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a CD or DVD disk and sent to us by mail.
2. Include a phone number or email address with each
submission. You may use a pseudonym, but all work must be signed.
3. Submission limit is 2,000 words.
4. Please be respectful to all. Read Groundwaters to understand
its audience, and speak from the heart. Every age is welcome here.
Featured artists and authors are representative of all ages and levels of
experience. We do not accept political or religious opinion pieces and
we ask our submitters to limit the use of profanity to only what the
story requires. No explicit sexual content or unnecessary violence will
be accepted. The editors reserve the right to edit the unacceptable if it
is to be published.
5. Themes: Each issue of Groundwaters is assigned a one-word
theme with multi-meanings. Submissions do not have to reflect the
theme, but those that do are welcomed.
6. Include a bit of information about yourself and your
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10. No payment (other than fleeting fame) is offered. Groundwaters
will provide two copies to a contributor of the issues in which their work
appears. Please include a mailing address for this purpose.
11. Changes may be made in submitted material due to
grammatical errors and space constraints. Whenever possible, the
material and content will not be altered. Authors need to be aware that
published material will also be available on the Groundwaters websites.

Groundwaters is produced entirely with volunteer labor and is
offered free of charge to the public. Therefore, we also gratefully
accept donations to help defray the costs of printing. Gifts and
donations should be made to The Groundwaters Magazine
Project. In accordance with provisions of the Internal Revenue
Code, donations are tax deductible for the donor.
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I

took this picture with
my cell phone from
the top of the Fern
Ridge Dam on December 10, 2013. It was Day
4 of what would turn
out to be seven full
snow days, and we
needed to get out of the
house. On a whim, we
called some friends who
were up at the dam, and decided to join them. The walk to
the top was pretty — fun and steep — but, the best part
was coming down. On sleds, boards, and deflated inner
tubes, the five kids and three adults spun down the side of
the dam at breakneck speeds. A few times, the kiddos even
caught air from the many huge rocks buried in snow. I was
taking a break at the top in a small patch of dry rocks and
decided to capture this view from the top of the dam. My
rubber Bean Boots weren't great insulation, and I was glad
for the chance to have my toes warm up a little. I was also
trying to make sure my little ones didn't fall down the lake
side of the dam as they horsed around. My friend's dog
wound through our feet joyfully.
I've never in my lifetime seen the lake so frozen. I
never thought even part of it would actually freeze so hard
that snow would stay on the surface! It was one of those
"are we in Oregon or Minnesota?" moments that was pastoral enough to make me forget that the lake has its dirty,
sandy, mucky moments, too.
That week of snow with my family, all snug and close,
was lovely. (The week had its mucky bits, as well, although
they were few) and the sledding day was definitely the
highlight.
~ Jennifer Chambers

“Best”

2014
April - “Ripple”
July - “Content”
October - “Lodge”
2015
January - “Trial”
April - “Art”

January 2014

Upcoming
Deadlines
Summer - May 15
Fall - August 15
Winter - Nov 15
Spring - Feb 15
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Editorial Perspectives

A

New Year! It seems like only a short while ago that
we were welcoming in 2013. Life has become a speeding train and as the years pass, it seems to go faster and
faster, pausing only long enough to allow some very special souls to disembark along the way.
We just learned that one of Groundwaters’ own special
contributors was among them. Wanda Edwards – no relation to me – passed away on December 30, 2013. She contributed wonderful poems and essays to our magazine from
2008 through 2010 until her focus needed to be directed to
her deteriorating health. We included some of Wanda’s work
in both of our published poetry anthologies, Groundwaters’
Poetry: The Early Years and Ripples on the Water.
I’ve since learned that she was an accomplished artist,
as well, and her last Christmas card was a simple watercolor painting of a winter’s landscape that she did shortly
before her death. Her favorite artist was Susan Seddon
Boulet
One of the things that endeared Wanda to me was her
deep love for family... especially her granddaughter, Nichole
Bain, whom she had taken under her wing as a teenager.
Wanda encouraged the talent that she saw in Nichole, enrolling them both in writing classes and introducing her to
our magazine where we published a few pieces by Nichole,
as well.
Family seemed especially important to Wanda and it
appears that she was surrounded by family when she disembarked from her own train of life.
We send our condolences to Wanda’s family and all of
those whose lives she touched. We are including here the
first poem that she shared with us in the spring 2008 issue
entitled “grandmothers.”
Our New Year’s message to our readers is a big “Thank
you!” for your continued support in helping us to showcase, over the past 10 years, the exceptional talent we have
in our midst. We look forward to continuing to bring you
the BEST examples from the BEST people we know! Happy
New Year, All!
pe

Looking for someone to proofread,
edit or layout your manuscript?

Check out
Groundwaters Publishing, LLC!
We also do layout and design for print-ready
files for on-line publishing or to submit to
your publisher!

grandmothers
I stand tall for
grandmothers
who feel age is a badge
proudly worn upon the body
those with or without children
who embrace the tumbling
and sometimes sliding years that pass
grandmothers with bodies shaped
and often twisted
by life fully lived
some with sagging breasts
or bellies enlarged and stretched
etchings notched into their faces
arms and hands weatherized
like sandstone mountains
my own grandmother
bending to give attention
to flowering plants
her bulging thighs poking out
beneath the skirt of her dress
and above stockings not worn with garters
but rolled down below her knee
her white hair
blending and merging into sheets
she always hung outdoors
both of them bleached by sun and age
whitened to nearly blue
by Mrs. Stewart's laundry bluing
I search everywhere for grandmothers
ones with minds shaped
as oddly as their body forms
ancient wisdom sits in their eyes
like a jeweled crown
sparkling and twinkling
I turn away
from grandmothers who attempt
to remain perpetually unseasoned
in the stupidities of youth
my anger rushes and tumbles
over the absurdities of aging stars
even doctors of one kind or another
who want faces stretched and
clipped and smoothed
To erase the autographs of time
what is this passion for youngness
that urges me to hurry instead of flow
I want to move as pitch from the cedar
easing and oozing down life’s highways
I embrace the ambling stroll of time
the honors created with advancing years
history and memories drawn in
crooked paths on face and body
old coyotes secrets
battles of life proudly won

~ Wanda Edwards
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Beauty

CORRECTIONS:

I looked for beauty in a world grown dreary,
dispirited by a world beyond my control,
the many about me yet unknowing,
marching to a distant drummer.
With a beat of a brighter tomorrow.
I looked for beauty in the dark of night,
the blackness seared into my very soul, broken
only by a moon and ten thousand stars, and
a candle’s flame dancing in a nearby window.
I saw only the deep dense black.
I looked for beauty in the city’s night,
despaired by the chaos of a hundred cars,
spewing their poisons, honking and banging
to pass a bus full of laughing children,
yet untaught of their own dreadful plight.

wish to apologize to our new contributor, Mark Barbour,
for incorrectly indicating that his new book, from which
his story, “The Long Take,” was taken, was Phantoms in
the Brain in the October 2013 issue. THIS IS INCORRECT.
Mark's new book is titled, The Long Take. I misread his
submission copy in which he was mentioning another
author's work and I somehow assigned it to him.
Mark, it was entirely my fault for misreading the email.
It was a case of trying to do too many things at once at that
particular time and I promise that I will be much more careful in the future. I hope that you will continue to send us
samples of your interesting new talent.
Please look for Mark's new book... The Long Take... at
your favorite book source!

One other correction... Dolly Ruth Smith’s name was
left off of her poem, “The Man in the Cemetery.” I can attribute this mistake as an oversight. The byline was there,
but had “rolled up” where it was not viewable/printable.
Sweet Dolly, I am so sorry! I hope that you are feeling
well again!
pe

I looked for beauty in my garden small.
autumn’s brown on summer’s weeds.
I gazed long at a ragged rose bush,
unseeing of a bright rose in blossom,
though this be November’s chill.
I looked for beauty in a church’s choir,
its voices raised in glowing praise;
the harmony rings out and my heart once glad
hears only an off-key tenor voice midst
the blended voices of four dozen more.
I’ll continue to seek, I’ve heard it’s there
from voices serene and secure.
Sometimes I wonder if it’s only mine
whose eyes have begun to blur
to the beauty everywhere — for one in focus.
~ Gus Daum

A Chuckle from Hoss...

H

I

oss Barker had been driving his wife Kris to work
because of the recent snow and on the way home
one day, she wanted to stop at the Market of Choice to get
some groceries. Hoss said that he‘s not a fan of grocery
shopping, so he waited for her outside. He was standing in
front, waiting for Kris to come out, when a woman walked
past and stuck a $1 bill in his hand. He was so shocked, he
didn't know what he should do. Incredulous, he told me
that, "I was wearing my $85 Carhartt overalls, my $150
work boots and a wool shirt I had paid $75 for... I didn't
think I looked that bad!" ~ Pat Edwards

Road to Mombasa
Bisecting the Athi plain
Silver ribbon
Twists
Around Maasai kraals,
Curls
Through dusty forests,
Flows
Across plateau, where
Termite towers
Dot
The Umber corridor.
Shimmering macadam,
Coils
Around the lava snake
Guarding the Chuyula Range,
Volutes
Among Weaver nests
That hang like ornaments from
Bleached baobab trees,
Spirals
Toward Kilindini Harbor
Journey’s end.
~ J.M. Mirich

January 2014

Groundwaters

5

The Philosopher’s
Corner
Thinking outside the box
By Jimminy Cricket

I

’m pretty sure this won’t be my best “Philosopher’s Corner” piece… there’s hope that the best is yet to come,
just not today. Some of you know that I had surgery last
July to remove a walnut-sized benign tumor from inside
my head. The procedure was successful and yes, it has been
a bit of an adventure. The tumor impacted my brain stem
and it, plus the surgery and medications, have temporarily
impacted my cognitive processes somewhat. As I write this,
I am still in a bit of a brain-fog, but am hopeful that the
weather will soon clear.
The upside of all of this has been all of the great people
I’ve met along the way – doctors, nurses, technicians and
physical therapists – in hospital, rehab and physical therapy.
I have much to be thankful for.
Therapy at OHSU in the form of Physical, Occupational, Speech and Pool therapies is now over; my therapy
continues in the form of Scrabble, Solitaire, reading aloud
and Lumosity brain exercises.
I have also had the blessing of being well-thought-of
during this ordeal – thoughts in the form of prayers and
best wishes. Thank you all. All things worked together to
pull and push me through all of this into the experience of
a “new normal.” I’m now looking forward to a greater clarity and increased participation in the Groundwaters family.

PLACE AD FOR
POETRY
ANTHOLOGY
HERE

Sonnet XXV
Legato, my heart, but sing with sweet joy
The eternal tide of time tarries on
Even though these moments have long been gone
That is only our cruel mind’s clever ploy
Dreams do not fade or fly; dreams do not die
Forever they remain deep in our hearts
Be they broken, shattered, missing parts
Our childhood fantasies never lie
For those were the days of truest peace
A laugh was a laugh, a word just a word
I took them as such, like a little bird
And watched the world unfold without a crease
Staccato, my heart, but sing without fear
Keep these hidden treasures ever so near.
~ A.M. Wied
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Roller Coaster
Life, it seems
Is made up of twists and turns
Back and forth,
Ups and downs.
As a kid I used to enjoy
Roller coasters
Especially the
Cyclone Racer at The Pike.
These days
Day-to-day life
Is itself a
Roller Coaster
One day,
A slow hard pull
Up a steep grade
And the next,
A rapid run-away
Down a steep drop.
One difference between
Then and now,
Is that the ride now
Has no structure,
Track or roller coaster car.
Another difference
Is that the ride is now
Multi-dimensonal,
Comprised of
Roller Coaster,
Fun House and
House of Mirrors.
In short,
The fun continues.
~ Jim Burnett (aka Jimminy Cricket)

Newly Published!

Step By Step: A Parent Guide to Autism Spectrum Disorders: Empowering Your Child Toward Success One Step at a Time (Small Steps)
by Michelle J. McBeth M.Ed.

T

ake your first step... on a journey to healing. Are you
the parent of a child with Autism Spectrum Disorder?
Are you feeling a little lost in the swirling mass of information available to you? Are you looking for a place to
begin? Then this book is for you. Author Michelle J.
McBeth offers nine key topics progressing through three
levels of difficulty; special sections on topics of interest
such as keeping your child safe, succeeding as a single
parent, and interventions; information on school, society,
diet, and exercise as they apply to Autism Spectrum Disorder; dozens of book
titles for reference
and further education and personal insights from her son,
Cameron O’Hair,
who has successfully navigated his
journey with ASD.
You will find a
pleasing, easy-toread, layout illustrated by Ryan
O’Hair. Gone are the
lengthy paragraphs
and in their place are
hundreds of action steps. These steps begin with the basics, slowly progress through the next steps and come to a
close in the challenge section. This book offers parents the
means to become more compassionate and informed guides
on their child’s journey to healing and success.
Ryan W. O’Hair, Illustrator; Cameron J. O’Hair, Commentary
http://www.amazon.com/dp/1492903647/ref=cm_sw_su_dp

OREGON’S MAIN STREET: U.S. Highway
99 “The Stories” by Jo-Brew

L

ong before Interstate 5 was built, Pacific Highway,
later designated U.S. Highway 99, became our “Main
Street” not only through the State of Oregon, but from
Mexico to Canada. Unlike
I-5, U.S. Highway 99
went through towns and
small communities along
its path, bringing them the
means to connect with the
rest of the state and nation.
Jo-Brew takes us on a
trip, south to north, beginning at the California-Oregon border, as the highway continues its climb
through the Siskiyou
Mountains. We then go
down through the connected valleys where
economies were built on
orchards, forests, farm lands, recreation and businesses built
to support the growing reliance on the automobile and commercial truck traffic that used it daily to deliver people and
products to their destinations.
OREGON’S MAIN STREET: U.S. Highway 99 “The
Stories” takes us along this route today, but it is filled with
the stories of those who grew up, worked, played and raised
their families in the communities along its path. Over 150
individuals shared their stories, some in the form of old
letters and diaries, but most in first-person accounts through
interviews, letters, email and even phone calls all done personally by Jo-Brew.
It’s been my pleasure to work with Jo in the last year,
helping her to prepare the book for publication. It is truly a
labor of love for a passionate and dedicated woman whose
heart and life are intertwined with the highway.
Nearing completion is her companion book, “The History” which she is allowing me to co-author. It will contain more stories and insights into these same communities along the route of U.S. Highway 99 that connect with
their earlier histories. For those who love old pictures, you
will be treated to many more than we were able to include
in “The Stories,” too.
So, climb on-board Jo’s little red Rambler and let’s
take a ride up Oregon’s “Gut,” or, if you’re too young to
remember driving “the Gut” in your own hometown, let’s
take a drive on “Main Street Oregon.”
Pat Edwards, author
Sawdust and Cider; A History of Lorane, Oregon and
the Siuslaw Valley (1987 & 2006)
January 2014
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Justin Ordinary:
The Best of Everything
By Michelle McBeth

