
The truth is…we gather on the Third Monday of each month (except for January and February 
when we gather on the 4th 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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Compliments, Insults, and the Art of the Duel 
Vicki Elberfeld 

 

​ Compliments aren‘t all that. Oh sure, it‘s nice to get one once in a while, telling us we‘re 
smart, generous, good looking, kind, or high achieving in some way. A compliment can make us 
feel better for…hm, let‘s see…oh, hopefully for as much as a full hour or, on even rarer 
occasions, as long as half a day. But while a compliment can sometimes lift our mood for a 
while, it‘s rarely life changing. I have a friend who doles out compliments without pause, and I 
doubt she gives them much thought. She‘s always telling me I look like I’ve lost weight, and if 
that were indeed the case every single time she‘s mentioned it, there would be nothing left of me 
by now. 

​ Perhaps I was born with a prejudice against compliments. After all, a family therapist told 
me and my parents we weren’t very big on giving positive strokes. I considered this might be a 
well thought out parental strategy to keep us kids humble. My mother grew up with a mother, my 
grandmother, who was incessantly bragging about her, and I sympathized when Mom told me 
how embarrassing, how cringeworthy that was, so perhaps she was only trying to spare us kids 
similar mortification. To please our therapist my family worked for a while on sharing positive 
strokes, but we soon lost interest and gave up. 

​ And I don‘t think compliments are nearly as interesting as their opposite, insults, which 
wound and fester within us. My most mortifying insult came from my literature professor, a 
well-known tough grader. I actually took an incomplete in his class giving myself almost a year 
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to complete my research on Schiller’s influence on Dostoevsky. I put my all into that paper, even 
learned some German to better understand Schiller, and a full year later, when I sat in my 
professor‘s office, I almost trembled with anxiety as I awaited the return of my paper and my 
grade. As he slowly passed the paper across his desk to me, my eyes became fixated on my letter 
grade in the upper lefthand corner. It was an A! An A, unheard of from this professor! A smile of 
relief crossed my face which soon expanded into a grin of total victory. But as I smiled my 
professor frowned and said, “Don’t let that A go to your head. Your paper was okay, but your 
oral presentation the other day was a complete disaster. I just don’t understand how you could 
create such a catastrophe. I am deeply disappointed in you!”  

​ I…I blanked. I couldn’t think of a response, so I didn’t say a word but rushed home and 
poured my heart out to my father, sharing my miserable experience. Whereupon my dad 
concluded, “Ah, so your professor helped you snatch defeat from the jaws of victory” and he 
proceeded to develop his upended cliché. And a few days later, when my girlfriend and I 
attended our first Quaker service at the Evanston Friends meeting house, I obsessed over my 
humiliation during most of the hour of silence which comprises the Quaker Service. I upset 
myself tremendously by playing my professor’s disparaging words, over and over again in my 
poor brain. Now I had learned that if the spirit moves you, you can indeed get up and speak 
during the silent hour of the service, and when I could no longer tolerate sitting with my 
tormenting thoughts, I stood up and spoke. “Now I know you all are pacifists, but please try to 
understand because I’m really in pain here. You see I never before grasped how a person could 
engage in a duel over something as trivial as an insult, but that was before I had ever truly been 
insulted” and I shared with that congregation my sad story and also my fantasies of challenging 
my professor to a duel, you know, theatrically slapping him in the face with a glove and saying 
something like “Dawn, Grant Park, choose your weapons.“ And thus began the second phase of 
my mortification as the parishioners gave me a wide berth as they filed out for coffee hour and 
my friend turned to me and said, “Vicki, I can’t take you anywhere, can I?” 

