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I

n this charming picture,
Chip Lutje is sunning
himself on the family’s
front deck.
Keri Boehringer-Lutje
allowed us to use this
striking picture on our
cover when I spotted it on
Facebook.
(Be sure to see it in
color on Keri’s webpage
on the Groundwater’s site!
The lavender and green of the hydrangeas and the orange
and white of Chip’s fur coat make for a gorgeous picture.)
Keri wanted to tell us about a unique story involving
Chip, but they were on their way out the door to spend
some time in Phoenix where Keri had scheduled some
medical tests. So, the story will have to wait. We just hope
that you will lenjoy the picture. Maybe we can get the
story later...

Progress by Leaps and Bounds
I can send you text
messages, but they just
look like tax transcripts
on your little screen. How
am I supposed to convey
sarcasm without resorting to
emoticons? If only there were
some way I could use
a cell phone to convey
the timbre of my voice...
~ Kris Bluth

“Content”
Upcoming
Deadlines
2014
October - “Lodge”
2015
January - “Trial”
April - “Art”
July - “Distant”
October - “Legend”

July 2014

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

A

s I’ve commented in other editorials, each issue of
Groundwaters seems to take on a life of its own. Even
though this one had fewer contributors for some reason,
several writers provided us with more than one submission, so it all worked out and we really appreciate having
those extra contributions to fall back on for lean times. This
issue is special to me personally because I was able to share
a large part of myself in the dedication I wrote to my husband of 50 years that is included on page 22.
It is also exciting because of the possible ramifications
that Norm Maxwell’s story on page 16 might cause if it
reaches the right people. After reading it and talking with
Norm, it seems that his father could have indeed been the
D.B. Cooper who hijacked a plane and parachuted out of it
somewhere between Portland and Seattle after collecting
$200,000 in ransom in 1971. Check out the pictures and
the information he includes about his father and let us know
what you think.
Of course, we have a lot of other excellent fiction, nonfiction and poetry as well as some art and photography for
this issue. Keep it all coming whether you write for the
theme or not!
I’d like to commend my co-editor, Jen Chambers, for
the fantastic job that she did in overseeing the Groundwaters
school outreach program once again this year. She worked
with both students and teachers at Veneta Elementary
School and from their writing projects and drawings, we
were able to do the layout on four separate books. Each
student received his/her own personal copy as did the teachers, and there were enough extras to give the school and
community libraries copies, too. All of this was paid for
through another grant award from the Oregon Country Fair.
Thank you to OCF and their Bill Wooten Endowment Fund!
In addition, we were also able to award a $200 college
scholarship to Crow High School graduating senior,
Samantha Bloom. We at Groundwaters have long been
impressed with the talent that Samantha has exhibited in
her writing. We have not included any of it in our issues
because her fantasy/fiction stories are much too long and
are a bit more violent than we usually carry. We are still
hoping that she comes up with some tamer short stories for
us to share. Congratulations, Samantha! Our best wishes
for a successful writing and publishing career.
With this issue, we are finishing our 10th year as
Groundwaters magazine. The next issue will begin our 11th
year. With each issue that I have helped create, I am astounded by the quality of the writing that is submitted to us
and it is humbling to know that our writers are entrusting
us with something so very personal. Each story... each
poem... carries with it a small piece of the person who has
written it. Thank you to each one of you for allowing us to
share the products of your heart with our readers!
pe
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By gael Doyle-Oroyan

L

ife’s content (stuff) can make you content (satisfied)
or not. An unexpected accident or major stress load in
an already busy life may provide a big package of dis content.
In retirement, people often say, “How did we ever have
time to work?” Many fill their days with part-time jobs,
volunteer efforts, hobbies, classes, travel and more. As a
result, their lives are full of incredible content that make
them feel content. This is definitely a positive.
However, it appears on other fronts that “gettin’ old
‘ain’t for wimps.” Falls, diseases, financial problems, family situations and other conditions can contribute too much
unwanted content in many seniors’ lives.
Regardless, coping with crises, interacting with family and friends, loving those important to you, playing
games, taking in performing arts, treasuring many life
memories, and doing your best to make the most of almost
every minute of every day may assist in helping you feel
content with the content of your life.
So, review your life’s content, try to complete some of
your “bucket list” items, and strive to be content.