W

e don’t mean to do it... solving problems that is. It
just happens. We really don’t mean to do anything,
but sometimes we just can’t help ourselves.
My five friends and I make up a group we call the Half
Dozen. Get it—there are six of us. The redheaded twins,
Cheezy and Dweezy (short for Dweezledork), Rocky “The
Rock,” G.G. (short for Gross Greta), Duck and me—Justin. You will notice that everyone has a cool nickname except for me. But that is a discussion for another day.
The thing that amazes me the most about our group is
how very different we are. It almost
seems impossible that we are
friends. Cheezy and Dweezy
know everything and everyone.
Duck knows machines. He hasn’t
come across one yet that he can’t
fix or build. G.G. is sciency. She
creates concoctions and experiments. She is also a master at
grossing people out. Rocky is
good at figuring things out. He
is the first to come up with a plan,
like Fred in Scooby Doo, but
Rocky’s plans are better. Then
there’s me. I’m just ordinary. I don’t do anything special
except make us an even half-dozen.
Our group spends a lot of time together. We can’t help
it. There isn’t a lot to do in a tiny little town like Johnstown
except watch the grass grow and witness the Markham’s
regular bickering match most nights over the back fence.
So, we look for any excuse to get together. This is how it
usually happens...
One of us will have something cool to show the others.
G.G. might have a cool new sciency thing to show us;
Dweezy may have found something on the internet that
we all just have to see; or Duck may have built something.
We have an order to who calls who and before you know
it, we all show up. It doesn’t take long considering we all
live within a mile of each other... except for Rocky, who
lives two miles out of town. His dad owns the junkyard
and is the town garbage collector. When Rocky gets a call,
he jumps on his bike and gets to town at “cheetah speed.”
Once we are all together and we have said our, “oohs”
and “show me mores” or “how does it works?,” we fall
silent and think about things. I imagine we all think of
very different things. Cheezy is the only one of us who
likes to talk a lot, but even she doesn’t talk all the time.
She usually carries some girly teen magazine around that
she pulls out and reads when she’s finished talking—fin-
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ished as in she doesn’t want to talk anymore, not that she is
out of words. While she reads, she either chews gum, twirls
her hair or moves her foot. It seems that some part of her
body is always in motion.
I tend to notice things. Nothing important, just things
that other people might not see, like how Cheezy always
moves or how old Mr. Grantham is really kind, but doesn’t
want anyone to know it so he acts mean. I think he has a
serious pride issue. Anyway, whenever the Half Dozen is
sitting around in thinking mode, I might be the first one to
bring something up I’ve noted like,
“Anyone seen how nasty the pond
footbridge is getting?”
The footbridge is the wrong
name for it. It should actually be
called planks sitting in the mud
across a muddy field, because that
is all it is. But everyone knew
what I was talking about. After
letting a question hang in the air
like that, I sit back and let everyone else do the work.
During that particular conversation, Cheezy replied, “Ew! I got my new sneakers muddy
the last time I crossed. What is the point of a footbridge
that’s sitting in the mud anyway?”
“At least you can still get bikes across,” Duck muttered. “Otherwise you couldn’t ride over the muddy field.”
“Too bad it can’t be paved since the rain accumulates
in that area,” Dweezy added. “Too low to the ground.”
“Hmm,” I inserted helpfully.
Rocky sat up straighter and said enthusiastically, “What
we need is a real bridge that doesn’t sit on the ground.”
“How are you going to get that?” Cheezy asked. “Build
it yourself?”
“Hmm,” I inserted again to keep up the conversation’s
momentum.
After a couple of minutes of silent contemplation,
Rocky finally answered, “No, but I have an idea of how
we can get the town to build it while believing it was all
their own idea in the first place!” He was obviously excited about this plan as he had that gleam in his eyes.
In a very short amount of time, The Rock assigned us
all to tasks that would put his plan into action and provide
Johnstown with a new footbridge. This is what we did.
First, Cheezy went to Dot’s Diner where she ordered a
soda in a glass with ice and a straw. She sat at the counter
to drink it so she could chat with Dot. “I heard that several
of the men are building an actual bridge over at the pond.”

I could imagine her saying this and then taking a sip of her
drink while acting like what she said was no big deal. Then
Dot, taking the bait, would lean forward and whisper, like
it was a big secret, “What did you hear?” I am certain, that
by the time Cheezy had one foot out the Diner door, Dot
had that rumor scattered halfway through town.
Duck and G.G. spent their time on the internet and in
the library looking up how to build a proper footbridge.
They worked incognito so no one would know what they
were doing. To accomplish this, they told the librarian they
were getting ideas for a science project. To be convincing,
they spent time in several sections that had nothing to do
with what they needed. With the two of them working together, it didn’t take long to have drawn up plans for a new
bridge.
Giving Dot enough time to do her work, Dweezy then
approached his dad, the mayor. During the day, the mayor
works behind a very large desk, putting on a very good
show of working at city hall.
“Dad, I’ve been thinking.”
“Yes, son?” Mayor Smythe (that’s pronounced like
“Smeyeth”) would reply from behind that very large
mayor’s desk.
“I’m sure you have heard that several men have decided to get together and build a decent bridge at the pond.”
“Hmm,” his dad would say while shuffling papers
around on his desk.
“Well, I heard more than one person over at Danvers
suggest that you should head up the project since you are
the mayor and all. I think you should do it. Just think of all
that great publicity.”
At this point the mayor’s head would shoot up and his
eyes would be full of all the possibilities. Mayor Smythe
loved good publicity. Then, Dweezy would drive the point
home. “And, Dad, you wouldn’t really have to do anything—just delegate.” If there was anything Mayor Smythe
loved more than good publicity, it was getting the credit
for doing something while he actually did nothing.
Once he encouraged his dad to put a meeting date on
the town calendar, I then went to work. Standing outside
of Danvers Corner Grocery, where adults often hang out
to drink sodas or coffee, play checkers, and gossip, I asked
any male passing or stopping if he was going to the planning meeting for the building of the new footbridge. And,
of course, no man would say no and risk being looked down
upon in judgment.
Rocky’s job was to feed information through Dweezy.
He sent the building plans, the materials list, estimated
costs, and jobs that needed to be done, and anything else
important to the plan. Mr. Mayor had no idea where the
information was coming from nor did he ask. It took about
three weeks from the first spark of an idea to the completion of the new footbridge. It was made from solid oak,
wide enough for two people to walk across at the same

time, and strong enough to hold up against the spring rains.
We know this because it made it through last spring without a scratch.
No one ever discovered the bridge was built because
six motivated kids wanted it and decided to make it happen. Every man in Johnstown took pride in what they felt
was a mighty fine idea. A mighty fine idea indeed.
If people found out the part the Half Dozen played in
this project, some might say it was shameful, but others
would probably smile and call it devilishly clever. That’s
something my grandpa would say. I say it was the result of
the blending of six very different personalities and the use
of our strengths to lead people in a direction that, if they
thought about it, they really wanted to go anyway.
We don’t do it on purpose. We don’t sit down and say,
“Let’s solve a problem today,” or “Let’s fix something.”
We just can’t seem to help ourselves. We prefer the best of
everything and I notice that when we put our heads together, we tend to get it.
Photo Credit: © Stevieg999, http://www.dreamstime.com/
Dreamstime Stock Photos

Uncharted Waters Beneath Our Bow
(For JW)
I’ve always loved the ocean;
I was born beside it in a tropical clime
Now from a jutting rock, a volcanic fragment
on the continental shelf,
I launch toward you—a gull on the wind,
across the lacy foam swirling
towards that setting sun…
who knows how many we still may have?
just you and me, my love,
crossing tiderips and cresting whitecaps
until safely in a cove
where we are lullabye’d, gently rocked
as we sleep heart to heart
each anchored by the other
life should be like this
every sunrise finding us together.
I am bereft without you breathing
next to me, bereft without
your hand seeking mine.
I love the water, the wind and the sun
but most of all, my dear one,
that I am near you
~ Delina Greyling
January 2014
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The Best of Us
by A. M. Wied
of her answer. But I was too tired to inquire further. Neiy cousin Emerentiana is one of those people who
ther of us spoke for a long while, until she broke the siare good at everything. Everyone loves her. She’s
lence.
sweet and pretty, and is a straight-A sophomore at the lo“Mary? You don’t know about me, do you?” she asked.
cal community college (she was high school valedictorian,
I looked at her then. “What do you mean?”
too). She is the oldest of six children. When she smiles, it’s
She closed her eyes and leaned back into the grass
like the sun doesn’t have to exist. When she laughs, everyagain.
body around her has to laugh, too. When she speaks, words
“Never mind. It was just a silly thought.”
of joy and love spill out with her milk and honey voice.
But I knew that she was serious.
She and I grew up together. She was two years older
Later that afternoon, I
than me, and I always hoped
walked down the dusty road
that somehow I could grow up
to be like her, but that never When she smiles, it’s like the back to my house. My heart
happened. She was beautiful sun doesn’t have to exist. and mind were even heavier
than before. I found my
and feminine, while I was just
When
she
laughs,
everybody
mother in the kitchen, frostcute and somewhat tomboyish. She was smart and philo- around her has to laugh, too. ing a cake. I immediately
asked her about what Tiana
sophical, while I was only of
might have meant. Mom
average intelligence. Everyseemed reluctant to answer at first, but she put down the
thing about her made sense. As for me… I was more of a
spatula and began cleaning the countertop.
haphazard.
“Emerentiana was adopted,” she began. “Her parents
She was the best kind of person, at least to me.
weren’t terrible people. They were just people that did terMy memories of her are some of the dearest that I carry
rible things, and they weren’t allowed to keep Tiana when
with me.
she was born. She was in an orphanage until she was five
“Tiana,” I remember saying one lazy summer afteryears old. She was teased a lot because she was very quiet
noon. My cousin and I lay in the tall grass that surrounded
and timid and liked nothing more than to sit alone with
her family’s farmhouse, watching the clouds inch across
nature. Then she was adopted by your aunt and uncle.”
Oregon’s sky. I was fifteen, and she was seventeen. “What
“Why didn’t she ever tell me about any of this?” I asked.
is your secret? How are you so perfect?”
I wasn’t angry, just confused.
She laughed. “Nobody is perfect, Mary. I’m sure you’ve
Mom went to cupboard to get sprinkles for the cake.
heard that before.”
“Probably because you never asked. Unasked questions
“Yes, but you are always so happy.” I protested. “Even
are always left unanswered, after all.” she said. I laughed,
when you couldn’t afford to go off to that fancy private
because it was so unlike my mother to say something like
college. Even when you broke up with Asher. Even when
that. The statement seemed better suited for my enigmatic
Aunt Marie died. It seems like everything just rolls right
cousin.
off your shoulders. How do you do it?”
That night I dreamt of a place like Heaven.
At the time, I was dealing with a breakup myself, as
I woke up feeling calm and peaceful the next morning,
well as a stressed relationship with my father. I wasn’t exwhich was odd for me.
actly in a sympathetic mood. I was sad, angry, and lost,
I walked over to Tiana’s house with a gift-wrapped
and definitely not contented with my life, unlike her.
bundle
in my arms.
Tiana didn’t answer right away, which either meant
“What is this? It isn’t my birthday.” Tiana laughed when
that I had offended her with the question, or that the anshe answered the door.
swer would be a good one.
“I know, I know. I just wanted to give you this.” I said.
“Only the souls that have experienced the deepest pain
She let me in, and we sat at the dining room table. I watched
are truly capable of experiencing the greatest joy.” she said,
as she opened her gift. It was a small leather-bound book,
matter-of-factly. “But in all honesty, the secret, so to speak,
full of poetry that I had written that year. If I could name
is simply to trust God. Just trust Him. No matter what we
something good that came out of my emotive stage, it would
think that we might know, He always knows better. He
be all the writing that it produced. Hundreds of poems and
knows what is best for us.”
several unfinished novels.
“Of course.” I said, not entirely convinced of the truth

M
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Tiana skimmed through the pages. “Oh, Mary. You
wrote all of these? This is wonderful. Thank you.” she said
as she paused to read a few of the poems.
One in particular caught her eye (I had written it the
night before; it was the very last poem in the book):
Life’s winds have brought me here
To this land of wonder and enchantment
I am queen of this realm,
I am happy
And I will never back down again.
Too many times have I faltered
Too many tears have I shed
I am finished with this chapter
I am free
And I go forward; I won’t turn around.
I look to the heavens and I sigh
I see my dreams unfolding before me
I am one with the stars in the sky
I am content
And I will smile, because I can.
Pain bends and twists us
We can break and shatter
But we are fixable
And we suffer until we realize
That pain is given to the best of us.
I watched as tears trailed down Tiana’s face. But she
was smiling proudly.
“Mary, Mary.” she said. “What a fine writer you are.
Someday you will be known for your words.”
She was right, of course.
A week later, my cousin Emerentiana died in a car accident that killed my uncle, too.
Seven years later, I am happily married and have a twoyear-old son. I have a bachelor’s degree in English from
the college that she wanted to attend. I am a New York
Times bestselling author and am currently touring across
the United States and beyond. When I’m not busy with my
books, I spend long lazy days at home with my family.
I am happy. I am free. I am content.
My first novel, Emerentiana, is a work of YA fiction
featuring a wonderfully spirited young woman as the title
character.
And on the back of the book cover is the epigraph:
Pain is given to the best of us. And only the very best know
what to do with that pain.
A. M.Wied is an artist, writer, and nerd who lives in Veneta, OR.Visit
her on Facebook! https://www.facebook.com/amwiedwrites