​ While I find fantasizing about dueling in response to insults deeply satisfying, I actually 
don‘t think the custom should be revived. True it could result in improving the gene pool by 
ridding us of certain idiots and might even lead to a society where folks behave more politely to 
one another, but my reading about historic duels has exposed me to certain regrettable outcomes. 
Take the one that took place in the air in Paris in 1808. Monsieur le Pique and Monsieur de 
Grandpré fought from two hot air balloons released from the Tuileries. Le Pique shot first and 
missed while Grandpré‘s shot deflated his opponent‘s balloon, resulting in the deaths of le Pique 
and his poor second. Another French duel took place over an insult of a cockade, a hat ribbon 
indicating one‘s political loyalties. After the royalist, Raoul de Vere insulted the cockade of the 
Bonapartist Barbier-Dufai, Dufai challenged him to a duel. They fought with swords and Dufai 
disarmed his opponent a total of four times. To even things out, they hit upon a bizarre way of 
restoring honor. They rented a carriage, tied their left arms together, instructed the driver to circle 
the area twice, and in that time fought with daggers in their right hands. At the end of their 
journey Raoul the challenger lay dead, entitling Dufai to the victory, yet he too died shortly 
thereafter. 

​ I am rethinking compliments and considering they might not be all that bad after all. Yes 
they can be dull, and most likely they won‘t transform our lives but, at the very least, I think I 
can say with confidence that no one ever died of a compliment.  
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###   

 

The Son of a Farmer 
By Joseph Pugliese  

 
He is the son of a farmer, which is to say his mornings begin before the sun has finished 
yawning. He learns the world by the weight of a bucket and the sound of a gate swinging. His 
father’s hands are maps—callused, stained with last season’s soil, the kind of hands that can coax 
a stubborn plow through clay and also smooth a fevered brow. His mother’s hands are different: 
quick, warm, always smelling faintly of flour and rosemary. Between them he learns the 
grammar of work and the softer verbs of care.  

Breakfast is a ritual of steam and small miracles. The kitchen stove hisses like a contented 
animal while his mother flips pancakes that smell of browned butter and lemon. The son watches 
the batter settle into golden moons and practices patience by counting the rings in the wooden 
spoon. He learns to chop onions without crying by thinking of the onion as a shy neighbor rather 
than an enemy. His father, who eats slowly and reads the sky like a book, offers a 
compliment—“You’ve got your mother’s timing”—and the son swells like dough rising in a 
warm oven.  

Discipline on the farm/land is not punishment so much as a promise: do the work, and the world 
will answer. The son is taught to feed the chickens, (and the dogs) before the sun is fully awake, 
to listen for the soft cluck that means contentment and the sharp peck that means trouble. He 
learns to mend fences with the same care he uses to mend a scraped knee, because both need 
patience and a steady hand. When he forgets to close the gate and the goats stage a small, 
triumphant escape, his father does not shout; he sighs, counts the goats, and teaches the son how 
to coax them back with a handful of feed and a ridiculous song about a goat who wanted to be a 
cloud. The song is silly and the goats ignore it, but the son laughs, and laughter becomes part of 
the lesson. 

 Animals are teachers here. The old hare, with a white star on her forehead, knows the son’s 
moods and leans into him when he is heavy with adolescent worries. The barn cat, a philosopher 
in fur, naps on the ledger where the son keeps track of seed orders and 2 birthdays. Of course 
who can forget the little piggy named Sir Oinks-a-Lot who believes he is a dog and will attempt 
to fetch a stick if you throw it with enough conviction. Once, Sir Oinks-a-Lot tried to wear the 
son’s rain boots; the sight of a pig with one boot halfway on and the other flapping like a flag is a 
memory the family returns to on hard days, and it loosens something in their chests that needs 
loosening.  

Cooking is a language of its own. On harvest evenings, the family gathers around a long table 
scarred by years of elbows and laughter. The son learns to make stew that tastes like the field it 
came from—root vegetables, marrow, a stubborn bay leaf that refuses to be ignored. His mother 
teaches him to fold pastry with the gentleness of someone tucking a child into bed. His father 
shows him how to salt meat the way you salt a story: sparingly, with respect. Once, when the son 
burns the crust of a pie, his mother calls it “character,” and his father, with a wink, declares it 
“rustic authenticity.” The son learns that mistakes can be delicious.  
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There are small, soul-touching moments that do not announce themselves. The son finds his 
father in the barn at dusk, hands on the old tractor, eyes soft with a tiredness that is not complaint 
but history. He sits beside him and does not speak; the silence is a kind of conversation. Later, 
when the son is older and the seasons have taught him the names of grief and gratitude, he will 
remember that evening as the first time he understood the shape of his father’s love: steady, 
unshowy, like a fence that keeps the world from spilling away. 