Lessons
The Goddess within knows
there’s a fine balance
between being beautiful and
begging attention
She knows the moment
you try all the fools fall
and the good ones run
a look for kind and secure
the Goddess within forbids
me from being too loose
or youthful
the Goddess within
is full-grown
~ Terah Van Dusen

Coast Trip

By Rachel Rich

W

ide black ripples slip downriver like silk down a
woman’s back. Tall firs loom green, hills behind fading layer by layer into coastal mist. As I step onto the dock,
aromas from bygone sea life pucker my nostrils. A pair of
pigeons coo sweetly, scattering seed spilled from a bag.
Overhead gulls cry so shrilly they whistle.
After the long drive, I pause at a restaurant to sip coffee, refresh and write in my journal. Then I head to the
beach, my true destination.
Snapping a leash on my dog, I step out of the car. Rush
and roar fill my ears and salt air tingles my tongue like an
electric current. My heart leaps in anticipation.
Here and there beach grass clings to mounds. Wind
weaves herringbone patterns in cream and black across open
dunes. We step over a crest and arrive.
Waves like white lace separate grey ocean from grey
sky. Ruffles of brown sand reveal beach contours and subtle
undercurrents. Sand dollars lie about in profusion, tides
casting wealth upon the shore.
We walk and watch, smell and listen. I marvel at a
shell’s rhythmic intricacy, while Rudy sniffs at seafoam.

Soon we are far from the car and wander back, lured by
hunger.
Down a long park road we wind. It’s late afternoon
with sun barely visible through clouds, scant winter light
lending an other-worldly cast to ordinary landscapes. Tips
of shore pine glow chartreuse, while bare trunks twist
wildly. It’s so remarkable, I must snap a few photos.
Dinner provides a window view, in addition to tender
scallops in truffle butter and wild mushrooms. After dinner, Rudy and I once more walk beaches. Driftwood collides at the mouth of a narrow creek that farther down
spreads ocean-ward. Sea vines lie about in coils like scattered ropes. Waves bow down, withdrawing, leaving sand
wet and brown, scattering bits of foam and shell. A boat
beams shore-ward, perhaps to draw in nets one last time
before heading home.
We wend our way down streets and highways, Rudy
and I. I listen to CD’s, savoring the day. Before long, we
turn into our driveway, tires crunching on gravel and porch
light welcoming us home.

“Pacific Cliffs” pen and ink drawing by Richard Laycock. formerly of Lorane, Oregon.
The little boy is Richard’s son, Sam, and the location is Ebey's Landing, on Whidbey island in the San Juan's
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The Philosopher’s
Corner
Thinking outside the box
By Jimminy Cricket
(Jim was not able to provide a “Corner” piece
this time. Here’s a poem he wants to share:)

Awareness
Sunshine
Blue sky
Chirp of birds
Chatter of chipmunks
Sun’s rays through the trees

PLACE AD FOR
POETRY
Spatters of light upon forest floor
A velvetA
moss
under
huckleberry
bush
N
T
H
O
L
OGY
A scatter of cones upon the ground
The playHERE
of light on leaf and limb
The air, so alive, so clean and pure
The forest floor – an Eden encompassing
A myriad of miniature Edens
Like ballerinas posing, clumps of forest grass adorn
A spread of moss – in their midst a huckleberry stands
gracefully
A small fir and shoots of laurel adorn this stage
Children of the forest are these
An infinite variety of shades of green as sun plays on
forest floor and
Illumines an abundant display of leaves and needles
Blades of grass and carpets of moss
With my eyes so much is seen
How much more is seen by eyes not deficient in color
perception
A rain of pine needles falls as
Chipmunk scurries among dead branches overhead
A cool breeze caresses flesh touched
By sun’s warming rays
Another chipmunk races by over rock and log
Busily about its business
This is a place of peace and beauty
A place of life and living… a place of
Quietude yet, bursting with the sounds and feel of life
The breeze whispering through the trees
The endless burbling of nearby distant stream
Laughing and rejoicing along its way
Memories of a few moments along the Salmon River Trail, Mt Hood,
August 1994
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Contented
waiting. years... just to hear your voice...
you called...
as you talked, I talked too.
please, Mom... talk to me until you lose all of your
thoughts.
empty your mind.
reminisce with me... please brag a little... about yourself.
or me?
tell me... what was it, that made you smile last week?
use your special words, that I don’t understand
that I don’t recognize.
just don’t stop talking!
use me...
use me, as your sounding board
now that you have called, can I stop waiting?
I rest in this conversation, contented.
running towards the shrill ring of the phone
you electrified my heart.
like your voice does now.
I’m pulled in by your words, your tone
your intellect
don’t stop talking, stay on the phone
I can surrender... finally.
I have lived too long with your silence
please don’t ever hang up
keep talking...
the dreaded silence
of those years...
Hello, Mom.
Are you there?
~ Barbara Newman

Blossomed Thorns
So soft is the flower whose petals stroked your cheeks
So tender is the caress of the blossoming bud
whose lips were featherlight.
So sweet is the fragrance that fills the summer night.
So beautiful is the flower that stole your beating heart.
But look there, where the sting of the hand grasping too
tight
has now been stung by the cut of a wicked thorn’s delight.
In clutching this beauty you’ve held on too long.
And now the result is the scar you bear
as midsummer’s evening exacts her revenge
The beauty of clutching the blossom
is in tasting her bite, and learning to respect
that nature is deadly in her own right.
So sing of the wisdom you’ve now attained.
The memory remains in your unwhispered song.