The Day Before
By Pat Broome

I

t was a bright sunny day in San Antonio, Texas when
Mrs. Briscoe told us that President Kennedy was coming. He was going out to Brooks Air Force Base. There he
was going to dedicate the new Institute of Aerospace Medicine. The motorcade would be traveling on Roosevelt Avenue, just two blocks away from my school, Riverside Park
Elementary. The entire school lined up on the east side to
watch the President go past.
I was green with envy because Eddie got to hold the
flag as the cars drove past us. Our teacher had each student
in our 3rd grade class take turns holding the flag while we
recited The Pledge of Allegiance. My turn had been the
day before. We stood waving and cheering, and as the cars
drove by us, President Kennedy and Governor Connolly
wave back. The sun shone on the President’s hair and it
looked red; just like mine. I wondered if he had freckles,
too. I wished that I could have heard him speak because
his accent reminded me of my mother, who was from Rhode
Island. None of us knew that the dedication ceremony was
to be President Kennedy’s last official act as President
On Friday afternoon, November 22nd, my friends and
I were getting ready to jump rope at afternoon recess. My
friend Teresa noticed that one of the older girls was crying
and we wondered what was wrong. “They shot the President!” she told us between sobs. Then Mrs. Briscoe told us
that it was true and that they
had taken him to the hospital.
Not long afterward, the Principal announced over the
loudspeaker, with barely suppressed tears, that President
Kennedy was dead. Teresa
and I walked home together
in a state of numbness and
disbelief. He couldn’t be
dead! We’d just seen him the
day before in the bright sunshine.
The next few days were
even more surreal to me because my family did not have a television. Ours had broken and we had not replaced it yet. We listened to all of the
news coverage on the radio and had to “see” everything in
our imaginations. My mother and I went to Mass on Sunday at St. Cecilia’s and we said a Rosary for the repose of
his soul. There was a small part of me that couldn’t quite
accept that President Kennedy was really dead, because I
hadn’t “seen” his funeral. It wasn’t until several years later
when I saw film coverage of the funeral that I fully accepted it.
January 2014
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A Little Different Take on the Best
By gael Doyle-Oroyan

W

ith three marriages including two divorces in my
history, while taking time to review and reflect on
my life, I had an “aha” moment. In spite of tough challenges and hard times related to the divorces, I have truly
experienced some BEST times in each marriage.
Forgiving and moving on, not necessarily easy, has
helped make it possible for me to recognize and re-enjoy
the BEST experiences in each relationship. Forget the bad,
focus on the good. It is that season of senior citizen life,
time to remember the BEST.
Young and in love with the idea of love and marriage
at 21, I married the first time in Hawaii, my home and one
of the BEST places in the world to live during the 1960s
right after Statehood. The BEST part of this ten-year marriage: the births of my three children.
They are the longest-lasting loves of my life. It was
tough raising the three alone; however, Number One son
became a lawyer, served on a senator’s legal staff in D.C.
for a time, but currently loves his career as a political science college professor in California. He’s a character,
charming, funny, smart, and a nut—the BEST son a mother
could have. He’s married to my BEST daughter-in-law.
They’ve known each other since they were young children.
Number One daughter was a delight, beautiful, smart,
set high school track records, graduated from the University of Hawaii, and was accepted to law school. A brittle
juvenile diabetic, she took good care of herself, but died at
31 from complications and heart problems. She was a true
love also. I still miss her every day but know she’s in the
BEST place now.
My baby daughter, now nearly 50, is still fantastic, one
of the BEST. After teaching elementary school for a number of years, she is back in school pursuing studies to become a school psychologist.
I’ve often said if I’d had to pick a husband for her out
of a catalogue, I’d have picked the man she married. He is
the BEST son-in-law a woman could have. They have five
wonderful children; all adults now. Four are married and
have produced my seven great-grandchildren.
My family is absolutely the BEST part of that first
marriage.
For the next decade, I remained single, then met a man
on the island of Kauai while working there on a special
assignment. In time, we married on a beach on Oahu with
lots of friends and my teen-age children serving as attendants. My children became adults and moved to the mainland.
After retirement, we decided to travel and to relocate
to the mainland to be closer to the children. We lived in
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Gig Harbor, Washington for six months, bought an RV,
and took off, developing a home base in Arizona; in essence, going from the tropics to the desert. We worked to
fulfill a dream of visiting all 50 states in five years as well
as other parts of the world. It took us about eight years to
achieve our goals.
Those adventures were some of the BEST life experiences ever. Visiting Washington, D.C., my birthplace, all
the memorials, the Smithsonian, White House, Senate and
so much more… the East Coast’s Maine and Vermont’s
beauty, the South, the Midwest—Kansas, home of my
father’s family—and Alaska, truly America’s last frontier…
every state is so unique, offering so much to learn and treasure. Only a small percent of Americans have been to all
50 states. I feel honored to be a part of that group.
We also took advantage of an incredible opportunity
to visit much of Europe. I served as the local paper’s reporter on a community choir’s journey through Germany,
Poland, Budapest, Hungary, Vienna, the Czech Republic
and other places. The choir exchanged performances, meals
and cultural information with the people of many little
towns and villages. We saw many places most visitors never
see; another BEST to be sure. Seeing the Alps, where Heidi
grew up and the von Trapp Family Singers and the Sound
of Music originated, are experiences never to be forgotten.
After 28 years of that marriage, he left me. Blind-sided,
it took time to recover, but I will forever remember and
treasure those travel ventures; truly the BEST times of that
period.
My kids, so supportive, suggested I take a year to regroup and prepare for whatever the future might hold. I
literally played gypsy, lived with my daughter for a while
and then with my son, trying to figure out what to do next.
I also lived with my sister and her husband for a while,
helping to take care of our mother. We visited England,
Scotland, Wales and Ireland (home of our ancestors). I figured I’d definitely remain single the rest of my life.
Often, when one door closes, another opens. Helping
to organize our 50th Kailua High School reunion, I contacted several classmates living around the country including one in Eugene, Oregon. Unbeknownst to me, his wife
of 46 years had recently passed away. In a state of grief, he
declined to attend the reunion, but in our catch-up conversation, he suggested we stay in touch and that I might consider stopping by to see him next time I traveled between
Washington and California.
We’d never dated in high school in Hawaii, but were
friendly as our class was relatively small and we’d worked
on the school newspaper and yearbook together. He actually designed the cover and did artwork for both which I

edited. After a variety of e-mails and phone calls, I arranged
to meet him for dinner in a Eugene restaurant. I took my
cousin who lived in the area as a chaperone as I hadn’t
seen this guy for over 50 years. Ya never know…
He’d told me he had a crush on me in high school, but
never did anything about it since I went steady with the
captain of the football team throughout our years there.
He’d also sent flowers to me in Washington and reminded
me that “Hawaiian style” I owed him kisses for those flowers. As he entered the restaurant, I walked across the floor
to greet him and handed him a bag of chocolate candy
kisses.
“That’s not what I meant,” he said, pulling me into his
arms and kissing me. The rest of our fairy tale is history.
We’ve been married nearly three years now. We went back
to Hawaii and married in Kailua with family, friends and
former classmates on hand to wish us the BEST.
He is a retired architect and quite an artist also. We
went back to Hawaii for our 55th reunion last summer and
had a BEST time interacting with so many old friends.
The third time is the charm, truly the BEST. Our background commonalities provide wonderful conversation. We
enjoy a variety of activities and travel in our retirement.
We went to England, Spain and Portugal this summer and
plan to revisit Hawaii and go to Australia, New Zealand
and Tahiti next year.
It is certainly wonderful as we strive to make every
day the BEST we can in these, our elder years. I feel very
blessed and thankful for the BEST already achieved and
believe the future is bright with the BEST yet to come.
gael (Mustapha) Doyle-Oroyan, retired from a career in public relations
and has been published in a variety of newspapers and magazines.
She’s also published children’s books and teaches memoir writing at
Campbell Senior Center in Eugene.

Freeze-Frame Moments
Freeze-frame moments seem to come as they wish
And I wish they would come more often than this.
When I see these plain images and bleed what they
were
I paint on torn canvas and choke on old words.
If I could I would freeze all these things in my past
And then cut them, frame them,
and shatter the glass.
~ Cameron Samford
Cameron Tye Samford is 18-years-old and lives in Oregon. His father,
Tim Hollingsworth, says, “I am proud of him — and a little jealous.”

A Poem Read
she writes profusely, words spill onto her paper
deftly, with precision hand, she creates verse.
now after hours of fantasy, heartfelt prose, check and
rechecked
her thoughts take shape...
but can a poem stop within written margins?
how does her verse take form?
how does she bring life to her words?
when the poem is read
the poet is now heard.
~ Barbara Newman

Handsawed and Weathered
The house appears to lean a bit, the porch just hangin’
on,
The roof could use another patch or two.
Sagebrush took the driveway and the fence is pert near
gone,
Ain’t no gettin’ ‘round it, this old place is through.
Handsawed and weathered gray, every board and beam,
Cedar shakes split by hand and all the nails square.
It ain’t much to brag on now, but once it was a dream,
The seasons take their toll and time don’t seem to care.
The old barn ain’t fared much better, you can see right
through the walls,
The tack room still reeks of saddle soap.
The hay up in the loft is gone, no stock kept in the stalls,
The lariats are all just rotting strands of rope.
There’s green grass in the yard, where the outhouse
once stood,
The hand pump’s seized and the well has turned to dust.
Handsawed and weathered gray, virgin timber turned to
wood,
The plow lays in the furrow, giving way to rust.
The corral looks like pick-up sticks, the chute stands
there in silence,
Old trucks and tractors huddle close together.
The old tree and tire swing, stand lonely in defiance,
Beside that old abandoned house.
Handsawed and weathered.
~ Michael J Barker
January 2014
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Endless Blue Sky
I look up and everywhere it’s an endless blue.
Unbroken, except for the secret places –
Only those with wings sing of...
I wonder what their song means.
I see where the autumn sky touches
the tops of the trees –
as if they are reaching out...
In all their different shades and shapes of green.
The contrast of blue sky and green, orange, red and
yellow
is so completely provocative...
Is there a woman anywhere more so?
I see a brick chimney amidst the trees some distance
away,
but not enough to seem uninviting,
and I imagine a warm fire and laughter
tonight.
In the far distance is a mountain,
almost lonely in its beauty.
It speaks of what is solid, reliable.
It is waiting inevitably for its gentle, quiet coat of snow.
Beyond that is the sea.
I know the color of it...
I know the smell, and how it feels to be there...
Because it’s in my blood.
And above it all is the endless blue sky.
~ Tim Hollingsworth

Left-Hand Drive
Congested cowpath roads,
roundabouts, carts, pedestrians,
black diesel fumes.
Metered parking, multi-hued flag, angled coins.
Kiando stuffed with peppers, onions,
avocados, fabric,
curtain rings, embroidery floss.
Feet beat on sun-hot cement.
Ticket leers from wiper.
Shoe shine man points to City Hall.
Double park in maze, queue for fine.
Mind numbing clash of cultures
drive us to bottled water,
Excedrine dawa.
~ J.M. Mirich
14
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Sally Forth
By Rachel Rich

T

he green ‘57 truck idles, its exhaust forming puffs in
frozen air. “Damn, it’s cold,” I think to myself as I slap
frost off my leather gloves and pull a scratchy wool hat
tight over my ears.
One last box goes into the pickup bed. Now I have to
pack my weaving loom. Thank God, it’s collapsible because I won’t go to college without it. Just then Mom steps
out of the trailer to tell me something and Dad offers to
help load the contraption.
Dad and I then debate which windshield fluid best cuts
ice. Of all days to finish moving, today there’s a stinking
ice storm. I make myself a thermos of strong coffee, then
grab some 20/20 de-icer, a few cans of oil and a pair of
jumper cables. Next I fill a jug with water in case the radiator blows a leak. It’s daylight and I hope a cop doesn’t
notice I’m missing a taillight. Last time the poor fellow
really regretted stopping me. He had to help me open the
floorboard, fill the battery with water and jump-start the
beast. Hopefully, I can make it all the way to Eugene without a hitch. Just have to remember to put in a can and a half
of oil and some water when I get there.
We make our good-byes, Dad looking sad and Mom
annoyed, neither saying why. Their thoughts are always a
mystery.
Traction proves to be OK on gravel, but while descending the paved grade, the old girl fishtails. This road is slicker
than snot!
I double-check that it’s in low, grabbing the gearshift
as Arctic air blasts up my sleeve through a gap in the floor.
Thank goodness it’s already in granny gear. My heart is in
my mouth and I begin to sweat, but luckily regain control.
As the Sunnyside Highway leaves the hills and flattens out, I shift into third and relax a bit. Then the windshield keeps freezing over, so I roll down the window, stick
out my gloved hand and squirt de-icer. And, because the
wipers don’t work, I once again reach outside, grab the
blades and sweep them back and forth to scrape off ice.
Smoky exhaust creeps through the floor board, though fresh
air blows through the open window.
So it goes for 60 miles, but it’s not too bad. I’m only
going about 35 and there’s barely a soul on the road. Besides, I’m looking forward to moving into that big old house
with friends.

To learn more about our returning contributors, check out their webpages on
the Groundwaters website at:
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com

My Trip Out West
I started out young with tubing and cloth,
Planned, created and formed with much thought.
A new coat for the trip, fresh paint for good looks,
My very own engine and airframe logbooks.
Fifty-five was the year, September the month,
Compared to a cub, I was just a small runt.
Well, after I flew and passed my flight test,
I left LockHaven, en route, headed west.
Veterans and citizens were flying about,
The G.I. Bill helped a few of them out.
Landed in Yakima, my newfound home,
With many admirers, not much time alone.
Two brothers flew me until fifty-eight,
Then on to Vancouver, a new home I’d take.
A doctor cared for me until sixty-one,
Sixty-two I was majored, fixed up to run.
In Richland I joined a pilots’ flight club,
Surviving the sixties ‘til seventy-one.
Lots of annuals and hundred-hour inspects,
Few minor incidents and no major wrecks.
Then on to Kennewick for a six-year stay,
Two owners later and twenty years of age.
Stylish aluminum aircraft was so popular now.
They called me the milkstool, meant for a cow.
At home in Lewiston, a new set of gear,
My nose wheel was gone; I sat low in the rear.
Thirty-foot wings, a bit stubby in length,
I’m prone to swap ends, taking pilots to the brink.
Drooped tips, a fresh cover and that’s not all,
Just like brand new with a fresh overhaul.
My wings came off; I went into a shed,
I thought I would fly, but saw storage instead.