Bonding is practical and ridiculous in equal measure. They mend nets together, and the son 
learns to knot not just rope but trust. They race down the hill on a wheelbarrow—his father 
pretending to be a stern judge, his mother the loud, scandalized crowd—and the son discovers 
that the man who can plow a field can also squeal like a child when the wheelbarrow tips. That 
squeal is a sound the son keeps in his pocket for later, a talisman against the day when the world 
asks him to be too serious.  

Discipline returns in the form of early winters and late springs. The son learns to rise when the 
rooster is still dreaming, to stack hay until his shoulders ache, to count the cost of seeds and the 
value of patience. He learns that discipline is not the absence of joy but its companion: you 
cannot have the sweet bread without the kneading. When a drought comes and the crops thin like 
a shy smile, the family tightens their belts and their jokes. They tell stories about a cow that once 
tried to join the choir, about a scarecrow who wore the mayor’s hat and looked very official. 
Humor becomes a kind of fertilizer for the soul.  

One autumn evening, after a day of mending and milking and coaxing a particularly stubborn 
calf into the world, the son cooks a simple supper: beans slow-cooked with smoked ham, bread 
still warm from the oven, apples stewed with cinnamon. He sets the table and watches his parents 
eat. His father pauses, spoon halfway to his mouth, and says, with a softness that surprises the 
son, “That’s a fine meal. You’ve learned well.” The word compliment hangs in the air like the 
scent of cinnamon—small, ordinary, and utterly transformative.  

The son realizes then that the farm has taught him more than how to plant and harvest. It has 
taught him how to be present, how to repair what is broken, how to find laughter in the mud. It 
has taught him that love is often a series of small, steady acts: closing a gate, sharing a loaf, 
letting a pig wear a boot for the sake of a good story. He folds his hands on the table, feeling the 
calluses that match his father’s, and understands that one day he will be the map for another pair 
of hands.  

Night falls like a soft fuzzy blanket. The animals settle into their rhythms; the dogs breathe 
slowly and even, the rooster dreams of impossible dawns, The Pig Sir Oinks-a Lot snores with 
the dignity of a nobleman. The son steps outside and looks at the sky, where stars are scattered 
like spilled grain. He thinks of the compliment his father gave him and tucks it into his chest like 
a seed. He knows he will plant it, water it, and watch it grow into something that will feed the 
family for years to come. And somewhere in the dark, a goat bleats as if to say, very clearly, that 
life on the farm is messy, sacred, and occasionally ridiculous—and that is exactly how it should 
be. 

###   

 

February 2026 
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Knightblade: Los Angeles 
By Mark Moe 

 

The concert ended with the song “Shoot to Thrill.” Korbin, Eileen and Schnee left the 
raucous crowd and called Lance. 

 Lance picked up a call from Eileen and said, “So did you find our brother Knight at that 
rock concert? He was not at the bars or at least any that I visited.” 

“Aye, we found him or rather he found us and fought off a group of six drunk fools. He 
wants to see if Professor Plum can do something about continuing his degree online while he 
goes with us. He says it is important to him.” 

Lance replied, “I am in the same boat, but the Professor was able to get my degree 
converted online except for the labs which I must do when I get back. So, call Professor Plum 
and talk to him about that. See you three on the plane once I collect Dante.” 

He heard a voice say, “Much obliged, Lance” before the call ended. 

Once all five were on board, Lance introduced everyone and turned to Professor Plum 
and asked, “How soon can we make our way to our last Knight in Los Angeles, California?” 

Professor Plum said, “I will find out.” They watched as the rotund professor worked his 
way to the front of the jet and came back a few minutes later. 

“Good news, everyone! The pilots said it will be just over three hours to get to L.A. They 
must wait for a maintenance inspection before we take off from Austin. We should be landing 
sometime tomorrow morning. Has Lancelot shown our final Knight?” 