~ Sai Johnson

Book Review:

Newly Published!
The Self-Advocacy Toolbox
By Jennifer Chambers

The Route From Cultus Lake
By A. Lynn Ash
(Review by Elizabeth King Gerlach)

T

here came a moment in 1981 when Eugene author,Lynn
Ash, did the math and her life took a turn for the better.
Disenchanted with her work as a city planner, she sharpened her pencil and calculated what the actual cost of taking a year off and living on the road in a camper van would
be. She realized the number was not out of her reach but an
attainable goal. That realization both scared and
exhilarated her, but she
decided to do it anyway.
The Route from
Cultus Lake documents
Ash’s solo camping journey across the United
States, from Oregon to
Maine and back again, in
a 1978 VW van. This
book was a wonderful
read, and I felt invited
into an adventure that I
won’t soon forget.
From the introduction:
“All my life I have harbored a longing and love for
wilderness places. Well, if not bona fide wilderness, at least
that part of the physical world less inhabited by people: a
secret, primitive campsite among junipers and pinyon pines
in central Nevada, the rushing upper reaches of Oregon’s
McKenzie River, or maybe autumn at the summit of a mountain, ablaze with staghorn sumac in Acadia National Park.
Granted, this longing for wild places lay dormant for most
of my childhood and teen years. But pulses of that future
passion did surface from time to time. When I was seven or
eight I would sit on the rickety back steps of our house on
fresh summer mornings tossing breadcrumbs to house sparrows and savoring the low-angle sunshine prickling through
my body like a warm syrup infusion. I could see the dark
green, misty outlines of the Cascade Mountains off to the
east. I had not yet been to the mountains, but I wanted to
go. They called to me because they were far-off, wild and
beautiful.”
Ash writes with an engaging style that is humorous,
emotionally open and rich in detail. A former professor of
geography, her writing particularly shines when describing
the varied landscapes along her journey. The Route From
Cultus Lake is a remarkable memoir of one woman’s quest
for adventure, love, knowledge and a deepened connection
with herself and with nature. Available on Amazon.com and
at J. Michaels Books and Belle Sorelle in Eugene.

Elizabeth King Gerlach, of Eugene, OR, is the author of Just This
Side of Normal and Apples for Cheyenne.

S

ee the article on page 12 of
this issue written by our own
Jennifer Chambers to describe her
new undertaking on the writing
scene.
Jen tells how she was able to
use the tools that she suggests in
her book, The Self-Advocacy
Toolbox, to help her climb out of
the abyss that she encountered
after suffering a traumatic brain
injury as a Crow High School
teenager following a devastating car accident.
Jen has since become a successful writer and speaker
and our very own editor of Groundwaters magazine .

Dust Bowl
An eerie glow filled
a dust-darkened sky,
yet one more rainless day,
with a hot, driving wind
trading soil between
neighboring states.
Sudden calm stills the wind,
a metallic air feels oddly heavy.
Horses snort and toss anxious heads,
low moans come from the bunched cattle,
and chickens halt their ceaseless scrabble
for sparse seeds of grain within the dust..
A promising freshet of cooling breeze,
flashes of heat lightning,
and splintered lightning strikes
out of rain-dark clouds.
A distant roar, and a rising wind
bring huge droplets of rain
clattering on farms’ tin roofs.
Quickly past, the storm
had left only momentary cooling,
drying divots from rainbeads in the dust,
and the chickens searched anew.
~ Gus Daum
July 2014
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Content with the Contents
By John Henry

“God gave us the gift of life; it is up to us to give ourselves the gift of living well.” - Voltaire