Dana’s 1954 Piper Pacer

My owner went south for ten years and more,
No one to watch over, tend to or care for.
I stayed in this shed at Lewiston Airfield,
Alone in the dark for fourteen long years,
Covered with the dust of long-elapsed time,
Loss of a medical, no way could I fly.
A rambler bought me and received my keys.
In ninety-five some pilots mounted my wings,
All A.D.’s caught up and a few new parts,
Old radios are gone; I’ve up-to-date smarts.
I’m actively flying Idaho State,
Guided by satellite each route that I take.
Out West in a hangar, I’m ready to go,
When weather permits and fields are clear of snow.
Forty years old, I’m now free to roam,
Exploring vast country from my newfound home.
~ Dana Graves

Fly like an Eagle
By Mildred “Millie” Thacker Graves
From the very beginning, our son Dana, had been fascinated by the very idea of flight, both for himself and
objects, as well. As a toddler, he tried to jump off the back
of the sofa in order to fly. Later, he added a Superman
cape, but to no avail. He was very hard on umbrellas for a
period of time, as he made every effort to experience the
“thrill of flight.” Dana’s years in Alaska only intensified
his desire to fly.
In 1978, he started flight training through the Flight
Program at Lane Community College, taking the flying
lessons on a Cessna-152 at McKenzie Flying Service in
Springfield, Oregon. In 1992, he bought a paraplane, which
offered the thrill of flight. It was enough for a time, but
soon it became more like a toy to him and he was ready for
something bigger and better. Finally when he was in his
30’s, his dream of flight became a reality, as he completed
his training and obtained his pilot’s license in 1993 in
Lewiston, Idaho.
In 1995, near the airport in Lewiston, Idaho, Dana located a plane that had been pickled and partially dismantled
and stored in a garage for fourteen years. He bought the
plane, a 1954 Piper Pacer PA 20/22 and after much time
and effort, restored it to its formal glory. He still has the
plane to this day and it has given him many hours of pleasure throughout the years.
Through it all, Dana has never lost his thrill of flying
and his fascination and love of airplanes.
January 2014
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Don’t Go
Morning sun ignites my hope, my joy in yet another day.
Alas, the sun now setting, calls forth sorrow and dismay
Don’t go dear sun. I haven’t finished with you yet.
So much left to do, so many promises not kept.
Cold shadows wait, then sneak in while you pass thru
the door...
This brief, bright span, I had plans for so much more.
Don’t go
I thought I might find a friend today.
I thought I’d make souffle or update my resume.
I thought I would venture to the lake, pick blackberries,
plant a tree, listen intently to a chorus of bees.
I thought I might sort my clothes, give some away, empty
shelves, clear out clutter;
Open unread books, trash burdensome junk; get my
house in order.
Given a little more day, I could bake cookies for the kids
next door.
Write my grandchildren; write my memoirs or, just in
the moment, be still.
Perhaps arrange mementos on my window sill.
I might play devil’s advocate with my thoughts,
Clear out accumulated regrets, rotting resentments,
unserviceable anger.
Perhaps tidy stacks of life fragments, old photographs.
I could sort my “to do” lists; do something with meaning, ultimate worth.
Say something kind to a stranger; shed a little light on
this earth;
Alleviate someone’s suffering, worrisome tedium;
Perhaps stumble into the reason I have come.
Don’t go. sweet sun, ardent guest. Low orange orb, I see
you setting fires aglow, waving your regret.
No, wait, I haven’t finished yet.
You woo and tease me with your summer overtures,
your promises,
But soon shades of darkness cloud tear-filled sky,
harboring winter’s losses.
Don’t go. I grab you by your collar, beg you not forget.
I’m not finished with you yet!
More beauty waits uncovering, more sweetness yet
unsqueezed; I need this grace-filled day to last.
Silly me, in your warmth, I’d even hoped to bask, belly
down, in cool sweet grass.
Wait! I must remind those I cherish, the astonishing light
of their being,
Express my deep gratitude, their bond so safe and freeing.
16
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Since birth, on your warm welcoming sun-face I have
relied.
They say there is tomorrow, but could today be our last
meeting, you and I?
Please don’t go dear sun
I’m so not finished with you yet.
Much left undone, needs unmet. So many promises not
kept.
~ Karen Wickham

Forgotten Conversations
Who am I to judge if you’ll remember what I say
I don’t know how much your broken memory stores
away
I try to tell you stories that I know will make you smile
Even if you remember them only for awhile
Maybe they’ll come back to you when you’re fast asleep
And flash before your eyes pulled from your memory so
deep
It’s not my job to question the task I have to do
Whether my words stay in your mind, I must talk to you
My job is to make you laugh about some silly thing
To see the joy cross your face and the smile that it
brings
I’m not wasting time, though I’m sure you’ll soon forget
As long as you are here, our conversation’s not over yet
So, I’ll just keep on talking about daily mundane stuff
Someday, down the road, I know you’ll have had enough
When you no longer hear the conversations that we
share
I’ll probably just keep talking, in case you are still there.
You used to listen to me when as a child I would speak
I have not forgotten, while your memory has grown
weak
Silly childhood chatter, but you listened anyway
You were always there for me, so I am here today.
~ Kala Cota
This is a poem about my mother’s Alzheimer’s journey. Mom has lost
most of her ability to have a conversation. She can do the social niceties,
but she can’t string 10 words together that make sense. I struggle with
finding things to talk about; she no longer remembers my children or my
husband, but I talk about them anyway and she seems to enjoy that. I
remind myself that my visits are not about me, they are about her. One
day she will forget me completely, but I will have these memories.

Our Unpredictable Ocean
By Julie Woods Olson

M

ary and I have been best friends for close to 40 years,
meeting when our sons, Josh and Joel, were in first
grade together. It is our tradition to go to the Oregon Coast
to celebrate our March birthdays.
Two years ago, on a rare sunny, but cool, coastal day,
we stopped at our favorite spot to walk the beach and search
for treasures. The shrill cry of the sea gulls, the roar of the
ocean and the smell of the salty sea air were comforting
and familiar.
Mary walked south on the beach while I walked north
to take in the historic, scenic Heceta Head Lighthouse. I
was reminiscing that this is Josh’s favorite place to visit
when he comes to Oregon. As I had done hundreds of times
since my childhood, I walked along the edge of the water
dodging the incoming waves as the ocean ebbed and
flowed.
The next moment in time, I found myself flipped on
my back by a powerful riptide in the freezing cold water.
Mary’s light blanket that I had wrapped around my shoulders ripped off of me and floated out to sea. I struggled to
right myself onto my front side in the ankle-deep water.
The salty water filled my mouth. As I dug my hands, elbows, knees and feet into the sand, holding on for dear
life, the tide came in again and again washing the sand
right out from under me as I tried desperately to hang on.
The power of the riptide began to win the battle to pull me
out to sea.
Several people were walking the beach, but none of
them responded to my cries of “Help! Help!”
Mary, still walking down the far south end of the beach
heard my cries. She looked up, saw me and thought I was
just playing around in the ocean.
This time I screamed, “Mary! Mary!” Finally she realized that I was in trouble and came running down the beach
towards me. Fully-clothed, she rushed into the ocean grabbing me by the arm and torso as we both struggled to get
me upright.
Numbed by the chilly water, stunned and exhausted, I
lay on the beach recouping my energy. My hair, clothes
and shoes, full of sand, were soaking wet, with sand in
every crack and crevice in my body. Arms around each
other, Mary pulled me up the bank to her car in the parking
lot.
Sitting in the front passenger seat, I wrestled with removing all my wet clothes and shoes. The dilemma involved how to get all my wet clothes off, becoming stark
naked, in the presence of the other beachgoers. Mary
wrapped another blanket around me for privacy and
warmth. That is how I spent the drive home.
Mary collected my wet sandy belongings and put them
in a plastic bag in the trunk of her car. Our trip cut short,
Mary drove us to my home, all the while we relived my

near-death experience.
Leaving what amounted to a bucketful of ocean sand
littering her car, we hauled all my clothes and shoes into
my laundry room, first hosing off as much of the sand as
possible outside so as not to ruin my washing machine.
I took a hot shower and then crawled under my electric
blanket in my flannel jammies, finally getting warm. Exhausted, my mind still whirling from my experience, I fell
into a deep sleep.
Two weeks later, two South Eugene High School students were swept off the black rocks rising from the sea in
the same area and drowned.
Whenever my family and friends head for the beach, I
remind them of my experience and about the ocean that
can be unpredictable. I am truly lucky to be alive.
Julie is a 4th generation Oregonian. She has taken memoir writing
classes and has published several articles in The Tribune News. Her
memoir class published a book: “Our Memoir Collection - Everybody
Has A Story.” (jwo1942@gmail.com)

Trail of Bent Blades
A place to pause—a ledge to stand on
and look back, look down...
at the morasses we slogged through
the islands of clarity inhabited from time to time
Surveying the path along which we progressed
from the vantage point of altitude gained,
we can spot the forks in the road
The wrong turns reveal themselves momentarily
but disappear again, and glancing down the road
of the other option, in hindsight labeled the ‘right’
we see that further down the ‘better’ path
another calamity was waiting...
The bent blades of grass, the odd trampled blossom
bear witness to our passing
We remember how tall the grass seemed,
how we longed for a compass
by which we could steer for true North...
But we are indeed up here,
on the high side of the mountain.
We did, at last, find our way through Grace granted us.
Now, our measure is taken not by the trampled blossoms,
but by how we help others gain the summit
~ Delina Greyling
January 2014
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Twinkle Lights:
A Creative Non-Fiction Short Story
By Mary Alexander

M

argie, do you have any “honey-do” chores for me
today?”
My wife of almost fifty-nine years answered from her
dressing room, “No, Honey, and I’m not on floor-duty today so I think I’ll just work from home. I don’t need to be
in the office to write up the offer my buyer made on that
waterfront property. Anyway, why do you ask?”
“Well, your sister will be here in a few more days and
I thought I’d put up our Christmas lights before she comes.”
“Stewart, I don’t want you climbing up on that ladder
and dancing on the roof if you don’t have to. Wait until
Timothy or Greg can come do that for us.”
Our son and son-in-law had helped us clean up after
the big hurricane last September, but I don’t like to impose
on them for little things I can take care of myself. However, Margie has frequently reminded me of late that I am
past 80 and need to start acting more like my age. To placate her I countered, “I’m not planning on climbing. I just
want to put those little twinkle lights on the hedges and
around. How about stringing them on the low branches of
the ash tree over the patio? Won’t that look nice?”
“I’m sure it will, but please be careful.”
“

The sun was warm on my back as I splayed the nets of
lights over the azalea hedges by our front walk. Mid-December, the bushes were brown, as was the lawn. Here in
the Florida Panhandle, we get occasional frost, like southern Alabama, but our winter is generally mild and people
are back on the beaches by March.
After stringing colored bulbs around the patio and from
the ash branches, I turned them all on and sat down in a
deck chair to admire my work. From where I was, I could
see in to the settee in our small lanai.
Maybe it was the warm sun, or the satisfaction of accomplishment, but I found my thoughts floating and I
seemed to see an image of long ago forming:
Christmas Eve l943. I was standing in cold drizzle in
front of the bungalow of a motel looking past the bright
Christmas lights that framed the window. Inside there was
a girl, my girl, sitting in the middle of a small sofa with a
uniformed GI on either side of her. The motels in those
years were separate cabins, or bungalows, with parking
spaces between the units. This one was in Glenwood Junction, a sort of highway settlement between Springfield and
Eugene, Oregon.
I was wet and tired after hitching rides from my Army
camp about 150 miles south, at Medford. Having been
brought up in Sunday school as a good Methodist Hoosier,
I wasn’t much given to cursing. This night I was primed to
make an exception. My girl with two other guys!
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I watched them laughing and passing a plate of cookies. The one on her left must have told a joke because he
looked at her and then, very familiarly, nudged her with
his shoulder like she was in on the joke.
I wavered between banging on the door and yelling at
her or continuing to stand there pitiably in the cold dark
rain and cry my heart out. In those long chill minutes I
reviewed our romance.
Before being sent to Medford, I had been at Camp Santa
Anita, near Los Angeles. The Army had commandeered
the Santa Anita Racetrack and grounds to bivouac several
thousand troops. On weekend pass I found a drugstore soda
fountain in the nearby community of Arcadia. The girls
behind the counter were the cutest I’d seen since leaving
Indiana, especially the little brunette with hazel eyes. I
asked for a pineapple soda. She flashed a Shirley Temple
smile while taking the order. As she set it before me I asked
her name. She seemed a little flustered. Handing me a spoon
and straw she overreached, the soda tilted, she grabbed
for it and blurted “Margaret,” as the concoction splashed
over my uniform.
I was surprised. She was devastated.
“I’m so sorry,” she cried, and clutching a wet towel,
she ran around the end of the counter and began swabbing
the goo on my jacket.
“It’s all right. It won’t hurt a thing. Don’t worry about it.”
“But I’ll pay to have it cleaned.”
“If you want to pay me back, go to the movies with me
tonight. How about it?”
She paused in her mop-up and looked at me squarely.
“Really?” she said.
“What time do you get off?”
“Six.”
“I’ll be here then.”
“I don’t even know your name.”
“It’s Stewart. Stewart March.”
Her boss had come forward to her station at the counter.
“What’s the trouble here?”
I spoke up, “No trouble, Sir, just a little accident.”
“So, Margaret, there’ll be no charge for your accident.
Fix this soldier another soda.”
I don’t remember what the movie was that night, a Betty
Grable musical, I think.
We saw each other as often as I could get away that
summer. She promised to write when I told her my outfit
was going to Oregon to do maneuvers with our heavy
equipment in weather such as we’d probably encounter in
Europe.
She kept her promise, so I knew her family had relo-

cated to Oregon during the school holiday break. She wrote
from the motel to give me the address. She described the
cramped quarters and that she shared a rollout bed with
her little sister. Her brother slept on the sofa. Housing was
so scarce, she didn’t know when they’d be able to get something better.
So here I was on Christmas Eve, on the outside looking in.
I turned my back on the cozy scene, pulled my overcoat collar closer around my neck and trudged up to the
highway. Chances of getting a ride back to camp were bleak.
I started toward Eugene, the bigger of the cities. An old
Ford pulled up beside me and the driver called, “Need a
lift to town, soldier?”
I was about to take him up on it when I checked myself. I thought it would be pretty stupid not to find out for
sure what the score was. I called out, “Thanks a lot, but
there’s something I forgot to do back there.” I pointed to
where I had been.
Standing military smart, I rapped on the motel door.
Margaret’s little pig-tailed sister opened it and squealed,
“Margie, it’s your boyfriend!”
Margaret sprang from the sofa with arms out to claim
me, knocking my hat clean off my head. There was no
doubt of her joy in my arrival. And I had almost blown it.
While relieving me of my overcoat, she nodded toward her parents who were sipping coffee at the table.
“Mom, Dad, finally you can get to meet Stewart. Stew,
you remember my brother Clinton and my sister Lulu, and
this is our cousin Homer, he’s stationed at Camp Adair.
Isn’t this great? We can all have Christmas together!
Stewart, you’re the best Christmas present ever!”
Her cousin and her brother... would you believe it?
Close up, I could see her sixteen-year-old brother was in
an ROTC uniform.
Margie and I were married January 1, 1946. She was
awfully young. Her parents made me promise she would
finish high school. She did six months later.
People whispered that it wouldn’t last. I don’t know,
maybe it won’t, but so far, so good.
“Stewart, are you about done out there? It’s lunchtime
and I’ve made crab salad. Come on in.”
“Yes, Margie, I’m coming.”
I have changed family names and, of course, had to re-create dialog,
but essentially the story is true. I was the "pig-tailed Lulu" referred to
in the narrative.The couple described are my sister and her husband
who will celebrate their 68th wedding anniversay on January 1st.
Mary Alexander (nee Durbin) spent nine years of her childhood in
environs of Eugene, Cottage Grove and Coos Bay. Later, years spent
as an Air Force wife took her to Japanand Europe, multiple stateside
assignments and precipitated a yen for travel to many countries around
the world. She retired from a career as a clinical social worker, and
has since devoted herself to writing.