Lance nodded and said, “We are looking for a very tall, athletic, blonde girl. She is not 
currently wearing a Knightblade.” 

“So how tall are we talking there, Mister?” asked Korbin. 

Lance replied, “Six foot.” 

Korbin laughed and replied, “Son you realize that we are in California and six-foot 
blonde women grow on trees out here?”  

“Well normally, I would agree with that, but she plays Soccer for the University of 
California so that should make the search easier. How many girls are typically on a Soccer team? 
Fifteen or eighteen? They are probably not all blondes, or all that tall, right?” 

“Do we have a name?” Schnee asked. 

“Summer Knights.”  

“So, an American Football player is the last Knight? Do you think she will leave her team 
to join us?” Eileen asked. 

Lance replied, “We can ask her tomorrow. When we get to L.A., she has no games 
scheduled just practice according to the team's website. I am certain that not all of us are going to 
be allowed into the practice, so we will have Schnee and Eileen go as media reporters. Professor 
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Plum will use his connections to get you two media credentials, so you can find her. The rest of 
us will stay here on the jet. Sound good, ladies?”  

The next day after the girls got their media credentials, they took an Uber to the 
University of California to watch the practice. True to Lance’s word, there were sixteen girls out 
on the field and one blonde girl with crutches sitting on the sidelines watching. Her left leg was 
in a soft cast from the knee down. Unlike what Lance thought, all the players were tall. The duo 
approached the blonde girl sitting down and introduced themselves as media reps for a local tv 
station. 

Eileen asked her, “Do you know which one is Summer Knights?” 

The girl responded with a British accent saying, “You mean Miss Sunshine? That is what 
her teammates call her. I know her very well.” 

Schnee asked, “Which one is her?” 

The blonde girl responded, “She is me. I am Summer Knights. I tore my ACL at the last 
game and now I am out for the rest of the season. Did you two come here to interview me? I 
think there are better players deserving more “compliments” than myself.  

Schnee answered, “Actually we are not really media, but we did not need to talk to you 
about something important. Do you have a dagger-shaped relic in your possession?” As she said 
this, Schnee and Eileen showed their Knightblades they had hidden under their sleeves. 

“Technically, in my possession at my parent’s house. I was not allowed to bring it on 
campus because of school policy regarding weapons and replicas. Why do you need it?” 
answered Summer. 

Eileen responded, “It is not so much as needing it as much to need both you and it, lassi. 
You are the wielder of that Knightblade just like we are of those fused to our arms.” 

Summer looked shocked but before she could respond, “Schnee told her, “Please just take 
us to it and we will help you understand. You will find our cause just and something much bigger 
than ourselves.” 

Summer told them, “I am required to stay at practice until it ends at 5 p.m. Then we can 
go to my parent’s house. It is about a half hour drive with traffic.” 

After practice, the three women headed to Summer’s home where they found the last 
Knightblade. As Schnee and Eileen came into Summer’s room, the Knightblade’s symbols began 
to glow a shade of magenta pink. 

“Wow! It has never done that before. I thought it was just a family relic that was handed 
down. Does it do anything else besides light up” commented Summer. 

“Care to find out, lassi?” Eileen responded with a smirk. 

“I might as well. I can’t play Soccer until next year. So why not? Is this going to interfere 
with my university classes?” asked Summer. 

“We have a few college students with the same concerns, but it has been resolved by our 
advisor, Professor Plum,” responded Schnee. 
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“Sounds like fun,” Summer said as Eileen came forward with the Knightblade to fuse it 
to her right forearm. 

“This might hurt a wee bit, lassi.” Eileen stated. 

###   

 
A Compliment 

By Carol Karavon 
 

You are beautiful​
The Hummingbird said to the 

Monarch Butterfly 
 

###   

 

On Writing: A Personal Essay 
By N. Stewart 

 
I didn’t realize that writing was going to be an integral part of my life when I first picked 

up a pen, put it to paper and words ran across the page. Looking back, I see grade school was its 
beginning when attempting to create compositions, and struggling to come up with 3 paragraphs 
of words that said something about summer vacation. Writing was difficult then. Summer was 
summer. How could you put sunshine, lake swimming, boating, picnicking and playing ball into 
words on a flat piece of paper?  Those were live actions that happened in real life and not meant 
to be an arrangement of alphabetical letters coming together and placed on paper.   