I

t was just a little after ten according to the big clock
high on the bus station wall. I was waiting for the midnight bus to points south, final destination New Orleans. I
can play the hell out of my coronet and was headed to
Bourbon Street to play jazz with the masters.
I had to take three buses to get in from Inkster to downtown. I took the last bus from the suburbs toward Detroit,
but I still had a long wait at the Greyhound bus station. I
was excited. I’d been blowing horn since the fourth grade
and felt ready for the big time. I had my savings, all six
hundred and seventy four bucks, and was more worried
about getting ripped off in Motown than not making it in
the professional music scene.
I was sitting on a hard wooden bench looking at a Time
magazine, waiting for the big clock’s hands to go straight
up. I had my suitcase between my knees and my horn on
my lap. A lady and her three brats sat on the bench with
me. Thank God their Greyhound was announced soon and
they disappeared. I was looking down at the magazine and
up at the people getting on and off one bus after another.
The bus riders were an odd assortment, the kind of working folks who didn’t have the do-re-mi for a train or plane
or were just too old or tired to be in a hurry.
I had a Duke Ellington tune dip-dopping in my brain
and was imagining my horn solo, all original improv and
extremely mellow. It surprised me when I heard, “What
you thinking? You look lost in the stratosphere, young
dude.”
I followed the words to the far side of the bench. A
neat old black guy in a long tan leather coat and wide
brimmed hat with a pheasant feather was smiling at me
with gold teeth shining. I stammered, “I was thinking jazz.”
He laughed and responded with a Billie Holiday-like
scat, “Re-rap-da-be-sap, who-dat, sa-fat-cat.” He sang in
a deep, jaunty, melodic bass. He took out a yellow silk
handkerchief and dabbed at his full bronze lips. “Man, I
tell you true, I love jazzing it up.” I laughed and he continued, “That music is in my soul. I’ve played jazz in clubs,
fancy concert halls, and even in churches. I’ve played with
the be-bop and swing kings and queens. Why, I say to Louis
Armstrong one time in Memphis, ‘We were born to swing
the rhythms of the most high, and one glorious day we’ll
join the black angels in God’s heavenly band.”
I didn’t say a lot to the black cat nor was I given much
of a chance. I had a hundred questions while he sang out;
but the cat was doing a solo. It was like he hardly took a
breath. The song kept pouring out. He was singing jazz
history with snippets from the legendary Duke, the Count,
8
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touring in Paris, playing in hot jazz combos in New York
and Chicago. He told his story with a vigor and pace that
swept me along. He created a tsunami, the big wave that
takes you away with it. We were laughing at his story about
how a little gal in Houston taught him how to jazz up love
songs, when he looked out the big window to the street
and froze in mid-sentence. He turned to me and whispered,
“Son, I’ve got a huge favor to ask. Can you hold my valise
for ten minutes? If I’m not back… Well, I’ll be back. I’ve
got valuable stuff in there. Please take good care.” He
pushed his black leather bag by my left leg and moved like
a live snake through a crowd that had just got off the Cleveland bus. He melted in and was soon out of sight.
I sat on the bench and looked toward the swinging doors
on the front of the bus station. What did he see on the sidewalk that put him on the move without his bag? I watched
the front door, but I didn’t see anyone that looked dangerous or threatening. I looked down at the black bag. It was
probably just full of clothes and travel items. I looked at
the big wall clock every few seconds and kept an eye on
the people in the bus station; still no one looked suspicious.
It had been eleven minutes since the jazz man had suddenly split. My eyes kept roaming, looking for the man in
the tan leather coat with the feather in his hat, then up at
the big clock, and down at the black leather bag on the
floor by my feet. Time ticked away.
I had sat with the black bag for over a half hour. It was
eleven thirty and my Greyhound for New Orleans would
be boarding soon. I picked the black bag up and put it on
the seat by me. It weighed a lot for a small bag with just
clothes and toiletries. I wondered what was in it. I looked
at the clock and thought that I’d give the owner of the bag
five more minutes. If he didn’t show, I’d leave it at lost
and found. I don’t know what came over me, maybe I was
just nosy. I wanted to know what was in the bag, you know,
make sure it was just clothes. Could I really trust valuables
with the Greyhound lost and found people? The clock ticked
and I wondered if my jazz friend was running from the law
or a jealous husband or what. But no, the owner of the
black bag was a musician, an impresario, a cool cat with a
soul longing to be in the heavenly jazz band.
I looked the bus station over and it looked pretty mild.
The security guard was chatting up a pretty gal by the snack
bar. Most everybody else looked to be reading or staring
into space or catching forty winks. The big wall clock was
making me nervous. Maybe I should open the black bag
and see if there was some identification in it? But what if