The Last Apple Pie of 2012
By Norm Maxwell

O

n December 9th, the local Grange put on its Christmas dinner at the Old #54 Hall. I scrounged around
the neighborhood and salvaged just the right number of
apples from neighboring trees. Bird damage was common, but I wasn’t proud. It was a bumper apple crop this
fall. I make pies all summer as soon as our Gravenstein
starts producing. It is the earliest tree in the neighborhood.
I rendered and froze applesauce through late summer
until the new freezer door wouldn’t close. The deer lived
under the Gravenstein and slept there at night. Jane Doe
and her two fawns are permanent fixtures even after the
last apple rotted into the ground in a brown blob.
It was a matter of some solemnity, making the last apple
pie of the year. I put A Christmas Carol with George C.
Scott as Scrooge on the TV and commenced peeling apples,
paring off rot spots and bird damage. Peel and core in the
compost bucket, overripe apple chunks in a bowl. I cheat
and use the cheapest store-bought pie crusts I can find.
Tapioca, molasses and an egg — stir it up while the oven
is preheating — and in it goes until the bell rings in an
hour and 15 minutes.
I loaded the dishwasher and queued up A Charlie Brown
Christmas while Sande put out the indoor glass Xmas trees
and so forth. At 45 minutes before H-hour at the Grange,
I took off walking the three miles to town. I have been
making it a point to walk more. I was almost to the city
limits of Lorane when Sande passed me in a car with the
cooled pie.
There was a full house at the Grange and a long convivial chow line to the eats. Turkey, ham and all the fixin’s.
I stood and listened to all the news from Elm Street as the
line receded and people took their seats. I was impressed
that there were just the right number of seats and just the
right amount of food for the group.
After eating a full plate and hearing the latest rumor, I
went to the crowded dessert table. My pie had been cut
and half of it was removed, displaying the full inner filling
made from the last fruit of the year like an advertisement.
“What a magnificent pie!” a woman remarked.
Instead of keeping my mouth shut, I piped up with
“Made it myself.”
She looked at me and said “Yeah, right,” and headed
for the chocolate chip cookies.
After eating my dessert, I walked the three miles home.
Sande brought home the pie plate with one remaining piece
and a bunch of crumbs.

The only real failure in life is not to be true to the best
one knows. ~ Buddha
January 2014

Groundwaters

19

Pet Detective
By John Henry

M

y Dad says I am an entrepreneur. My brother says
I’m a hustler. Either way, I like to make money and
help people. I cut five lawns and rake leaves in our neighborhood. I wash some old peoples’ cars. I water gardens
when people go on vacation. I have four dogs I walk twice
a day. And I have a newspaper route of 28 customers.
I’m always checking out the fliers that pet owners tack
up to the telephone pole or stop sign. An example is: ‘Lost
– Blue-tipped Siamese Cat named Boris – REWARD.’ I
made five dollars for bringing Boris back to Mrs.
Delmonico on Wilson Court. You can’t depend on lost pets
to make steady money but I’m all over the neighborhood
anyway, and it’s fun being a pet detective.
Last year, I saw a sign for Darwin, a missing turtle. I
thought the reward can’t be too much. I figure pet owners
pay a reward depending on much they love their pet. How
much could anyone love a turtle named Darwin? After
school and dog walking, I went over and talked to Mr.
Schmidt. He’s in a wheelchair. He has a little kids’ swimming pool for Darwin. It was kind of sad how much he
missed the turtle. They hung out together all day while
Mrs. Schmidt worked. Darwin hadn’t been gone but two
days and moved slow like a turtle. I walked Mr. Schmidt’s
backyard and there were lots of places he could get out. I
knocked on neighboring houses and they all let me look in
their yards, under shrubs and high grass, behind wood piles,
and under stuff. In the third yard, hidden as nice as you
please with the acorn squash was Darwin. He was a big
old turtle and his shell made it easy to hide. I took him
back to Mr. Schmidt who tried to give me ten dollars but I
told him two dollars was a more fair reward.
People spread the word about me. I got calls and messages from neighbors about missing pets. I found Mr.
Finney’s lost beagle four times. He got too easy. He was in
love with a very nice standard poodle named Sassy and
there he was three out of four times. I got a call from the
bearded guy in a rock band that lost his ferret, Dylan. The
little thing was locked in his empty guitar case. One weird
animal I got in January was a boa constrictor from Burma
named Mia. My friend Tony lived next door to Mia and
told me that the snake would freeze to death if not found
today. My brother and I took flashlights that night and
looked all over. We were all set to give up when I leaned
against a car and the hood was all warm. The car had been
out and parked for awhile. I went to the house and asked
the car owner if he’d open the hood of his car. There was
Mia all nice and warm and sleeping. My brother and I split
five dollars for finding her.
I’m not bragging, but I’ve the brain for finding animals. Of course, I don’t find the missing pet all the time.
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Sometimes they just go home. Once I found Mr. Avery’s
hunting dog in the back of somebody’s pickup truck and
the guy drove off when I told him that it was a lost dog. All
this is to let you know that you can make money finding
missing pets.
I was pedaling my bike back from my morning paper
route and saw a notice on the stop sign at Wilson Street:
‘LOST CHICKEN – BLACK ARAUCANA – THREE
YEARS OLD, GREAT EGG LAYER – SWEET,
GENTLE, TAME – REWARD.’ No phone number, but an
address on McKinley Court. I wondered if it was the old
farmhouse with the red barn where the hoot owls live.
It was summer and I had lots of work that day. I had
two lawns, a car to wash, Miss Nellie’s roses to weed (ouch),
and a baseball game. No time for lost chickens. It was hot
that night and my brother loves to have the window wide
open. He was snoring, a thing that seemed to happen to
him ever since he was attracted to girls. I was in the upper
bunk listening to him, thinking it sounded pretty grown up
and hoped I’d get a snore when my voice got deeper.
I was almost asleep when I heard a racket out the open
window. I got down from my bunk in a hurry, grabbed my
flashlight, and stuck my head out the window. In the beam
of my flashlight, I saw a scrawny long-necked black
chicken up against our backyard fence cornered by a raccoon baring its teeth. Like magic, the chicken was up on
top of the fence and then up on our neighbor’s garden shed.
The coon looked up at the light and took off.
My brother yelled, “What the heck you doing? Get back
in bed and turn off that darn flashlight.”
I yelled, “It’s the chicken. I’m on the case.”
I squeezed into my running shoes and was out the bedroom door, pounding down the stairs, and bouncing down
the hall when my Mom shouted from her bedroom, “Stop
right there. Are your pants on fire?”
“Mom, I got no time to waste. The missing chicken…”
I made it to the back door when I heard my Dad bellow, “Freeze, Mr. Boy! Don’t move another inch.” It took
Dad awhile to get to me. “Explain yourself young man.”
I tried the short version. Neither Mom nor he understood. My brother arrived and said, “It’s a missing pet
case he’s on. He thinks the pet is between the houses and
he’s in a hurry.”
I had to wait for my Dad to get his slippers on before
he let me go out. I ran to the back fence and no chicken. I
scanned the area with my flashlight and the neighbor’s
kitchen light went on. The back porch light went on and
out came our grumpy neighbor. Dad ordered me back inside our house. He apologized to crabby Mr. Yaccup. Dad
took my flashlight and told me to get in bed and not get up
again until morning.

The next morning, I was walking two dogs at once.
They were good girls, but they had minds of their own.
They tugged me one way and then another. We were up on
Wilson Street and Tiffany still hadn’t done her business. I
heard the chicken coop behind the house we were at going
crazy. I made the dogs come and went to see what was
going on. There was a scrawny black chicken on top of the
chicken wire with the other chickens sounding off. I wanted
to tie the dogs to the fence and go get that chicken, but
they were barking and the chickens went more crazy and
the lady who lived there opened her window and yelled at
me to go bother someone else.
I looked all over the next day and talked to people in
the neighborhood. A few had seen the chicken. I looked in
our encyclopedia and there was a picture of an Araucana
chicken. It looked pretty weird. That scrawny chicken on
the coop was an Araucana and most likely the
lost
pet.
The next morning I was delivering my
newspaper and I saw something. I stopped my
bike and walked across the grass and on top of
Mr. Smiley’s scarecrow was the missing
chicken. It wasn’t even seven o’clock and I didn’t
want to get into more trouble, so I couldn’t go
knock and get the OK to go capture the
missing bird.
The next day, three people told me
they had seen the missing chicken. It seemed the hen liked
to sleep on chicken coops or empty dog houses. I don’t
know where she pecked and ate during the day. But she
was still in the neighborhood.
I went to the house that was on the flyer. I was invited
in by a nice lady and told to take a seat. It was the old farm
house owned by the Berkley family. They farmed all of
the Wilson and McKinley neighborhood at one time. I
waited and a really old lady in a long black dress that buttoned to the neck and fell to the floor came in through a
swinging side door. She was all wrinkled and bent over
but very nice. In a high-pitched, soft voice she asked if I
wanted iced tea or lemonade. She was friendly, but couldn’t
help me much. Her chicken didn’t have a name or like any
special food that I could tempt her with. The hen was a
special gift from her grandson who was far away. She
pointed to a framed photo; it was a young man in a white
Navy uniform.
I walked away from Miss Abigail’s house thinking of
ways I might catch that chicken. I knew all the neighbors
that had chicken coops. I went and asked if they would
telephone me if they saw that black Araucana. I talked to
the neighbors who had dog kennels and got permission
from most to go in their backyard if I saw the hen. I’d ride
my bike around and carry my Dad’s fishing net and be
ready to snatch that run-away bird.
A week went by and I got a few calls, but by the time I

got there, my lost chicken was jumping fences and getting
away. I went into dog yards and got chased by Mr. Elliott’s
sheep dog and my pant leg ripped by Mr. Redmond’s Pomeranian. My Mom ordered me to stay out of peoples’
yards. I saw the chicken crossing Wilson Court one morning when I was walking Mrs. Jameson’s Basset Hound dog,
Duke. Duke saw that chicken and he dragged me chasing
after it. He howled and yowled and off we went. I found
out chickens can move really fast. We never caught the
black bird, but my Mom got more phone calls complaining and I was ordered to give up the case.
I tried convincing my brother to help so Mom wouldn’t
kill me. He said, “Sorry little brother. I’m trying to get my
drivers’ license and I’ve got to stay on Mom’s good side.
You gotta leave that chicken alone.”
The next day I was walking, well really carrying, Mrs.
Noval’s old and blind Chihuahua, Pepe, down the block. A
teenage girl walking across the street called,
“You the kid looking for the black chicken?” I
nodded and she went on, “It’s in my uncle’s
garage. Up on the rafters. At least it was there ten
minutes ago”
She led me to her uncle’s place. I was in trouble
with Mom if I caught the chicken, but old Miss Abigail
wanted it back. And there was the reward. I asked the
girl if she’d hold Pepe while I went in the garage. I
snuck in the side door and the bird was pecking for
bugs on the earthen floor. There was a laundry basket nearby
and I just put it over the black hen and she was captured. I
moved the chicken to an old kitty carrier. The teenager
carried Pepe and I walked the black Araucana chicken over
to Miss Abigail’s. The girl and I split the ten-dollar reward. And I never told Mom about it.
Sometimes, brains and detective work only get you so
far. Sometimes it’s dumb luck that solves a missing pet
case. Anyway, it was fun and I’m glad this turned out OK
so I have something to report about for “What happened
that was exciting during your summer vacation?” And it’s
all true except for the parts I made up.
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I Was Just a Kid
By Ron Veneski

T

here was a man named Joe. He scared me as a kid of
eight or nine, because I only knew “of” him but almost nothing “about” him. He was a neighbor, a solitary
figure who lived with aging parents and a schoolteacher
sister. Joe wasn’t right, but I had no idea what was wrong
with him. Most of our encounters with each other came
about when I walked past his house and he was sitting in a
rocking chair on the front porch. He seldom spoke, and if
he did, his words were few and mostly unintelligible. The
only activity I ever saw him engaged in was rolling cigarettes using tobacco from a small cloth pouch and flimsy
papers from a packet sold for that purpose. Tobacco stains
on his fingers and teeth were prominent reminders of his
smoking habit.
His only excursions from home were trips to a corner
market about a block away. His only purchases were more
tobacco and cigarette papers. The few encounters I ever
had with him were passing him on the sidewalk to and
from his trips to the store. No verbal exchanges were ever
attempted. On several occasions I saw Joe stop next to a
utility pole, assume a combative stance like he was facing
a boxing opponent and thrust his fists repeatedly toward
this replica of an imaginary figure. He let the expletives
fly! After a short bout with an opponent who would not
respond, he gave up and continued his walk home, muttering obscenities all the way. I was visibly shaken by the
whole process and waited until he arrived home and entered the house before heading home myself.
When I got home, my heart was still racing as I recalled the whole incident to my mother, the only other person in the house at the time. “It was The War,” she said,
“but that is about all I know about him.”
I became curious about Joe’s condition. The only information I had about the war came from radio newscasts,
the newspaper and newsreels at the movie theater. Nobody
wanted to discuss The War with a nine-year-old kid. All
we wanted to know was how many Krauts were killed or
captured and were we advancing or retreating? Trials and
tribulations of the “grunts,” infantry foot soldiers, on the
ground and on the front line were less newsworthy... unless you were there. Imagine enemy artillery raining warheads down on ground troop positions, engaging enemy
troops less than 600 yards away; your world in total chaos
and hearing the order to move up to secure an advanced
position closer to the enemy.
Joe didn’t know it but he was a speck, an infinitesimal
speck, in this greater microcosm we refer to as the military. Fighting an enemy because a higher authority told
him to do so. I’m not sure that the words “the Third Reich,”
“concentration camps” or “holocaust” were ever a concern
to him. His job was to engage the enemy and to kill him.
Joe was too busy in combat to entertain such thoughts.
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He was just following orders and trying to survive. Survival was tenuous considering the arsenal of weapons designed to make that process fail —rockets, bombs, artillery shells, land mines, grenades, machine guns and small
arms fire—and, in close quarters, rifles, bayonets and handto-hand combat all designed to occupy more territory
wrested from the enemy. Adding to the stress of survival
was having to go back to assess the carnage by counting
the dead and wounded and determining what happened,
followed by planning the next strategy.
Then there were the survivors who would have to fight
again. It would be hard to imagine what it was all like.
Those recollections were privy only to the combatants.
Later, some would talk about those experiences, others
never, and some would bury them in the depths of their
psyche. I don’t really know, but Joe probably fell into the
last category.
Joe came back home, at least the physical entity that
volunteered to go to war and fight for his country, did. The
psychological makeup of Joe would forever be changed,
there would be no going back. A term bantered about was
commonly expressed as “shell shocked.” Today we may
know the condition better as PTSD (Post Traumatic Stress
Disorder).
Looking back at Joe’s dilemma, I feel remorseful about
not being able to aid or comfort him even on the lowest
level of human intervention. Decades have passed and I
still think of him, wondering what actually happened to
bring about his condition. I can only hope that God was
merciful to him in his last days. Rest in peace my friend,
rest in peace. I wish I was more able to help you in those
trying times, but I was just a kid... just a kid.
Ron lives in Eugene and is a retired science teacher. He and his wife
Lynne raise Alpacas on their small ranch. They have a 3-year-old
grandson who is an absolute joy. Ron’s other interests include
birdwatching, fishing, bicycling and observing nature.