Throughout the years of schooling, the writing assignments got longer, more involved 
and required more thoughtful expression of word combinations. There was improvement to my 
writing skills along the way.  

Leaving school, I found myself in Corporate America, writing practices for customer 
service employees. I produced, not essays or a few written paragraphs, but multiple page updates 
to technical operating manuals. When once-in-a-blue-moon questions came up from field 
supervisors, and after researching the answers, I created a memorandum titled This may never 
happen but in case it does here is the answer to let others know. Out of that come compliments 
about how helpful and understandable the written information was found to be. When a 
brand-new department was created, I was responsible for producing an entire 300-page technical 
operating manual. Then unlike now, the material was hand written, transcribed by a secretary, 
and sent to the printing company for publication.       

Retiring early with time on my hands, I thought finishing my undergraduate degrees was 
something that I wanted to do. It was my natural inclination after all the years of writing to seek 
courses in writing applications as a major. I dappled in a creative writing course where my 
professor, Dr. Ron, said I was a good, not a great writer, but I was too stuffy and technical. He 
said I should let the story flow from my heart instead of letting the words filter through my head. 
To build different writing skills, a class in journalism was selected. I disagreed with Dr. Ron 
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when he stated that an editor has the right to choose the story to tell and the way in which it is 
told to the public. I stood up and claimed that the truth based on facts or evidence from both 
sides was required. The public needed both sides of issues to be able to judge and decide where 
they stood. Furthermore, it was not up to a newspaper editor to tell the people what they were to 
believe. He listened, smiled, but I could tell by the look in his eyes that he saw me as being naïve 
about the real world of journalism and how it is done and for what purpose.   

Next in the study of writing, I opted for a course on ancient rhetoric where I learned that 
words could be used to win an argument, to motivate, to manipulate thinking, and to draw logical 
conclusions. I learned that discourse needs structure to be effective: an introduction, convincing 
reasons or examples, and a thoughtful conclusion. Carrying on with the thought of logic and its 
influences on the mind, I signed up for classes in logic and philosophy. Logic followed patterns  
and that made sense to me. The philosophers helped expand my thoughts to a more worldly view 
rather than the small narrow, limited view I held. It allowed me to look at and write about 
situations and issues from different and varying perspectives, and different points of view.  

Writing was an essential part of me now. I wanted to write. I needed to write. So, I 
continued my writing education at a higher level. With my classmates, we dove into reading 
about famous authors, discussing how their stories were developed, how their characters came to 
life, how their writing styles were unique. We practiced mimicking their writing styles to 
broaden our own writing style. We again discussed the great ancient orators and added 
contemporary ones as well. We learned different concepts of writing and from all that we learned 
we each developed our own Capstone writing project for graduation.    

Schooling ended. I graduated, but my desire to write did not end. Sometimes the world 
present opportunities for us to grab. An adult writing group was being formed at the library and I 
quickly joined. Like-minded people that loved to write met once a month to read and share their 
original stories, poems, or essays. My itch to write was scratched.    

Dr. Ron, my mentor remains with me in spirit and reminds me often to write from the 
heart, show emotion, catch the real story that wants to come out and put that version down on 
paper. He reminds me that I’m a good writer, not a great one, but I see the improvement I have 
made over the years and I’m pleased.   

 I was meant to write and of that I am sure. Does it end here or does it move somewhere 
in a different direction? I can’t wait to see where writing takes me next.   

###   

 
Compliments 

By Edward Schefler 
 

Are compliments necessary. 
Perhaps if in the need for encouragement. 

Or to give recognition to what is esteemed as 
commendable. 

 
And yet beware of an excessive usage of  
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compliments. 
Exhibited with a charisma of flattery.  