the contents were… were what? My brain was spinning...
and ten other questions. I fell so deeply asleep that I slept
his original jazz compositions, his clarinet, a stack of hunright through the bus stop in Memphis.
dred dollar bills, a gun, a bomb… I froze at bomb. Where
I woke up when the Greyhound diesel started up again.
had that come from? I was getting frazzled.
I looked out the window. The old jazz man was standing
The loud speaker announced, “First boarding call for
on the platform with his black bag, smiling at three beautithe Southbound Express; Bus #8; destinations south and
ful ladies in fur coats who must have been there to meet
on to New Orleans.”
him. I pounded on the window and tried to open it; but the
My nerves were rattled. I was on my way to New Orbus rolled away from the Memphis bus depot and headed
leans, the Mecca of Jazz. I’d had to talk myself into going.
south. I sat staring blankly into the night. A riff welled up
It was risky, but I was content with my skills and will power.
from my soul and a jazz melody floated around in my head
Now I was worrying about the contents of this black bag. I
while the Greyhound conveyed me to New Orleans.
smiled that my being content was so disturbed by what
Two years later, I recorded that tune, titled ‘Content
possible contents might be in the bag. That would be a
with the Contents’. I dedicated the composition to all the
great title for a jazz tune, ‘Dis-content with My Mind’s
current and future angels in heaven’s jazz band.
Contents.”
The PA loud speaker demanded, “Boarding all seats
for the Southbound Express, Bus #8. Last call for the New
Rest
Orleans’s bus. All aboard.” I looked at the clock and it
was five to twelve. The jazz man knew I was going to New
Running, running mad from Hyde,
Orleans. He put me in charge of his black bag. I toted my
Familiar demon inside
bag and his and my cornet and went to Bus #8. I gave the
in the glass.
bags to the driver who shoved them into the belly of the
Close my eyes, keep running fast...
Greyhound and I got on board. I could feel myself relaxAnd faster still! Won’t shake the ugliness
ing. I was responsible for the jazz man’s bag and I would
That base reality.
somehow get it back to him. I got into a window seat and
We’re each an alcy running from the booze.
my discontent ebbed away.
We’ve each a name to shake, to lose.
The driver got on the bus and said, “This express bus
is heading south with its final destination, New Orleans,
I’ll be a mannequin on display
Louisiana. Last chance to get off before Columbus, Ohio.”
And it’ll pass by that final day
He looked down the aisle and no one moved or called out.
Along the street, beside the bay
He got into the driver’s seat; checked back at us through a
rearview mirror; and pulled the big handle to shut the side
That stretches to the crystal sea.
door. I heard a rap on the door like a drum solo and it
swung back open. My old jazz friend with the pheasant
~ Kristen Hendricks
feather in his hat clamored on board.
He gave the driver his ticket and boomed, “Brother,
I’m so sorry to be late. Let me buy you a drink in Memphis for your trouble.” The driver said something and
they both laughed real loud. The jazz man made his
way down the aisle and took the outside seat by me. He
took his wide brimmed hat off and his snow white Afro
shone like a halo. He wiped his face with the yellow
silk kerchief. He smiled at me and said, “Thanks for
taking care of my bag. I’m sure it’s on-board safe and
sound.”
I nodded.
“I’m tuckered out my young jazz horn player. I’ve
got to get me some shut-eye.” He laid his head back on
the seat and put his yellow silk over his face and was
soon snoring. He slept to Columbus, then to Cincinnati, and most of the way to Memphis. I couldn’t help
it. I finally fell asleep. I was nosy about what valuable
things he had in his bag. I waited for him to wake up so
I could ask him why he had run; what was in his valise; Haying time at the “Crow Farm.” Photo by John Smith
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Billy and Grandma
By Ron Veneski