A Day At the Beach
At first the brash symphony
of roaring surf and squawking gulls
of salt water and stinging sand
overpowered the old man’s senses.
He sat on the beach with his morning coffee
trying to comprehend the feelings
swirling inside,
feelings of grandeur and insignificance
of freedom and permanence
and of some unfathomable connection.
Later he watched the bronzed young people
laughing and playing under the midday sun.
He felt the old draw of warm bodies,
of beckoning flesh,
stir within him once again
so he lingered awhile
indulging his fantasies
of love and loss
of power and revenge –
of young men’s games.
But he soon tired of their endless competitions,
of the posing,
the strutting,
the chest puffing, braggadocio
Out along the periphery of the beach
there were others who read and walked and sang,
going quietly about their day.
They did not collect the most shells
or win the games
or pair off with perfect others.
Occasionally one would walk to the ocean’s border
and stare mesmerized into the misty sea,
the breaking surf.
Once he would have laughed at them with scorn
but now he felt a curious kinship.
In the evening, he rose from his chair
and walked to the water’s edge.
It fascinated him.
It drew him in.
The salt taste.
The smell of something ancient.
The undulating waves,
over and over.
Enchanting.
Enticing.
Timeless rhythm.

He swam out beyond the breakers
beyond the sturm und drang of surf and sand,
of bare skin and the need to be noticed.
The waves that crashed loudly onto the beach
passed quietly beneath him here,
no longer fixating him with their power.
He swam toward the setting sun
into deeper waters.
He looked back just once
and could no longer see the shore.
~ Marv Himmel

Nostalgia
Hidden deep underneath
Sheets of paper from the past
Intermingled with artifacts
A time not so ancient
But twice forgotten
Is eternally retold.
Closing my eyes, I think
Of how it felt to be the link
Between joy and sorrow
When I was so simple
And yet, so complex
Forever the same.
Oh, to be a child again
My mind empty and full
My heart free and static
In this dusty, lonely attic—
—An archaic melody
Rings in my ears
Reprobation of reality;
Anachronisms surface;
Overcome by nostalgia;
History is relived.
~ A.M. Wied

At Ease
Mud stretches its feet
Into the Emerald grass
Wellies guard my door.
~ J.M. Mirich
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The Night Knight and the Not-Night Knight
By Gene Conrad

I

n the kingdom lived a beautiful Princess and her husband, Prince Sam. Prince Sam preferred to be called by
just his first initial, “S.” Four Pleasant Peasants also lived
in the kingdom. It was a happy place.
Two knights lived there, too, to watch over the kingdom. One knight worked at night and the other knight did
not. The knight that worked at night was called the Night
Knight. The knight that did not
work at night was called the
Not-Night Knight.
One night, Night Knight
found a rope. He tied a knot.
“This rope is now more than
just a rope, it is now a Knot!”
he said. Then he went home.
When it was not night, the Not-Night Knight found a
rope, too. He did not knot. “This rope is still just a rope,
but I will call it a Not-Knot!” he said. Then he went home.
That night, Night Knight saw a knothole in the fence.
So Night Knight threw his Knot through the knothole. The
whole Knot went right through the knothole! It was now a
Whole Knothole Knot. Then he went home.
When Not-Night Knight got to work, he threw his NotKnot through the knothole, too. Except that the whole NotKnot did not go through the whole knothole and it broke
into two Not-Knots. Not-Night Knight said, “I am not into
two not whole Knothole Not-Knots! Night Knight has one
Whole Knothole Knot, and now I have two Not-Whole
Knothole Not-Knots!” And he threw his two Not-Whole
Knothole Not-Knots into the hay. Then he went home.
The sun set and it was night again. Night Knight saw
Not-Night Knight’s two Not-Whole Knothole Not-Knots
in the hay. “Hey!” said Night Knight, “Why does Not-Night
Knight have two Not-Whole Knothole Not-Knots? I want
two, too!” So he knotted another Knot and threw it through
the Knothole into the hay. “Hey! Now I have two Whole
Knothole Knots, too!” he shouted. Then he went home.
It was soon not night. Not-Night Knight arrived and
saw the two Whole Knothole Knots in the hay. “Hey!”
said Not-Night Knight as he picked up the two Whole Knothole Knots. “Night Knight has two, too! This won’t do!
Due to this I will now divide my two, too!” And he threw
his two Not-Whole Knothole Not-Knots not through the
knothole. They both broke into two more Not-Whole Knothole Not-Knots. He now had four. So he went home.
“What does Not-Night Knight need four for?” shouted
Night Knight that night. Just then, up walked Prince S. and
Princess.
Prince S. whispered something to Princess. “Prince S.
says,” said Princess, “what four for what?”
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“Last night, “said Night Knight, “Not-Night Knight
had two Not-Whole Knothole Not-Knots and I had two
Whole Knothole Knots, too. Then Not-Night Knight threw
his two not through the knothole and they broke into two
more Not-Whole Knothole Not-Knots. What does he need
four for? Do I need four, too?”
Prince S. whispered something to Princess. “Prince S.
says,“ said Princess, “that we
must bring all of Quirky Kingdom together to tell everyone
what Prince S. says we need
four for.”
So they called the Pleasant
Peasants and Not-Night
Knight to the pile of hay.
“Hey, Prince S. says,”
said Princess, “we need to know
what
we have four Not-Whole Whole
Knothole NotKnots for. So we will have a drawing.
Each Pleasant Peasant is to write their number on a ticket
and put it there in the hay.”
“Hey,” said the first Pleasant Peasant, “I will be One.”
He wrote it on his ticket and put it in the hay.
“Hey,” said the second Pleasant Peasant, “I will be
Two.”
“You can’t be one, too!” said One. “There can only be
one One.”
“I didn’t say I would be, too!” said Two, “I said I would
be Two!”
“Oh!” said One. “Well, then say so next time!”
“So next time.” shrugged Two and she put her ticket in
the hay.
“Hey,” said the third Pleasant Peasant, “I will be OneOne.” She wrote it on her ticket and put it in the hay.
“Hey,” said the fourth Pleasant Peasant, “I will be TwoOne.” He wrote it on his ticket and put it in the hay.
Prince S. reached into the hay and grabbed a ticket. He
read the number and whispered it to Princess. “Prince S.
says,“ said Princess, “that Two won one.”
“Two won one!” shouted Two. “Yay! I love to win!”
“Two-One won!” shouted Two-One. “Yay! I won one,
too!”
“Two won one?!” asked One. “Which two won one?”
“Two did not win one.” Said One-One. “Only one won
one.”
“I did?” said One. “Yay! I won, too!”
“Why does One get two?” asked Two. “I thought only
One won one.”
“Yay! One-One won!” said One-One, and he did his
happy dance. “I love to win, too!”

“You can’t win two!” said Two. “The drawing was for
one!”
“Stop!” shouted Night Knight. “I think I know what
we have four for! Everyone won one!”
And he gave one to One, one to Two, one to One-One
and one to Two-One. All of the Pleasant Peasants were
happy.
“I did not win.” Said Not-Night Knight to Night
Knight. “Now there are not four Not-Whole Knothole NotKnots. I have won naught.”
“That is right,” said Night Knight. And he handed NotNight Knight a Knot. “You have one Knot, too.”
Prince S. whispered something to Princess.
“Prince S. says,” said Princess, “One Not-Knot for four
is what four are for, and two Knots for two means one
does not have naught, but two have one, too.” And they all
went home.
Happiness had been restored to the Quirky Kingdom
once again.

Why Oregon is Home
Oregon is the place to be.
If it’s high on a mountain
or down by the sea;
Where sea gulls soar
And the wind blows free.

Winter’s Canvas
You know me, I just can’t sit still
Say what you want and I know that you will
I just have to paint or use some hot glue
I really can’t help it; you know that it’s true
No matter the time, I just have to craft
I’ve tried to withstand it and that is a fact
The snow has fallen and I’ve time left to burn
The wheels start to spin, how quickly they turn
I just couldn’t sit and stare out at that stuff
It’s a canvas of white and there’s more than enough!
So, I got out my paint, so many to choose
The one that is liquid is the one I will use
Mix it with water, so it will spray
And out in the snow, what a wonderful day!
The snow covered bushes look better in pink
The trees should be blue, that’s what I think
The snow on the ground, I’ll spray it all green
No, don’t do it yellow, ‘cause you know what that means!
My yard is so festive! There’s a rainbow out here!
Though my neighbors are looking, they are starting to stare
I move quickly around with my spray bottles all ready
To spray the next color, Oh, it all looks so pretty!
Snow is so lovely, so lovely and white
And now it looks better, all cheery and bright

The valleys or the desert,
Whichever you choose,
There’s something about Oregon
You just can’t lose.

You may think I’m crazy and it just might be true
But my life has more color and I’m having fun too!
The yard is finished, but not the housetop
So it’s up on the roof... No, I can’t stop!

Fishing or hunting
Or hiking around,
Anything you want here
Can easily be found.

Somebody help me, I’m out of control!
But no one can stop me when I’m on a roll
The only hope now is that I’ll run out of paint
My family is praying, yes, they are saints
My children learned young it doesn’t pay to stand still
‘Cause if it’s not moving, I’ll paint it. I will!
My spray bottles are empty, I see with a frown
My husband stands at the ladder and coaxes me down

Waterfalls, rivers, lakes
and streams,
If you can name it,
It’s here, it seems.

He hugs me and says “The yard looks just great!”
The gutters are dripping with colorful paint
“Don’t be sad,” he says with a grin
“The weatherman says it will snow once again”

So anywhere else you
may roam;
If it’s not Oregon
It’s not HOME.
~ Rosanna Martin
How do I know this is true? I’ve lived in this beautiful state for 55
years. I’ve traveled to many other places and, like a homing pidgeon,
I found my way back. I’m Dale Dickson’s mother-in-law.

I smile as I think about that canvas of white
And the wheels start to turn and I think that I might…
Have some more fun, how soon we don’t know
But I’m one of those people who loves when it snows!
~ Kala Cota
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The Tattered Ol’ Suitcase

The Foundling

The suitcase was tattered and battered
It had seen many trips to see my grandma
The trip was always long but what a joy it was
To see my grandma one more time

Don’t cry for me laughed the foundling child
I am no one’s bonzai tree
Clipped and shaped to their liking
I will be what I choose to be

When I saw my mother pull out
That tattered old suitcase, I knew it was that time of year
I wish I could see my grandma more than once a year
We’d drive in our station wagon and stop along the way
At the rest stops; they were the best part of the trip
We made a picnic and with each stop we were closer to
Being there

No one to snip and bind my limbs
No roots to hold me down
No family zoo to cage me
No traditions keep me bound

Grandma used to can. I remember one summer
The heat in the kitchen was so hot
Her sister was there, too
One summer we spent blackberry picking
One summer we spent in a little trailer on fire-watch
My grandpa worked in forestry
All the while, time changed the landscape
And it changed grandma, too
She used to quilt and make the best homemade ravioli and
Volunteer
She used to come once in awhile to visit us
With her big red suitcase
Grandma doesn’t travel much at all
Grandma’s been through a lot and seen a lot
The grandma I’m going off to see
Isn’t the grandma who once was there
As I pull out my traveling bags to
Make that daunting trip; the house will be the same
The town will be different as all things must
As I look on the front porch and the
Grandma of yesterday is no more
I’ve grown up and Grandma is grown old
She can’t do the things that made her happy
Our visit will be brief and I’ll feel grief
I want to see my grandma just one more time
To let her know how I loved each summer
We spent together As I think fondly of my youth
And that tattered ol’ suitcase
~ Katherine Geller

The best way to find out if you can trust somebody is
to trust them. ~ Ernest Hemingway
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No father’s life to live again
No mother’s trophy child
No one to ground or beat me
No family secrets wild
No examples to live up to
No wearing hand-me-downs
No other’s dreams to disappoint
No lies to carry round
No neighborhood to watch me
No town to bar my way
No family ties to bring me home
No “good son” roles to play
Don’t cry for me, laughed the foundling child
I roam the world free
Alone but never lonely
With a family picked by me
~ Marv Himmel

Who I Am
Who I am is close to undefinable
Impulsive, reckless, unreliable
I’m old, new, forever non-existent.
Nothing I do can be called realistic
Reluctant, resistant, a classic misfit
with undefinable characteristics
Who I am is unmentionable
Forbidden, lost and dispensable.
I’m none of the above and all
that can’t be
And I don’t see who I am
so please don’t ask me.
~ Cameron Samford

Kopek, The Russian Pooch
By Mario

I

first noticed him, thinking he might be a statue of a
Golden Retriever. He was silently standing on a bluff
overlooking the Pacific Ocean, as if expecting a visitor.
His long, reddish blond windblown hair glistened in
the wind as he stood guarding the approach leading from
the sea. Turning his head and eyes to me and never blinking, he seemed to be saying, be my friend and I‘ll love you
always.
As I climbed a low knoll, this stately animal gingerly
inched his way over to me and rubbed his muzzle against
my leg. Reaching down to give him a gentle pat, I noticed
there was a 1x4” green canister hanging from his collar.
Upon opening the canister, I discovered this note.
“Apparently you’ve hooked up with my dog Kopek.
He loves to have his ears rubbed as you’ll soon find out.”
On the back side of the note was another message.
“I had to ship out without time to find a kennel. If you’ll
keep him for me, you will be handsomely rewarded upon
my return in the spring. My phone number is 682-5555204. Thank you for finding him. Igor.”
Looking down, I asked “Kopek” if he was ready to go
home with me to get something to eat.
With my finger, I felt in the can again, hoping to find
another note. Sure enough, there was one more piece. Upon
unfurling the paper, I discovered more scribbling, with information concerning Kopek‘s care.
“By the way, Kopek only understands Russian, so good
luck.”
Well, I knew only two words of Russian, which were
“Da” (yes) and “Nyet” (no). We were going to get along
just fine, Kopek and me.
Going home, I said to Kopek, “Mutt, I’m going to have
to teach you some English.”
On the way, we ran into some unsavory-looking fellows down by the wharves. One of them came up in my
face and demanded money.
I looked him in the eyes and said, “You boys are out of
luck. We – meaning me and the dog – don’t have any
money.”
“Well then, I’ll just have to open your stomach and see
if there’s anything worthwhile in there.”
I was in a dilemma. Not knowing how to say “Sic’em!”
in Russian, I pointed my finger and yelled. “Da!” That yellow dog took off like a shot. He got his mouth wrapped
around the thief’s arm and as I heard the crunching of bones,
there was a lot of screaming. Kopek had the man’s arm in
his mouth and then he looked my way. Not knowing how
to say, “Let go!” in Russian, I uttered “Nyet!” The dog let
go of the arm and while the fellow with the knife lay moan-

ing and thrashing about, Kopek came over to sit by my
side.
That poor fool will never get to use his right arm again.
It will just be for cosmetic use now.
Man I love that dog!
Once at home, I rewarded Kopek with a thick slice of
ham. Later, when I sat down to read the paper, he came
over to sit. We were definitely bonding.

