday 
through Friday working in Lexington, Illinois where he stayed overnight. My son Frankie and I 
are alone. Other than my in-laws, I know nobody in Chicago.  
 
Winter came, and we found our apartment very, very cold. One day, I was shocked to see frost all 
over the windows inside our apartment. I couldn’t seem to remove the frost from the windows in 
the apartment. Even the smallest air leaks, gaps, or improperly sealed windows made the inside 
of our apartment feel frosty. However, I would never think that the inside of the window would 
actually be frosty or is it icy?  
 
When I went to the pediatrician for an appointment with our son Frankie, I mentioned that the 
windows in our apartment were frosted inside. He laughed and thought that I was joking. Or, 
maybe he thought we were nuts.  
 
Years later, we would discover that Frank’s Mother’s three-flat on 835 West Dakin Street was 
built in 1900. No wonder the windows were frosted inside in the 1970’s. I am certain that there 
was no insulation in her three-flat and those were probably the original windows.  
 
In 2025, to weatherproof the windows all of which we had replaced a few years earlier in our 
home built in 1938, we went to the hardware store and bought some window weatherproofing 
kits. We discovered that there are five ways to weatherproof our windows: 1. V-Strips (Tension 
Seal), 2. Foam Tape, 3. Window Film, 4. Felt, 5. Tubular, Vinyl or Silicone Gasket.  
 
Wish us luck? We’re just a little worried about our safety when we reach for the top of the 
windows with the weatherproofing. However, the first floor back bedroom windows are very, 
very drafty where we now sleep since I broke my hip and femur. But, we have no frost or ice on 
them yet. 
 
 Just think of all the homes, multi-units, and even commercial buildings that were built in the 
early 1900’s in Chicago and all over the USA that have no insulation but have drafty windows 
that let in the cold air of the winter. 
 

###   
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Knightblade: Italy 
By Mark Moe 

 
Back on the jet, Professor Plum finally heard back from Lance that he found Tristan and its 
wielder and they were heading to his location. He had seen news alerts on his phone about a 
medieval Knight killing eight armed men and he knew that was Lancelot. 

“That boy is going to be the death of me at this rate,” said Professor Plum to himself. 

A few minutes later, the duo arrived, and Lance introduced the young, white-haired, girl Schnee 
Weiss. 

“Snow White” the name suits you, my dear. I am Professor Charles Plum, and I am helping 
Lance find the other Knightblades. We are funded by Oxford University and the Museum of 
Natural History. We will cover your rental property expenses here in Germany and any other 
expenses you have through the course of this adventure. If you need anything, let me know. Have 
you been able to activate Tristan yet?” 

“No, he says a true Knight does not flaunt his power unwarranted. He will let me know when to 
call upon him,” Schnee responded. 

“Where do we go from here,” Professor Plum asked. 

Lance replied, “The next one is in Italy. It is a guy in Rome that owns several Air BNB villas and 
has a party lifestyle. He is going to be hard to nail down.” 

“Alright, I will discuss with the pilots and make the flight plans. You two just relax and Miss 
Weiss there is a large, private bedroom with its own bathroom toward the back, if you need to 
rest. If we end up with more girls, we will make that a permanent situation. Besides, the guys can 
take the smaller bathroom and sleep out here.” 

By the time the jet was able to take off, there was “frost” on the ground in the early morning. A 
few hours later, they arrived in Rome. 

“You two go have fun and good luck. Call me if you need anything and try not to repeat what 
happened in Germany. Miss Weiss, here is a new cell phone that is more reliable than your 
previous one. My number is programmed there,” responded Professor Plum. 

The first air bnb that Lancelot guided them towards ended with Lance and Schnee just 
missing the potential wielder of the next Knightblade by ten minutes. They learned his name, 
Dante Fratelli. His picture was on the wall, so they each took a picture of it with their cell 
phones. He had contact numbers for his office, but the desk attendant told them that Dante is 
hardly in the office and relies on automated messaging sent to his cell phone. 

“So, it sounds like the only way we can get a hold of this guy is to pose as perspective 
clients, and he might get in touch with us if he takes the bait,” Lance reasoned out loud. 

“Didn’t you say he parties quite a bit as well? Maybe we can catch him at the club? What 
do you think,” Schnee asked. 
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“That is a great idea, but of the two of us, you would stand a better chance with your 
white hair, you come across as more exotic. He would only show interest into me if he were into 
guys and the desk attendant confirmed he is ladies' man.” 