G

randma Grace was dying! At eighty-seven, Grandma
had lived long enough and she knew it. She had always been realistic about life and all its shortcomings. “Live
it Billy, but never let it control you. Each of us only gets to
make one trip this way, so we as individuals should steer
our own course.”
Billy had heard those words before but they were just
now beginning to make sense. It was also clear that they
were not just words but rather a personal philosophy.
Grandma’s “philosophy” didn’t always set well with the
rest of the family, especially her children. They hovered
over her like a hen brooding chicks and by so doing, cramped
her style, to say the least. It all came to the boiling point
about two years ago when the group started badgering her
about such things as: you’re too old to drive, don’t go out
along, you should sell the house and move into a retirement
center, and so on and so forth. The only purpose all this
badgering served was to heighten her resolve to do things
her way.
Grandma lived alone for the last twenty-five years, ever
since Grandpa left her. One day Charlie got up, showered,
shaved, had breakfast and as he was cleaning up his plate
and coffee cup from the table, announced that he was leaving her. His farewell speech was short and to the point,
“Grace, for both our sakes, I have decided to divorce you.”
Neither Grandma or any of the kids ever heard from
Charlie again except through the lawyer in order to sign all
the necessary papers to make the divorce final. It was almost as if Charlie had been vaporized and blown away by
the wind. From that day on Grace never mentioned Charlie’s
name again.
From shortly after the divorce until about two years ago.
Grace met several men socially, almost none of whom met
with the rest of the family’s approval. And, when she had
the gall to allow one of them to sleep over, the cries of outrage were so loud and severe, she called them altogether
and set the record straight. Without raising her voice, Grace
she told them,“I am an adult fully capable of running my
own life and if I need help from any of you, I will ask for it;
until then, Butt Out.” Grace left the room chuckling, knowing fully well that they would have plenty to say to each other.
For the last two years, her only male companion was
Billy, her eleven-year-old grandson. Billy would often ask
Grace if she had a boyfriend or if she went out with other
men. Grace’s reply was always the same, “You are my only
boyfriend and, besides, most men my age are in worse shape
than me and I’m too old to be helping them do the things
they should be helping me with.”
Billy started noticing changes in Grace in the last six
months and was beginning to worry about her. Whenever
he mentioned it to his mother she would always put him off
with “Oh, don’t worry about her, the old bat is going to live
10
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to be a hundred and fifty years old.” Grace was an old bat in
many ways; she wouldn’t ask for help even if she were dying and essentially she was.
Grace’s daughters were busy with their own families
and her son’s wife disavowed Grace several years before
and wouldn’t let him visit her unless she came along and
she never wanted to go. That left Grace and Billy, and that
was okay with both of them. Anytime anyone else tried to
intrude into this relationship, Grace managed to antagonize
them to the point where they wouldn’t return for weeks. All
they ever wanted to talk about was making out a will and to
put in a strong hint as to what they wanted when she “passed.”
Grace took care of “passing on” a long time ago, but
never bothered to tell anyone about it. She was about to
spill the beans to Billy now. She commanded Billy to make
her some lunch which he was already in the process of doing. Tomato soup, oyster crackers, a couple of slices of
cheese and a glass of wine constituted lunch. Billy had the
same except for the wine. It was a tradition during these
lunches that the first spoonful of soup be slurped as loudly
as possible. Spoons ready, dip and slurp. Grandma won
again! Both contestants dropped their spoons back into their
bowls and let out yelps of laughter.
“It’s not fair,” protested Billy. “You always win.”
“Quit your bellyaching and eat your lunch” Grace retorted.
Lunch was peppered with small talk about school and
the events of the week. Grace never burdened Billy with
her problems. All she wanted was someone to scare away
the loneliness of old age and Billy did that for her. She was
eternally grateful for his friendship. They finished lunch
and while Billy cleared the table, Grace hobbled over to her
favorite easy chair and sat down. Billy followed close behind with the half-finished glass of wine and set it on the
table next to the chair. He then retrieved the hand-knitted
afghan from the back of the sofa and covered her propped
up legs with it.
“Billy, I’ve got some good news for you.”
“Like what Grandma?”
“I’m going to make you a rich kid.”
“That would be nice, but how are you going to do that?”
“Well actually, I’ve already done it, but you won’t get
any of the benefits from it for a long time.”
“I don’t understand any of this Grandma.”
“I know that Billy, but I can explain everything. You
see Billy, I don’t expect to live much longer and I wanted to
get my personal life in order before I die. One of the things
that needed to be done was to make a will to spell out who
gets what is left of my estate when I’m gone. Without going
into any of the details, I left everything to you. No one else
gets a penny, no one! I had my lawyer draw up all the pa-

pers so that everything would be legal. When you turn 21,
this house and any assets that are left are yours to do with as
you please. It solves a lot of problems for me such as who
gets what when I ‘pass on.’ I don’t think this decision is
going to make a lot of people happy, but I wouldn’t worry
about that.”
Grandma was right, about three days later when Billy
stopped by, he found her unconscious on the living room
floor. He called the ambulance to take her to the hospital.
Grandma was a fighter and wasn’t going to go easily, and to
prove her point, she hung on for several days. Late one
evening, the family was summoned to the hospital with news
that Grandma had taken a turn for the worse. She specifically asked for Billy to be brought to her.
When they arrived, his parents joined other family members in the hallway while he was ushered into the room by
the nurse, who said that Grandma was asking for him. Billy
sat on the edge of the bed and took her hand in his. She was
cold and barely strong enough to lift her hand, yet managed
a faint smile when they touched. The attending doctor entered the room to take her pulse and listen to her heart. When
he finished, he asked Grace, “Should I summon the rest of
the family?” Grace looked toward Billy and asked “We can
handle this alone, can’t we kid?”
Billy nodded in the affirmative while the doctor turned
and left the room. No words passed between them, just the
love they shared for one young lifetime and the best part of
one old one. The murmurs of the family members in the
hallway reached into the room.
“I would love to have the Tiffany lamp that is hanging
in the living room or the silver service set that she would
never use.”
Another said, “Wouldn’t that crystal vase look beautiful as a table centerpiece.”
Grace and Billy exchanged glances, both acknowledging what they had heard, causing a faint smile to appear
briefly on her lips.
Grace “passed on” in the presence of an eleven-yearold boy while all the rest of the family waited out in the
hall... everyone except for her son whose wife didn’t want
him to go to the hospital.