To Jenny
From a remote village on the other side of your world
I will listen.
That means every time you speak, I promise to hear
your words
sometimes I do feel your pain.
No longer will I tell you how to make it go away.
I quietly lay us down as an offering...
A sacrifice, to something greater, than us.
I used to do magic
I could disappear from all your sorrows
I would vanish from you.
When you cried from your pain, you probably thought
that I could
wave my wand of healing.
My magic didn’t help either of us.
I have used all of my tricks
and have been reduced to only silence.
Maybe this sacrifice could be a mirror for us
I hope you will accept my remote offering of empty
space
and find a place for us to heal.
~ Barbara Newman
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Boyhood Memories
By Dale Dickson

M

an, it is hot! We’ve been sitting on 106 degrees for
six days now, with no relief in sight, but I’m not
complaining. A few years ago we had one of the most miserable winters in ages. It was so cold and wet, for so long,
that I even heard some old-timers who have lived here forever complain about that winter, and I vowed to never curse
the heat again. Times like these remind me of a memorable
time in my youth.
My family lived in a small Western Pennsylvania village which consisted of twelve families and a chicken. Our
family included my parents, five rambunctious boys and
our great, protective and loving dog, Betty. I don’t know
how the chicken survived Betty, but it tasted good later on.
I take you back to an unusually severe winter day. It
had snowed without ceasing for four days. It was useless
to shovel the three-feet of snow from the walk until the
storm abated. It was night time, and we hoped the power
lines wouldn’t ice over and break, leaving us in the dark. I
had never heard the wind blowing so hard. The snow had
frozen into small pellets the size of rice, and was beating
against the house, sounding like someone was throwing
pebbles at it. The wind was blowing so fiercely, the house
was literally shaking. The windows rattled like a monster
was knocking at them, trying to get in and freeze us. Our
house was old and poorly insulated; snow was forced
through the cracks around the windows, and frost etched
unusual patterns on the glass panes. We kept stoking the
ancient coal furnace used to heat the house, and it worked
ceaselessly, barely keeping us warm.
The first boy to bed used Betty to keep him warm. She
was no fool; she enjoyed being warm, and curled under
the blankets with just the tip of her head and eyes peeking
out. My older brothers were too fast for me, so I never got
the chance to enjoy Betty’s warmth on nights like these. I
remember pulling a hooked rug off the floor to use as an
additional blanket, though.
Times like this brought our family together and emphasized the closeness instilled by our parents.
Prior to television, the kitchen was the hub of our
family’s activities. It was here where my mother served
nutritious meals such as creamed tomatoes over broken
slices of white bread. We were poor, but didn’t realize it.
Dad was an underpaid schoolteacher, and often worked
any kind of extra job to help our stretch our income.
We gathered around the kitchen table for our meals.
That table showed the ravages of all sorts of activities, resulting in gouges from carving knives, burn scars, and stains
from painting projects. The table was crowded, but no one
ever complained.
This table was where we congregated on that terrible
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winter night. The good-natured hubbub masked the terrible noises of the blizzard. Mother brought out a picture
puzzle to keep us, and our minds, occupied. Working these
puzzles was an experience the whole family enjoyed and it
was a common activity for us.
Dad turned on the radio. All of us enjoyed listening to
the old-time radio shows, and we gathered around the radio, often with a large bowl of popcorn, and listened with
rapture to our favorites, The Lone Ranger, Mr. and Mrs.
North, Gunsmoke, Stella Dallas, and one of the boys’ favorites, Inner Sanctum. I can still hear the creaking door
opening at the start of the program, sending chills down
my spine, and then feeling some relief when the door
creaked and slammed shut at the end of the scary story.
Today’s youngsters don’t know what they are missing by
not having the radio open their minds to the mental pictures imagined as they enjoyed an audio performance.
We laughed and shrieked, depending on the radio program,
which
masked
the
noise of the
blizzard attacking our house.
Mother made a
rare treat for us
– hot chocolate.
It was nothing
like the instant
chocolate we
have now. She
mixed
cocoa,
sugar, and milk in a pan, and then stirred it while heating
on the stove. It was so warming, and it helped ward off the
chill the furnace could never chase away. Slices of toast,
buttered and cut into strips, then dipped into the hot chocolate, rounded out the perfect snack on such a night.
In everyone’s life there is surely something that elicits
memories, whether pleasant or regrettable. It may be a brief
glimpse, an aroma, a word heard in passing. For me, I have
so many memories. I will never forget all the stages of my
life and the many occurrences in each of them.
I glance into the rear-view mirror of life from time to
time, but I am not drawn into it; my memories do not possess me. I think my life is streamlined enough that I can
leave the past behind and move into the future, seeking
new enjoyable memories, without anything holding me
back. But I still have my memories, and the nights spent
together with family around the old kitchen table are some
of the best.

Turn of the Wheel
By Norm Maxwell

I

was born with a heart abnormality. My half-sister, Laura, was born with the
same thing, only more so, and had some really major heart surgery at a very
young age. We attribute this genetically to our father who also had some sort
of heart issue that he never talked about.
In the late-1950s, when I was four years old or so, I remember Mom would
leave me at the Oregon Health Science University in Portland for several days
at a time. I was still a dependent of my father whom Mom had divorced for
being a drunk while he was stationed in Alaska in the Army.
People in white lab coats would stick icy stethoscopes against my chest
and back and make serious noises and write on clipboards. I was told to drink
barium so that x-rays would show up better. I did so because I didn’t know any
better. The quack assistants called the stuff “Portland Punch.”
I didn’t enjoy my stays at OHSU one tiny bit. I remember sleeping with
one eye open, listening to strange noises and smelling strange smells. It has
been over half a century, but I can tell you that the food was nothing special.
Mom would leave me with a couple of new Peanuts books each time to
read when I wasn’t being poked, prodded or exsanguinated. I don’t believe
they had televisions in the rooms then. When the Peanuts gang was televised
in about 1965, I had a hard time getting my head around it as I already knew
what Linus, Lucy, good old Charlie Brown and the rest of the cast sounded like
I was overjoyed when, at the end of my sentence, Mom would come and
get me. I think she looked at my incarcerations as mini-vacations from the
little punk. She would tell me the “Readers’ Digest Condensed Version” of the
information that she got from the quacks who told her direful stuff about how
I would be confined to a wheelchair, have to avoid strenuous activity and die
early. “You’d better study real hard and be a little professor,” advised my grandfather, “cause you’ll never make it out in the woods.”
Eventually Mom quit leaving me at that awful place. Somehow, I climbed
trees, rode bicycles and all the other stuff kids did then and didn’t fall over
dead. When I turned 17 and joined the Army from lack of any better options,
somebody stuck a stethoscope on my chest for a few seconds.
“Yup. Airborne material, all right. Next!” It was 1971 and if you could
walk and talk, you were 1A. Didn’t need no high school diploma or GED in
RVN (Republic of Vietnam). The Limbaughs and Nugents had to work hard at
it to be rejected.
Time passed. Mom has been spending time in rehab centers with assorted
ailments like replaced hip and so forth. She recently fell in a parking lot and
cracked a femur diagonally. Eventually she wound up in a skilled nursing facility in a room shared with a 101-year old woman who liked to watch TV and listen to the radio all night long. Mom couldn’t
sleep and so she called her current husband, Bear, in Astoria to get my phone number. Mom can only whisper and Bear is deaf
as a post. Any conversation between them goes like: “Whisper, whisper, whisper”… “WHAT? WHAT?”... “Whisper whisper
whisper”... “WHAT? WHAT?” It is even worse over the phone. Anyway, Bear couldn’t find my phone number and was soon
roaring in vexation at Mom’s desperate whispering.
Mom was frantic to call me so I would come to Portland and spring her out of the joint. When my sister (not Laura) called
to tell me about it, I advised her to give Mom a few Peanuts books—I’m sure she’ll understand.
Sis had been holding her hand for a couple days and was finally getting some sleep at home in Tigard, so Mom figured it
was my turn in the barrel.
Anyway, she is in a single room now with a fine view and squirrels to watch. I think she is accepting the situation. I told
her the sooner she could walk, the sooner she might get time off for good behavior.
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Rudy
Heavenly hours
I spend asleep on the couch
That softly yields
Under fuzzy blankets.

On a road traveled many mornings,
One hundred times? perhaps a thousand
Somehow, today seems different, no cars,
I am seeing it as if for the first time-

Round and round I wind,
Pawing intently,
As I recall grassy beds
In ancestors’ dens.

With sky all around me, clouds in every direction,
all artistic shapes and colors – white, gray, black,
All surrounded by a baby blue sky,
An ever-changing panorama – a world somehow getting
bigger
As not to lose this moment, I am writing in my car, no
traffic –
and listening to Garrison Keillor reading a poem
called “Limp celery.” What?

Oh joy! My beloved mistress
Bids me jump on her lap,
Scratches my side,
Chuckles as my leg thumps.
Then she pours kibble
Into my bowl.
It clatters sweetly –
Like a dinner bell.
Rats. Now she’s away.
I nibble to calm nerves –
A hat here, a glove there,
Awaiting her return.
Who knows why
She scolds me bitterly,
When all I longed for
Was the scent of her sweet hand.
Then when I bark
At intruding strangers,
She yells “No,’”
And shuts me away.
Though I adore my mistress
And she dearly loves me,
Clearly a dog’s life
Is not all kibble and blankets.
~ Rachel Rich

In any moment of decision, the
best thing you can do is the right
thing, the next best thing is the
wrong thing, and the worst thing
you can do is nothing.
~ Theodore Roosevelt
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About a man in a grocery store looking at vegetables
He picks up some limp celery and puts it back.
Then he picks it up and puts it in his cart.
I love poetry – I can do that.
You lose yourself in a world all your own.
Now I am on a busy highway and must watch my driving
and return to the real world.
And say goodbye to the man with the limp celery.
~ Dolly Ruth Smith
My friend, Mary Blain, who prints for me, found the poem Keillor was
referring to – it was called “Old Celery” by Mark Yakich. drs

Faded Memories

Terrible City

When I was young, just a boy,
my father’s pride, my mother’s joy.
so well-behaved, quiet and kind
always listened and quick to mind.

I’m finally back from the Terrible City, Ma,
So help me, I’ll never go back again.
It’s all dingy and dirty, it’s horrible, Ma,
It’s chock full of misery and sin.

Just a bit older, eight or ten
milking cows, hoeing weeds,
that’s when heavier work began.
I gave my all to my family’s needs.

It’s full of sad and lonely people, Ma,
Hardly no trees nor flowers that bloom.
I crawled like a dog to get out of there, Ma,
There ain’t nothin’ but menace and doom.

Slogged six long miles to unheated schools,
through clutching mud and icy pools.
Grew large, a lad into my teens,
some might think these imagined scenes.

It’s crowned with a halo of smog, Ma,
You can see it from miles away.
I sure do pity all of ‘em, Ma,
Why, I’d die before living that way.

Surrounded by females’ admiring eyes
of my trim physique and scholar’s mien.
I ignored their frequent heartfelt sighs,
far more mature than the usual teen.

Ain’t nobody there hardly smiles, Ma,
Probably would crack their face.
I’m glad I made it back home, Ma,
I got shy of that horrible place.

Indulged in play on court and field,
showed great skill in many a game.
Urged on by neighbors and their pride,
I had no wish for all the fame.

How do folks live like that, Ma,
No hope and a ditch for a bed.
I guess I shouldn’t be buggin’ ya, Ma,
For a bit there, I forgot you were dead.

I’ll not recount my further success,
too broad for this short page to show.
My children smile and pat my hand,
“Yes, dad; we know, we know, we know.”
~ Gus Daum

~ Michael J Barker

The Veil
The veil comes down but not so thick as was
The draperies that veiled my spirit then.
There sits a lighter, heavy-mental fuzz.

Soul’s Battle

A slight confusion in periphery –
It’s almost like a blanket wrapped around
The neck of what is sitting there of me,
That cannot move or answer to the sound.

Evil lurks
within angelic realms.
Shadows of truth
hide within
the darkness.
Brilliance of demons
sparkle within
the light.
All within one Truth All within one Reality All within one
Soul.

Yes, this is lighter; this I’m sure to bear.
Maybe I’m just avoiding something else,
Or just inventing some such other care.
Reciting verses that were printed in red,
And moving ‘til the motion matches heart,
I will move on and never shrink to start
My exodus from dry bones of the dead.
~ Vallee Rose

~ Kristen Hendricks
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Cookin’ With Jen

he holidays may be over, but I am always sad to leave
the celebrating behind. This time, I’d like to spotlight
everyday celebrations – ways to make even the dreariest
January or February day a happy one. My first recipe can
help you use up any leftover candy canes, or any candy you
might have on hand to sprinkle over the top. I think Heath
bars or Butterfinger might be tasty.

