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The “Common Connection” is a resident-published monthly newsletter, which began in early October 2007.

The newsletter is created by “The Creative Writing Group” and was originally started by Kathy Carson, newsletter editor.

We’d like to invite all of you to join us & share your thoughts with us.  All you need to have is a hearty laugh & enjoy good company.
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TREASURES
By Linda Schmidt, Editor

What possessions do you treasure?  No doubt, the collection of items that we each consider valuable would probably run the gamete of a small toy from our childhood to a large piece of heirloom furniture from a great-grandmother.  Some mementos bring smiles to us, while others bring warmth as we think of loved ones who are no longer with us.  The saying “one man’s junk is another man’s treasure” comes to mind.  Some of my favorite “treasures” are a small 6” doll dressed in a pink netting tutu and slippers handmade by me as a 7 year old; an old harmonica in a beautifully decorated box belonging to my Father; a nut dish belonging to my grandparents (it was placed on their dining room table for every holiday dinner); and of course, my Mother’s beautiful artwork.   The artwork may hold some value for others; as for the other items, I believe they may fall under “junk” instead of “treasure.”

This month’s newsletter contains some wonderfully written stories about a box filled with some mysterious “treasures.”  They were asked to write a story about the box and its possessions.  As you will see, each one of them is well-written and the stories go in many interesting directions.  Our writers never cease to amaze and entertain me with their talent.  I have no doubt there are other Wilson Commons residents possessing just as much talent and we’d love to have you join the Creative Writing group! 
Have a blessed and Happy Thanksgiving!!
HEALING MEMORIES

By Rembert G. Weakland, OSB
[image: image3.wmf]In a moment of pique after the divorce, Mark swore he would never enter that house again.  He had been raised in it and considered it home for twenty years, but the memory of his mother could not be erased from it, especially after his father married again and brought that other unbearable woman into his mother’s space. Although, during the last thirty years, he had periodically met his father at the club or the park or the theater, he had not gone back to the house. Now his dad was alone in the house, both women having passed away some years before. He delayed his re-entry for days, but, realizing that he could stay away no longer, took out of the drawer in his study the old house-key that had gathered dust for these thirty years.

Mark found his father upstairs in bed, a nurse hovering over him, the oxygen machine humming away. Mark noticed at once that someone had put out on the dresser many of the objects that recalled the old days.  His eyes filled with tears when he saw his mother’s mother-of-pearl rosary box with the painted Madonna on the inside cover. Then he noticed that small pebble and that little spoon (now tarnished) that she had brought back from that memorable vacation in the Caribbean when he was only ten.  A grin surfaced when he noticed the dried roses that his dad had given her on their tenth wedding anniversary and that she loved so much.  He also recognized some objects that had been his dad’s favorites. The three dominos brought back memories of how excited his dad became when they played that game together. His dad’s harmonica, now not played in years, lay on the bed-stand. A tear welled up in his own eye as he saw the cast iron-figurine, a copy of the boy with the splinter in his foot, that his mom had given him on his eighth birthday and that he had long forgotten.

The nurse took Mark aside after he had taken in the whole room and whispered to him: “Your father is still conscious but slipping fast. To make your re-entry easier he had me pull out all the items he had kept through these many years and that only you would recognize and appreciate.

As Mark came closer to the bed and saw his father lying their motionless, breathing heavily, he noted that both eyes were wide-open staring at him. Then a big smile lit up his father’s face. Mark wiped away all tears and smiled back, both knowing all was forgiven.

CEDAR BOX v. CEDAR CHEST
By Mary Buerger
[image: image4.wmf]This cedar mystery treasure box, 9”x5”, held a private collection of someone’s mementos:  photo of child, wrapped in a winter coat and sitting in a wagon; a stem of dried roses; harmonica; pill box; 3 dominoes; house key; pebble; ancient spoon; and a toy soldier. 
Our assignment was to compose a story of the above items.  I selected the house key, typical vintage 1920’s.  The key is one like I used to lock and unlock our front door in Bay View from the 1940’s to 2004 ― 64 years until we turned it over to the realtor when the house was sold.  Another item, the photo, sepia colored, in a 3”x5” oval frame, could have been my little brother sitting in the wagon, our transportation in the 20’s when Mom trekked us to South Shore Park in the summer.