 
What are compliments, 
They are things we say 

When we don’t know what else to say 
As -- I felt compelled to give Robert Akins 
the recognition upon his retirement that he  

so rightfully deserved. 
 

At a gathering of fellow employees, I spoke 
freely on his behalf. 

 
“Folks…We have known Bob for his years of  

service in dedication and loyalty to the  
company.  

 
And how upon his departure I suggest you shake 

his hand. Not to forget to stuff a “C” note in 
his back pocket. 

 
His kindness will not be forgotten. As we shall 

remember him as a brother, 
as a friend, 

 
For shame are those of YOU who have not attended 

his retirement party. 
Well, all I can say is  

For YOU…HAVE DUG YOUR GRAVE. 
 

Would that Bob have piety on your wretched soul.  
On the ungrateful scum which YOU are.”   

 
###   

 
Compliment 

By William Pelarenos 
 

I  know that the final compliments that I receive will be after I have departed. Some friends and 
family members will appear to tell my family "what a good guy I was" and that "l will be 
missed" as my body lays perfectly still in an oblong box. Compliments like these are nice after 
my departure from this earth but where were these people when I was 'up and around.' Many of 
them never remembered to send a text message, an email or even a phone call to say "Happy 
Birthday," "Merry Christmas" or "Happy New Year." 
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Ah well, at least it's a nice gesture on their part to show up and pay final respects, throw in some 
compliments and say goodbye to me as my body is about to make one final trip to the family 
plot. 
 
To all those that matter, I say goodbye, farewell, thanks for the compliments and don't forget to 
feed the meter, time is running out. 

###   
 
 

Thank You, Nancy Stewart for… 
By Sherry Avila 

 
Thank you, Nancy Stewart for leading Pen & Ink Writers Group at the Eisenhower Public 
Library, Harwood Heights, IL for all those evenings over the years. 

Thank you for your thoughtfulness, kindness, consideration, skills, talents, behind-the-scenes 
work, and preparation leading our Pen & Ink Writers Group. 

Thank you for your compassion attending funerals of our members and sending out cards for 
special occasions such as a new born baby. 

Thank you for all your communications and emails to keep us up-to-date and in contact with one 
another. 

Thank you for arriving on time and consistently at all our Pen & Ink Writers Group meetings. 

Thank you for providing coffee, hot water, and more for us Pen & Ink Writers Group participants 
at the Eisenhower Public Library. 

Thank you for giving us a needed "Coffee & Restroom Break" at our meetings. 
Thank you for helping us as a group to create and share each other's "Prompt Words" to inspire 
our writing. 

Thank you for giving us the opportunity to express ourselves and to create our stories, etc. to 
share with one another. 

Thank you for listening to all our stories and sharing your stories. 

Thank you for your constructive and meaningful comments to help us improve and become 
better writers. 

Thank you for the "Annual Story Reading Event" for us to read our stories to the public. 

Thank you for sharing other activities within and outside the Eisenhower Public Library that you 
thought might be of interest. 

Nancy Stewart, I appreciate all that you do for our Pen & Ink Writers Group. 
###   
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Thank You, Granddaughters 

By Frank Avila  
 

I would like to compliment my two granddaughters Francesca and Analena for providing me 
emotional therapy. It doesn't cost me much, because the pay is companionship with my 
granddaughters Francesca and Analena.  

When I am feeling down, have anxiety, and am worrying about nothing; my daughter Audrey 
out of the clear blue sky will call me, and ask, “Dad, Could you come over and take care of 
Francesca and Analena?” I always say “YES!” Regardless of what appointment I might have. I 
cancel the appointment and go take care of my two granddaughters.   

I drive to the Gold Coast area where they live and park my car with the Handicap Placard which 
allows me free parking. I walk into the Gold Coast Galleria Condo Building, into the elevator up 
to the 13th floor, and out of the elevator. I walk to their condo, knock on the door, and I hear my 
Francesca and Analena yelling, "ABUELO! ABUELO!" which is Grandfather in Spanish as they 
open the door. They hug me, and right away they want to play. I'm chasing them or they are 
chasing me. 
 