“I guess it is up to me, then,” Schnee replied. 

Lance managed to bribe the desk attendant for Dante’s favorite club and found out he is 
always in the VIP section. They went and bought a fancy shimmering blue party dress with 
matching heels and handbag so Schnee could look the part. After getting ready back at the jet, 
they found the club, a very modern building that looked as if it had been built over ten previous 
buildings and stood in stark contrast to everything else in the neighborhood. Hypnotic European 
and Italian techno rhythms pulsed inside the door. The bouncer let Schnee in for free, but Lance 
had to pay a cover charge. 

Schnee’s appearance with the pure white hair did indeed make her a standout and the 
local Italian women were not happy about this foreigner diverting attention from them. Before a 
fight could break out, a tall, dark-haired Italian man came up to her. It was the man they came to 
find, Dante Fratelli. 

“He said, “So you have Tristan’s Knightblade under your right sleeve? And that is 
Lancelot by the bar over there, right?” 

Schnee asked, “If you know who we are, which of my brother Knights are you?” 

“Galihad. Let’s go collect Lancelot over there and talk at my private table.” 

Once all three were seated and Dante ordered a round of Blue Curaco punch shots, Dante 
asked, “How many of us have been found? I sensed you two when you walked into the club. 
What about Gawain, Percival and Bedivere?” 

Lancelot responded, “As of now, they are unaccounted for, but I know where they are in 
the world. We will find our other brother Knights.” 

“Then what? We will go and protect the world from some mass catastrophe involve 
Queen Morgana? Do you not remember that she razed Camelot to the ground, but not before 
killing the remaining six of us? We do not even know if Merlin was able to finish his greatest 
weapon with King Arthur. I will go with you, but I am not going to help unless King Arthur is 
found,” Galihad responded. 

Lancelot answered, “You are always the realist, and you have valid concerns. I hope that 
you will render our aid if we require your strength, but for now, thank you for joining us.” 

“Galahad smiled and said, “Then let us revel and enjoy this night because three of the 
Knights of the Round Table have been found. I am rather enjoying this modern age with all that 
it has to offer. So, as my host Dante would say, “Let’s party!” 

The trio enjoyed the Italian nightlife dancing and drinking until the closing time and went 
to Dante’s residence to crash for the night. 

 

###  
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Frost 

By Edward Schefler 
 

“No tears in the Writer, No tears in the Reader.” (Robert Frost) 

  
A closest of friend Bill Gibbs never met 

his father whom abandon his 
family. 

 
 As the only child he was devoted to his 

mother. 
      She was an Invalid through injury. Yet the 

would attend restaurants. 
Living on the 4th floor apartment. 

 
I asked Bill… “How does your mother climb 

the stairs to the 4th floor.” 
He said, “ I carry her.” 

 
It just broke my heart, 
I wept…I cried… 
I cried. 

 
###   

 
 

Frosty 
By Pauline Bastek 

 
We spent a good portion of Thanksgiving stalking about family vacations in the sixties and 
seventies in our family Ford Country Squire station wagon. Only one car seat and no safety belts 
and it was an infant car seat that was not made to any safety specifications. My husband and I 
and our four sons, ages one to ten, loaded it up three times a year and what didn’t fit in the 
wagon went on the roof.  
 
I almost forgot our basset hound who accompanied us on the trips that consisted of staying in a 
rented cabin in the Ozarks or North Woods of Wisconsin. Pokey remained home with my mother 
on the vacations that consisted of a different motel every day or two and trips to museums where 
the primary interest was the museum shop.  
 
The rest of the vacation that was spent at home consisted of them playing with their friends in 
back yards or at the park which was two blocks aways. They came home for lunch and dinner 
but usually went back out knowing to be home by dark. They often went to play in the baseball 

10 
 



fields and would stop at the local library, all on their own, from about third grade. They survived 
and so did I.  
 
Today I would be arrested for endangering children’s lives. I would be accused of contributing to 
the delinquency of a minor and books need to be on an approved list before they are made 
available to children.  
 
What brought all this about on Thanksgiving Day. Frosty the snowman did! As I was watching 
the local TV weather report with taking a well-earned break from cooking, I gazed in amazement 
as a local TV personality informed us that our beloved Frosty the Snowman is considered by 
some parents to present potential dangers to children in the narrative like child safety issues and 
certain language might not be suitable for very young children.  
 
Frosty the Snowman is actually considered questionable. What next?  
 

###   
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