This cedar box is 1/50th the size of that cedar chest that sat in our bedroom all the years we were implanted in Bay View.  Mom’s brother, Uncle Felix, was a carpenter and made it for her; we benefited from its fragrance.  Enclosed items were nothing like the trinkets in our assigned mystery box.  It had two layers loaded with Mom’s linens and muslin from Schuster’s or Goldman’s on Red Tag Day.  That muslin was used to wrap bundles to Germany and Poland during World War II.  Thanks continued into the late 20th century from relatives recalling gifts of food, used clothing, and toys for children.  Our cedar chest, which was the same color as the mystery box, has been earmarked for my niece when I go to my next home (which is just around the corner and I pass daily and visit occasionally).
TREASURE CHEST
By M. E. Koch
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What’s in the box you ask?  Well, let’s look.  Oh, yes, these are things I was going to put away, but never got around to it.  That picture?  That’s Uncle Bill when he was your age.  The harmonica was his, too, and he picked up that stone on the shore of Lake Superior.  These roses!  Uncle Bill picked them and gave them to our Mother and she pinned them on the curtain tie-back.  She must have liked them because they stayed there for a number of years.  We gave away our set of dominoes and I imagine that someone was upset when they realized that three were missing.  Why the spoon is in there, I can only imagine that I didn’t feel like polishing it and put it where it belonged.  Yes, you can have the box for your treasures, and, yes, you can have the little metal man.
A TREASURE BOX
By Pauline Lindner

[image: image6.wmf]I love to browse in thrift stores.  You never know what you will find there.  Recently, I visited the Salvation Army store, just wandering around looking at the variety of objects on the shelves when I spotted this little wooden box.  It seemed to call out to me, saying “Pick me up and look inside,” so I did as directed and found that it was not empty as one would have imagined.  It had some very interesting objects inside.  Now, why would the employees leave things in the box when they accepted it for reselling?  Or, did someone come into the store carrying the box and place it on the shelf because they didn’t know what to do with the contents?  Since there was no marked price on the box, that was a possibility.
My curiosity got the best of me.  I really wanted the box, contents and all, but how could I purchase it without a price tag?  No one was standing near me so I decided to examine the contents and try to visualize the previous owner.  Child or adult?  Young or old?  Male or female?  What could the objects tell me about the person who collected these things?

A harmonica was the largest article that caught my eye.  I once owned a harmonica and tried to learn to play tunes with it, but I could never get the hang of the necessary breath control to make a recognizable melody.  I laid it gently back in the box and picked up a well-preserved dried rose.  That brought back romantic memories of a first date and a small corsage to wear to a party.  I replaced it in the box and brought up an old spoon to examine.  It looked like a serving spoon, marked on the back as sterling silver, but so tarnished and bent, I decided it had been abused in use as though a child had tried to dig with it in hard clay.

I replaced the spoon and was looking at other objects in the box when a man and a little boy approached me.  “Excuse me, Maam,” the gentleman said.  “May I have that box, please.  It isn’t for sale.  My little boy plays with the things in there when we are traveling and while I was trying on a jacket he wandered away from me and laid the box on the shelf.”

THE MYSTERY BOX

[image: image7.wmf]By Virginia Laabs

After my Grandma and Grandpa died we went looking in the attic because we had to sell their home.  We found this small cedar box hidden behind a hole in the wall.  Upon opening it we found a baby picture of the little boy Grandma had when she came to this country and died before my Dad was born.  She kept some dried roses that must have been on the casket.

Also, there was a small toy that could have been the baby’s favorite.  Grandpa’s harmonica was in there, too (he was in a band), along with Grandma’s rosary box and rosary.  A silver spoon was in the box; it belonged to Grandma’s sister Ann who had died when Grandma was younger.  I imagined that the pretty flat stone that was in the box was picked up by the little boy along the shore when they landed on Ellis Island.  One more item that was in the box was a key ― a key from the first home they owned after becoming citizens.  All these things were precious to Grandma.

A BIG DECISION!
By Connie Balistreri

[image: image8.wmf]Jake had a big decision to make.  His wife, Emma, died suddenly and he knew he could not continue to live in his house any longer.  The memories of her were haunting and he couldn’t decide whether to wait a year or move sooner.  After looking over all the treasures and gifts they had accumulated after years of travel, he knew it would probably be a year before he could move.
He started the grueling task of sorting out his things ― what was trash or treasure.  He started in the basement and went through all of his things ― tools, golf clubs, etc.  He ended up in the bedroom, there was a linen closet filled with linens and towels and bedspreads.  Then he spotted an embroidered pillowcase wrapped around a box.  What could this be?  He opened the box and it was filled with memories.
· A skeleton key ― not a notion what door it would open.  It’s puzzling.

· A harmonica ― of course I remember begging my Mom to buy it for me.  I never stopped playing it.  What were you thinking, my Dad asked my Mom.  She answered gingerly; at least I know where he is.

· Back to the Key ― no clue!

· A tarnished spoon ― it was from a silver set that Emma got tired of polishing and switched to stainless steel; good choice.

· Look at this small bouquet of dried roses.  I remember giving it to her along with the engagement ring.  She kept it all these years.

· Then there’s still the one puzzling object ― the key.  Why can’t I remember what door it opens?

· I found a small ivory box with a rosary inside.  I gave it to Emma 56 years ago at our wedding.