Wolf Meadow
As the twilight changed to dark’
moonlight filled the meadow with
a glow that seemed to encourage
the whisperings of voices long
forgotten.
The trees were outlined, yet
seemed to fade in and out of
focus. Dew in the air changed
to frost – cold penetrated – and
chilled
It was a night that was both real,
and mysterious. Where beauty,
and starkness mixed with mind and
soul.
Sometimes we can stay too long in
that place where mystery meets
reality – yet – we can leave too soon.
If I would have stayed, would I have
heard the meadow’s namesake?
The car is warm, and the drive home
is quiet – my thoughts are outlines
of things not yet clear.
~ Doug Russell
It was tht first night on Wolf Meadows that I knew I wanted to write,
though it was many years before I started. Oregon’s high desert is
one of my favorite places on Planet Earth.

Inner Word
She sees things others don’t see.
She hears sounds others don’t hear.
She feels to an intensity others can only imagine.
She speaks to herself to keep her own sanity.
She hides away to remain calm;
to minimize stimulation;
to not “lose” it among society.
She is your friend, your neighbor, your lover
living a fine line between sane and insane between the world and mysticism.
~ Vallee Rose
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The Self-Advocacy Toolbox
By Jennifer Chambers

T

he Self-Advocacy Toolbox is a set of tools, or action
steps, that I’ve learned through my experience as a
person with traumatic brain injury and genetic disease. The
book of the same title was released in late June. I’m lucky
to speak around the country to support my mission: helping men and women learn to become their own best support. The tools are supplemented in the workbook that goes
along with my talks. It contains creativity exercises, collage techniques, and targeted goal-setting, and emphasizes
the need to know yourself better as a means to happiness
in whatever situation you find yourself in.
I started writing the Tools in preparation for speaking
at a national conference, the Body Love Conference, in
Tuscon, Arizona. I was asked to speak about how I’ve
learned to cope with my life given the challenges set before me. The conference spoke to my work as an advocate
for those with intellectual disability like myself; I write
often about people who thrive, notwithstanding the fact
that they sometimes have things classified as “disabilities,”
which I see as a bit of an archaic term.
As I see it, the challenges people face, whatever they
are classified as, are alter-abilities, in the same way that a
person whose body is built for long-distance racing is an
alternative set of abilities to the abilities I possess. The
real deal is that nobody is immune to challenges, be it a
physical issue or depression or any of a myriad number of
things. Challenges present themselves as gender issues, or
economic ones, or educational ones.
The truth is we aren’t taught to advocate for ourselves.
Society mandates to people paradoxically that to get ahead
in life is paramount, but also that it’s wrong to be too bold.
So what are we supposed to do to empower ourselves?
How do we have agency over our existence?
My solution is to find out how to know what we want
and need. To do that, I offer that we
* Advocate
* Educate and
* Illuminate our lives.
Advocating can be comprised of figuring out how to
speak up for what you need. In my case, it was wrapped up
in medical stuff. I had to learn quite literally not only how
to speak, but how to speak to people in authority about my
wants and needs. It can apply to anyone, though, as we all
have things we need to say. I talk about declarative statements, in order to communicate effectively. You can become an advocate for causes you care about; for me, speaking and living the cause of Body Love is so important.
Teaching people that it’s absolutely ok to be just how you
are is absurdly simple and yet the message too often goes
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ignored in the noise of “self-improvement culture.”
The Education portion is more than just a K-12 idea.
When I talk about educating yourself, it’s more about finding the things that nourish you and following them. For
instance, I wanted to learn how to make cheese for the
longest time. Silly, right? But I got books and taught myself how to make it, and now I have that skill. I’ve wanted
to learn to play an instrument forever. Now I play the Ukulele. Neither of these things is earth-shattering, but they’re
important to me, and I worked on it until I was reasonably
good at them. The idea isn’t self-improvement, but rather
a deep self-knowledge to give me a fuller life.
By learning about yourself and what you really want,
and making steps to get there, you’ll simply Illuminate how
you live. My goal is to help coach people through the exercises in my Toolbox workbook and through the free tools
on my website to live in a more meaningful and connected
way. Here are the Tools:
THE SELF-ADVOCACY TOOLS
1. Support. In my case it was a combination of family,
friends, and professionals. Seek out partners in your physical/mental health.
2. Adaptive devices. Finding techniques specific to a disability or need and searching out ways to fill that need.
(Memory Book, physical adaption tools, clothing, apps.)
3. Proactive, declaratory language. Learning the correct
terms to empower yourself with doctors/teachers/
adversarial people. (Using the “I feel” dialogue, asking
pointed questions, stating needs.)
4. Art as a deductive device. (Visualization Boards, declarative statements. Making real what is felt or desired.)
5. Self-care. (Paying attention to physical/emotional needs.
Eating well, sleeping well, exercise, positive self-talk.)
6. Consider alternatives. (Naturopath, acupuncture, pain
management alternatives, etc.)
7. Making informed choices rather than “letting it happen.”
Each situation requires you to make a choice. How you
respond to events affects your attitude, and thus, your outcome. Educate yourself on what you want!
I invite communication on the Self-Advocacy Toolbox
at my website, http://theselfadvocacytoolbox.blogspot.com.
I’d love to interact with you there or at my author blog at
http://www.jenniferbchambersauthor.blogspot.com. You’ll
see a list of my upcoming workshops. In Oregon, I’ll be at
the Art & The Vineyard July 6 from 5:30-8:00, the Oregon
Country Fair July 12, at 1:00 at Chez Ray’s, at the Lane
County Fair July 28.