My anxiety and mood change to happiness, gladness, and playfulness. We run around their 
condo, listen to music, assemble puzzles, eat a meal, relax and watch TV, dance, sing, or read a 
book. This is the best therapy for me, and I would like to thank Francesca and Analena for such 
a good time. 

All my anxiety is gone, my mood has changed, and my life is back to normal! 
 

###   
 

The Ultimate, It Seems 
By Dennis Johnson 

I had worked in my trade for 43 years. A trade, for all intent and purposes, has largely 
disappeared. The causes were technology for the most part, shops going out of business, 
obsolescence, and disinvestment. Yes, printing is still going, but not at the clip that it did even in 
a city that was considered the printing capital of the world. Chicago had the largest print unions 
as far as the number of members were concerned. 

 
And as my wages increased over the years, my opportunities to work in other shops rapidly 
diminished for the most part. I had only 2 union employers in almost the last 18 years that I was 
employed in the trade, though, and at times, these were not the most positive circumstances. I 
am thankful for those last two shops. 

So how do I put a positive spin on such a dour introduction? Well, It has more to do with job 
security, wages, or camaraderie with co-workers. It has something to do what supersedes all 
these things, but is not necessary for survival. And again, all these things mentioned above are 
necessary to be expressive about them, but this one thing is not. And it is a complement. It was 
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compliments that kept me going as a feeder and then as an apprentice pressman. And it was not 
what they said to me. They showed it by affirmation. They were glad to have me on the team. 

There was a guy I worked with at Harrison Lithographing. His name was Deak. He stood out 
above all the guys in the pressroom. The impression he left on me was that that he was truly 
meant to work in our trade as a life's work. I wasn't in this shop that long and went to another as 
a feeder and then a press apprenticeship. I didn't see him for 20 years. I was out of work and my 
union sent me to a shop that he was working at on a temporary basis. He appreciated the help 
that I gave him while his 2nd pressman was on vacation. It was almost like he wanted to go to 
the bosses and ask if they could keep this guy if it was possible. (That guy was me). And then 
there was Progressive. The union sent me over there for an interview with Rich who was the 
working foreman. They had other guys that they had interviewed. The press was one I was 
familiar with and I told him that I was surprised that they couldn't find anybody that knew such a 
common piece of equipment. He hired me right away. And after a few weeks working together 
he told the owner "this guy knows what the hell he is doing." Affirmation. 

And finally the last two shops. The one I worked at for almost 11 years. The one that I had a 
rocky relationship with the owner on an on and off basis. Dave, his working foreman, hired me 
and confirmed me as a keeper. The year was 1995 when we had all that hot weather and a lot of 
people died from it. Well, later down the road in this shop, the owner called me a craftsman 
among other things that weren't so nice. Still a compliment. 

There are many more stories I can tell, but this is my last one. In fact, my last shop. When I 
walked in the office and told Louie I was retiring, he got upset with me. He didn't want me 
to leave. Another compliment. 

 
Today we lack the compliment in our daily life. Criticism abounds and little of it of a 
constructive nature. So, do the simplest things first when you are in trouble which was the 
advice of a journeyman pressman to an apprentice. So, when you are at the restaurant and you 
get good service then give her or him a tip that matches that service or maybe more. A good 
place to start. A compliment without a word.  
 

###   
 

Compliment 
By Anna R Young 

 
In honor of February being "Black History Month," I'm graciously paying compliments and 
homage to those black and brown skinned men and women who gave life and limb to contribute 
nationally and globally to the fields of Arts and Sciences, Medicine, Aviation, the Military, 
Literature, Engineering, Technology, Math, Education, Civil rights, Diversity, Equality, 
Architecture, Music, Inventions, Innovations, Law, Suffrage, Inclusion, Exploration and many 
other contributions for the betterment of the disenfranchised. These are but a few names of those 
voices instrumental in the pursuit of human rights and freedoms through their many 
accomplishments. Also Sports! 