I wish Emma had told me why she kept the key all those years!

· A small picture of a 3-year old boy was in the box; our Jimmy sitting in his favorite red coaster.  What a terrible loss when Jimmy died during the influenza epidemic.  My Emma was inconsolable and so was I.

· There was also a small stone, the size of a quarter, flat and very colorful ― the type you throw into a stream and watch it skim through the water.  I probably didn’t want to lose it.

· Another item was a small figurine of a boy in a straw hat ― probably part of Jimmy’s train set.

Oh my Lord, the key!  Of course, it was to our dream getaway cottage on Pine Lake, which we regrettably had to sell.  Somehow we never returned this key.  I wonder if it’s still there?  Perhaps some day I may go up there and find out.

And, oh yes, the 3 dominoes ― I wonder who won the game.  My sisters wouldn’t let me play ― I guess I showed them.
THE KEY TO HER HEART

By Betty Burden

“Jimmy, Jimmy, look what I found,” Jane gasped as she skidded to a stop next to her 8 year old twin brother.  “Watch it – you’re on the track – oh, here comes the train; now look what you’ve done, it’s a wreck.”  Jimmy pushed his sister back away from his electric train layout and began to pick up the pieces of track she had scattered.

[image: image9.wmf]
She shook his shoulder and said, “But just see what I have,” as she waved a rather small reddish colored box under his nose.  Jimmy pulled back and asked, “Does Maggie know you’ve got that?  You better hide if she sees you with it ― what is it anyway?”  It’s her treasure chest ― she told me never to touch it and not even think of opening it,” Jane told him.  Jimmy shrugged and said, “So, whatcha gonna do?  Who cares what she’s got anyway?  She’ll tell Dad you ‘invaded her privacy’.”
“Oh, come on and help me see what’s in here,” Jane said as she opened the small little chest and dumped the contents on the floor between them.  “Looks like junk to me,” Jim said as he held up an old harmonica and started to blow in it.  “Look, there’s our missing dominoes and whose baby picture is that?  I think it’s me when I was little, but she doesn’t like me much.  I wonder why she has my picture.  And look at this little statue and this old dried flower, and there’s the teaspoon Mom couldn’t find.  And here’s a stone, a good skipping stone.  What’s this goofy key for?  It’s too little to open anything,” Jimmy rambled as he pushed the things away and went back to his trains.

Hurry, help me put everything back, I think Maggie’s back home,” said Jane, as she shoved all the things back into the box and placed it behind her back as their big sister, Maggie, came into the room.  Of course, Maggie saw what she had and grabbed it and ran out to her own room and slammed the door.  She soon came out into the hall smiling her big sister, secret smile and sailed into the kitchen.  She whispered to her mother, “They found the key, but they didn’t know it was the key to my diary, so they didn’t see that.  You were right ― it was a good place to hide it, in with some other stuff.” 

IN MEMORY… “PEGGY” ― A LADY, A FRIEND

By Erv Domanski
She didn’t know me; I was a “stranger.”  Peggy had a hearing problem, as I do.  I asked her about her hearing aid and she gave me all the information about it (i.e., cost, where she got it, etc.).  She also gave me one to try.  It worked well and I thanked her and wanted to buy it.  Since she had two, she gave me the aid, charger and all.  Her kindness is my memory of her.  Thank the Lord for nice people.
THE ROLLER COASTER RIDE 

By Peggy Malmarowski
[image: image10.wmf]When I was about 18 or 19 years old, a group of eight of us went out to Waukesha Beach Amusement Park.  It was my first and last blind date ― I was talked into going on it.  My date was about 6’8” and the bunch named us Mutt and Jeff.  We all went there to have fun, so fun we had.

First on the list was the roller coaster.  I liked the ride and after we were all buckled in and starting to roll I happened to think ― I had a 5-tooth bridge that was starting to come loose and was to see the dentist that coming Monday.  I was hanging on the bar that kept you in and I realized I had to keep my mouth shut because of my loose bridge.  It was hard for me to do because each drop made my head feel like it would explode, so I could hardly wait for the ride to be over.  I didn’t know that short ride could take so long.  Now I know why people scream for joy.  I also know that I will not ride the roller coaster ever again ― my bridge turned into a full fledged denture plate and if I ever go to another amusement park, my big thrill will to ride the carousel.
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	EYE GLASSES
By Connie B.
Glasses
Clear, bifocals
Seeing, reading, sunscreening
Glasses mean sight
Vision
	LIBRARY
By Betty B.
Library

Mystery, romance

History, westerns, biography

Past, future

How-to
	MEMORIES
By M.E. Koch
Parents
Loving, strict
Caring, teaching, fun-filled

I miss them

Loss
	DOG
By Peggy M.

Dog
Lovable, companion
Playful, chases, retrieves
A dog is protective
Fido
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