T

Chocolate-Mint Cookie Bites
1 box chocolate brownie mix
2 eggs
½ c. shortening
Mix all together in the bowl of a large mixer fitted with
a paddle attachment. Use a cookie scoop or teaspoon to
make rounded balls of dough on a cookie sheet (I use a nonstick Silpat liner.) Bake 10 minutes at 350 degrees.
Add on top of each cookie 1/3 large marshmallow (slice
a large marshmallow in thirds with shears) and bake 2-3
minutes or until the mallow adheres to the cookie. Set aside
on a rack to cool. When all the cookies are baked, make a
chocolate ganache with ½ c warm cream and 1 ½ c. chocolate chips. Stir the warm cream into the chips to melt. Place
mixture in a plastic bag and snip off a corner to drizzle on
the cookies. Sprinkle with crushed candy canes or other
candy. Delicious!
I adapted this from a recipe I found and it was too good
not to share. I also made the recipe with two types of gluten-free brownies and it was superb.
Just so we don’t make it a dessert-only party, here’s a
yummy standby my family loves for what we call “Snack
Dinner.” Definitely a celebration, Snack Dinner is for those
nights when you just want to have bits and pieces for a meal.
Sourdough Dip
1 round sourdough loaf (boule)
1 cup mayonnaise
1 c grated parmesan cheese
1 T Worcestershire sauce
½ t. garlic powder
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Cut off top third of bread loaf and set aside. Hollow out
the bread to make a large bowl, reserving interior. Slice
bread top into cubes. Mix mayonnaise, cheese,
Worcestershire and garlic powder and spoon into the loaf,
smoothing out the top. Place in a pie plate and bake at 350
degrees until warm and gooey, about 20-25 minutes. Serve
with bread and assorted cut vegetables for dipping.
Try a fun snack and dessert menu for your family this
season, and add some celebration to a gloomy day!
e’ve got a recipe from one of our contributors this
month as well.Thanks to Rhonda Rauch for her contribution:

W

Special Apple Crumble
By Rhonda D. Rauch

D

evin Fairchilde, looking in radiant health, drifted out
to sit on the front porch that day. She didn’t seem all
that calm. She worried that I might have eaten up all the
apple dessert. I got her to sit there while I searched around
our home for the pan of apple crumble. Here is the recipe
of the dessert a little girl wanted so badly.
5 c peeled & cored apples
1 c thawed blackberries
2 tsp imitation sugar
7/8 c flour

1/2 c unsalted butter
1/4 c brown sugar
1/2 c coconut (optional)

Preheat oven to 350 degree F.
Cut apples into 1/2” pieces and place in a saucepan
with imitation sugar; cook over low heat until tender. Allow to cool. Combine with the blackberries.
In a bowl, combine the brown sugar and flour tegether.
Rub in the butter until the mixture resembles bread crumbs.
If using coconut, add at this stage.
Divide the apple mixture into one small flan dish.
Sprinkle on the crumb mixture.
Bake for 10-15 minutes or until the crumble is golden
brown.
Serve warm in custard dishes with a scoop of salted
carmel ice cream beside it in another bowl or dish.

It was a light tannish brown, with a “ß•” carved in the
center. Below it were large, crude words. From what I could
make out, it said, SHADOW GANG – NO TRES-

PASSING.

The Shadow Gang: Part 1
By Emma Phillips

I

t’s not every day you start running towards an overflowing creek (in the middle of the night) wearing a blue
bathrobe and bunny slippers of the same color. Not very
much like my usually normal Sadie Rock self.
But, there I was, panting and sliding on loose gravel.
There was no moon, and the night was so dark, I could
only see the luminous shadows of trees. I had seen a strange
shadow pass my bedroom window and I was not stopping
at the chance at being a detective.
When I reached the brook, I sat down on the vegetation and caught my breath. The figure was standing by the
water, skipping rocks and wading in the current.
As my eyes got adjusted to the darkness I could see
that the figure was a boy with sandy brown hair. He was
wearing a T-shirt way too big for him and khaki shorts. His
feet were bare and scarred with blackberry cuts, and his
face looked excited.
After a few minutes of wondering whether to bust out
(that would make a pretty good impression, huh?), two
more people emerged from the shadows. One person was
a girl with orange hair that reminded me of flamethrowers.
She was wearing a black bathrobe and gray sneakers. Her
eyes sparkled silver in the darkness. Overall, she looked
like a Halloween-supporting witch-girl.
The other person was a boy roughly about thirteen with
dark wind-swept hair and green eyes. He wore an actual
navy coat (no, not an actor’s coat, a real coat) and black
sweatpants. He kept fiddling with his hands, as if he
couldn’t stop. I think he had ADHD.
The two kids ambled to the one boy in silence. The girl
tapped on the sandy-haired kid. He started, then whirled
around. His shoulders relaxed. “Jeez, Rose, can’t you be a
little less sneaky? You scared the wits out of me!” The girl
shrugged. “What was I supposed to do?” The dark-haired
boy knelt by the ground and shifted a few stones. A large
board started to show, and soon it was cleared.

He grasped the handle, a glued-on stone, and flung open
the trapdoor. There was a tunnel, with pieces of earth cut
out to make stairs. “What time is it, Douglas?” the darkhaired boy asked the sandy-haired kid. He looked at a gray
Timex watch.
“2:47” declared the Douglas kid. The dark-haired kid
nodded. He sprinted down the stairs, with Douglas and Rose
rushing after him. Nobody noticed me the whole time.
I got up shakily and tossed my bunny slippers into the
bushes. Who wears bunny slippers on an adventure? At
least bathrobes resembled Egyptian robes, (well, kind of).
Anyway, I walked slowly towards the uncovered trapdoor,
my bare toes sliding between the sand and rocks. I stopped
at the tunnel. The board was smooth, except for the grooves
that represented the name and logo. The tunnel smelled,
well, earthy, in a comforting sort of way. An irresistible
curiosity filled me. What were those kids doing there? What
was the Shadow Gang? Finally, where are they coming
from?
It was too much. I stepped onto the first groove carefully, then proceeded with the next. Five seconds later, I
was galloping down the tunnel.
I didn’t need to go very far, because they were pretty
loud, and the tunnel was short. It was the Rose girl who
was talking when I sneaked in.
“We’ve been hanging out there too long,” Rose was
saying. “The retirement home is not a good place anyway.
Do we want insane old people?” I froze. There was rumors
of “skeletons” around the local retirement home, scraping
their bony hands on the windows. I mean, I didn’t really
like retirement homes, but were these the “skeletons?”
Unfortunately for me at that time, the dark-haired boy
turned around and saw me. He glared, annoyed. “Can’t
you read signs? It says ‘no trespassing!’”
“You were the skeletons?” I asked incredously.
“Um, yeah.” said the boy, a little taken aback.
I laughed. “Wow. You did great, guys.”
The Rose girl grinned. “What’s your name?” she asked.
“Sadie Rock” I answered promptly.
“Hey, are you good at sneaking around?”
“Uh, I guess,” I answered.
“How about with dogs? Codes?”
“I own a German Shepherd. And I know Morse and
Navy code. Does that count?”
Rose clapped her hands. “We’ve been needing a scout
and a code-breaker, ever since...” She stopped, as if she
was going to say something, but stopping just in time. The
dark-haired boy seemed interested in the table.
“Anyway, Sadie, I decree you a member of the Shadow
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Gang. Nobody argues?” she clattered on.
Douglas shrugged. “Sure. But it’s mostly Alex’s judgment.”
When I looked at the Alex boy, something electrified.
I felt myself turn red. He looked embarrassed.
“I guess, sure” he said, trying to look bored and failing. He stood up and linked his arm into mine. “Here, I’ll
show you around” To be continued…
I am 11 years old and I live in Crow, OR. I live there with my dad, my
mom, my two pet mice, my dog and my cat. I am enrolled in an online
school, Connections Academy, and my favorite places are my home,
out biking with my friend,Abraham, Fern Ridge Library and the Siuslaw
River.

Have a Point in Mind
By Makenna Webley
Introduction
Hi. My name is Ida Wesley, and everyone is always
telling me I’m not daring. I AM daring, and just to prove
it, I will guide you through this story. So, take the potty
break, get your snacks, sit down and relax, and enjoy the
show...
Chapter 1
Ida Wesley was standing at the bottom of a cliff. She
couldn’t stop thinking that in such a short time, she would
have to climb all the way up. It was 7:30 in the night, just
getting dark, and the temperatures were dropping and dropping. She was here to prove to everyone that she could be
daring. She could do whatever she wanted.
Then her guide, Mr. Wilson popped up. “Ready to
‘plop’ the slope?” he asked.
Ida looked at him. “Um... excuse me, Mr. Wilson, but,
that is rather confusing,” Ida said rather as-a-matter-offactly.
Mr. Wilson looked annoyed. “Well, you... you get it...
just.. oh just come here girl!” he snapped. “Did you come
here to ask questions or climb the Grand Canyon?” Ida
looked perplexed, deeply annoyed.
She finally scrambled up off of a rock she had been
sitting on and walked over to Mr. Wilson.
“Answer my question, girl. Will you climb the Grand
Canyon with me or not?” Mr. Wilson whispered.
“Yes.”
Mr. Wilson brightened up at this answer. “Very well,
climb into this harness and we will start shortly,” he said,
throwing a harness at her.
“Um, sir?” Ida said questioningly.
“Hmmm? Oh yes. Just climb inside, attach that button
34

Groundwaters

January 2014

there, unlatch the hook, tighten it around your waist, and
just...” Mr. Wilson stopped short and waved his hands dramatically.
Ida let her mouth hang open. Was this guy real? She
tried anyway, though; she could not give up now, not when
she was so close.
She managed to get her feet in, attach that one button,
unlatched the hook, but couldn’t tighten it. It was so dark
now she wouldn’t know where the tightening thing even
was. Finally Mr. Wilson came over and shined a flashlight
at her. “Here,” he said flatly, going behind her and tightened it. He could smell her hair, like vanilla. “Tight
enough?” he finally said.
Ida shook her head. He tightened it a little bit more and
stopped.
Then he attached his piece of the harness to himself.
Ida took a deep breath. She was not completely prepared, but that was how she wanted it to be. Slowly, carefully, Mr. Wilson hoisted her onto the first ledge that had
been carved for climbers especially, and waited until she
had moved up. Then he himself climbed onto the ledge.
Ida soon got the hang of it. It was left foot onto left ledge,
right foot on right ledge, left hand on top, right hand on
bottom.
After one hour of climbing this way, it started pouring
down rain. “IDA! STOP AT THE NEXT LEDGE, FIFTEEN MINUTES AWAY!” Mr. Wilson yelled. The rainwater was getting in Ida’s eyes. She couldn’t see, she was
just following the canyon. Finally, she found the ledge,
stopped, and sat on the edge.
Soon after, Mr. Wilson arrived. “How old are you?” he
asked.
“Twenty-eight,” she informed.
“How old are you, Mr. Wilson?” Mr. Wilson flinched,
and said, “First of all, call me Fred. Second of all, I am
30.” Fred brushed some hair out of his face and looked up
at the moon.
The rain was raining so hard, it was slippery all over.
Suddenly he got up and began pushing at the side of the
Grand Canyon. A tunnel seemed to come out of nowhere,
and Fred took Ida’s hand and pulled her in.
Inside was warm like a fire and bright. Ida hesitated.
“Ida sweetheart,” she remembered her fiancé, Dave, saying. You can’t do anything dangerous or frightening,”
“Ida, do you trust me?” queried Fred.
“Yes,” was the response.
“Then trust me now. You can do anything you set your
mind to. “He held out his hand. Ida took it. They walked
down the tunnel, Ida looking at it in awe. She saw Fred,
how he looked so determined. She was beginning to like
him. After miles of walking, the tunnel ended... at her house!
Makenna is 11 years old and the granddaughter of Alice Ford.

Greetings from Eugene by Nick DeAngelo
http://www.nickdeangelo.com
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A Look Back In Time

Community News

T

he Red Cross of Eugene has a new “Prepare” initiative that is made to “save lives and livelihoods by preparing individuals and families, schools, businesses and
entire communities to bounce back from disasters of all
types and sizes.” Information on the initiative can be found
at http://www.redcross.org or by calling the Bethel branch
at 541-344-5244. On the website, you can access information on taking classes, becoming informed about resources
in your area, or get assistance in creating an emergency
kit. Our local fire departments offer first aid and other types
of training as well.
I have been told that updating an emergency kit is something like checking the fire detector batteries – it should be
done at the same time a couple of times per year.

T

he Lorane Rural Arts Center is getting their soup on in
January. On the 11th, mark your calendars to come to
the Lorane Grange to see the January film “Half Nelson,”
starring Ryan Gosling (rated “R”). The movie for the
Feburary 8th “Drive-in Night” is Barbarella.” March 8th’s
film will be “Baraka: A World Beyond Words.”
Groundwaters has been named the sponsored recipient for March.
The evening drill starts as usual at 6:00 p.m. with delicious soup and bread (including a vegetarian option) and
then the film starts with shorts and door prizes at 7:00 and
feature at 7:30 p.m.
Come join your neighbors for a community evening
that supports local organizations. The suggested donation
is $7.00 per person.

T

he Territorial Sport Program Facebook page says that
2nd and 3rd grade basketball for the area will start after
winter break. They are planning to split the teams during
break. The Facebook page is a great way to keep abreast of
what is happening as far as updates and team signups, so
take advantage of this if you have a child playing sports
with TSP.
Remember, if you want to volunteer; there are opportunities for coaches within Territorial Sports Program as
well.

T

he New Year brings with it time to start thinking about
the Veneta Elementary School’s auction, traditionally
held in April. If you, as an organization or an individual,
would like to donate time, goods, or services, contact the
school’s office. Donations are tax-deductible.

B

ingo! If you like Bingo, come to the Crow Grange
twice a month for Bingo nights and a dinner menu
featuring two choices of entrees. Doors open at 6:00 p.m.
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Central View Church of Christ, Hadleyville, Oregon, 1932. This
church was located on Territorial Road east of Briggs Hill
Road. It was built by William Sutherland and was a “noninstrumental” church where instrumental music (piano, guitar,
etc.) was not allowed.

for dinner and the games begin at 7:00 p.m. Times are also
posted on the Grange hall sign in Crow.
Bingo is also held at and sponsored by the Lorane
Grange. Check the Lorane Facebook page and/or Pat
Edwards’ column in the Fern Ridge Review and the
Creswell Chronicle for dates and times.
Fellowship with neighbors and a little competition is
always a fun and good night! Both welcome families. Children must be accompanied by an adult, however.

M

ake sure to check with the Fern Ridge Library to see
the latest on monthly adult and children’s programs.
Each month the Friends of the Library puts on a fun program on a Tuesday night for adults on any of a large variety of subjects. The subjects in the past have included
cheese-making, local arts and music, local flora and fauna,
and quilting.
A wide number of children’s programs happen at the
library, too. In January, there will be Lego Club, Science
Club, Book Club and “Read to a Dog” from 4:00 to 5:00
p.m. on Wednesdays. There is also a well-attended Toddler Time (Fridays at 11:00 a.m.) and Pre-school Story Time
(Wednesdays at 10:45 a.m.)
Teens can enjoy a Movie Night and Teen crafts as well.
A brightly colored newsletter with all the month’s activities is always available at the front desk.

RIPPLE
If you like what you read, pass it on