Bill Pickett - Cowboy. Star of the Miller Brothers Wild West Show in 1907. 
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Harriet Tubman -" Moses of her people." Union spy during the Civil War. Guided slaves to 
freedom via "The Underground Railroad." Founded a school for the indigent aged in New York 
in 1908. 

Mary McCleod Bethune - Founded a school for young African American women in Daytona  
Beach, Florida in 1928 with five pupils and $1.50 in cash. 

Scott Joplin - The creator of Ragtime madness! In 1974 the movie "The  Sting" won an Oscar for 
best sound track of his work. His music swept the world! 

Sojourner Truth - Lecturer for the rights of the downtrodden. Survived a brutal childhood of 
slavery. Well known for her famous speech, "Ain't I a Woman." 

James Weldon Johnson - Poet, composer, government official, teacher and civil rights activist. 
First African-American to be admitted to the bar in 1897 to practice law in Florida. 

Matthew Henson - Master sea man. Made seven trips with Robert Peary the explorer to the 
Arctic in 1891 and 1909. He was awarded a joint North Pole discovery medal in 1944. 

Rebecca Lee Crumbly - Attended New England Female Medical College in 1860, graduated in 
1864. The first black woman to receive a medical degree in the US. 

Bessie Coleman - Enrolled in a French Aviation school in 1921 and became the first Black 
woman to earn a pilot's license. 

Marian Anderson - Revered concert and opera singer. Not allowed to perform in Constitution 
Hall under protest by the DAR in Washington, DC. Eleanor Roosevelt and Harold Ickes, 
Secretary of the Interior, arranged for her to perform in front of the Lincoln Memorial. In 1955 
she was the first African-American to sing at the Metropolitan Opera House. 

Debrah Sampson Gannett -1760-1827 - She was unusually tall. She was a soldier in the 
Revolutionary war disguised as a man! She was also a soldier in the Continental Army from 
5/1782-11/1783. Her identity was discovered by a doctor during an exam. 

The following are honorable mentions: 

Jean Baptiste Pointe DuSable. Alexander Dumas. Martin Luther King Jr. Medgar Evers. 
Malcolm X. Barack and Michele Obama.  Coretta Scott King. Mae Jemison. Angela Davis. 
Nikki Giovanni. James Baldwin. Richard Wright. Zora Neale Hurston. The Tuskegee Airmen. 
Dred Scott. Maya Angelou. Toni Morrison . Alice Walker. Oprah Winfrey. Gale King. Frederick 
Douglas (Father of the Civil Rights Movement). Web Dubois. Huey Newton. Whoopi  Goldberg. 
Dorothy Dandridge. Sidney Poitier. Harry Belafonte. Louis Armstrong. Lena Horne. Butterfly 
McQueen. Hattie Mcdaniels. Ruby Dee. Ozzie Davis. August Wilson. Romare Bearden. Ralph 
Abernathy. John Lewis. Octavia Butler. Miles Davis. Earl Garner. Joe Williams. Dinah 
Washington. Berry Gordy. Redd Foxx. Robert Smalls. Sammy Davis Jr. Pearl Bailey. Count 
Bassie. Duke Ellington. Colin Powell. Condoleezza Rice. Hannah Nicole Jones. Thurgood 
Marshal. Willie Mays. Jackie Robinson. Hank Aaron. Misty Copeland. Leontyne Price. Denzel 
Washington. Oscar Micheaux. Cicely Tyson. Tyler Perry. Cab Calloway. Bessie Smith. Josephine 
Baker. Ava DuVernay. Quincy Jones. Michael Jackson. Prince Rogers Nelson. Della Reese. 
Stevie Wonder. Alicia Keys. Beyonce. Katherine Johnson. Dorothy Vaughn. Mary Jackson. Jean 
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Michel Basquiat. Kara Walker. David Hammons. Faith Ringgold. Robert Robinson Taylor. 
Clarence W. Wigington. Norma Merrick Sklarek. Leah Chase. 

Thank you my black and brown skinned brothers and sisters, those before me, presently and in 
the future for your pioneering ways and contributions to make the way a lot more easier to 
navigate socio-economically! 

###   
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