Memories of Grandma’s Apron
In memory as I look back
There hangs Grandma’s apron
She made from a flour sack.
Right behind the kitchen door,
Ready to take on many a chore.
Rickrack on checks,
Lace on Roses
The pocket held hankies,
For cleaning noses.
Sometimes it held a treat,
Like a ball and jacks,
Or something sweet.
Her apron sometimes
Holds the cat.
That was its favorite
Place to nap.
Seems like only yesterday
I went to her house, and
Helped gather the eggs,
Her apron held many that the
Hens had laid.
That apron was handy for drying tears,
And cleaning out little boys ears.
Her apron made a wonderful wrap,
To cuddle the baby
When He needed a nap.
Rock-a-bye Baby or Daddy’s Gone Hunting.
An apron made the perfect bunting.
She saved back her prettiest one,
And quick put it on when company
come.
When anyone opened the screen door,
The flies were waiting inside to soar,
Grandma would send them right back out,
With the fan of her apron
And a “shoo-fly” shout.
She would start the fire in that
Old wood stove,
By fanning the kindling until
it glows.

Remove that pan of hot cornbread,
Not with a pot holder , but
her apron instead.
We would sit out on the front porch
At the close of the day,
Her apron helped keep
The chill away.
Sometimes I just sit and gaze,
I think of those as the good old days.
You must think, those aprons
must have been full of germs.
Well, the only thing I ever caught,
From my Grandma’s apron was…
LOTS OF LOVE !!
~ Rosanna Martin

High Desert Rhapsody
The sun chases shadows
down the canyon’s wall,
until there is a thin streak of
light outlining the rim. For a few
brief moments, the contrast
is a desert masterpiece.
Then, darkness. Until stars
rule the sky. Presenting a panorama
beyond description. How can
one mind take it all in, in such
a brief lifetime?
A soft wind blows in from the desert.
Bringing all of the carefully-gathered
news of the day. Then disperses
deep into the canyon.
Silence now has its voice, bringing
quiet and stillness. Until – night
hunters begin their stealthy search.
At last sleep wins the night, until
the first light of morning seeps
through the dark. And the rhapsody
begins once again. Or did it ever stop?
~ Doug Russell
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The Contented Bus Driver
Gilbert Gilmore Mortimer Gus
Refused to sit down on the school bus.
He preferred to stand or lie on the floor.
He was often found leaning on the back door.

The next morn when the bus opened its door
And Gilbert Gilmore Gus sat on the floor;
Oh the shock he got on his patootie
When the driver’s new toy did its duty.

He hemmed and he hawed, refused to comply.
Follow the rules? He did not even try.
Gilbert Gus did whatever he wanted.
Until the bus driver was feeling quite haunted.

“Get off the floor,” ZAP! The driver cried.
“Sit on the seat,” I will not be denied.
“Get off the back door,” ZIP! It was rigged too.
Gus ran to a seat, the safe thing to do.

Gretta Glenda Millicent Gus
Also loved to kick up a fuss.
She stood on her head, she bounced on the seats.
She yelled out the names of each of the streets.

Gretta Glenda Gus was told to sit alone.
The toy did its job, the toy really shone.
Every time Gretta stood up on the seat
She received a ZAP! She sat in defeat.

Gretta Gus was completely out of hand.
The driver wished she could be banned.
She encouraged other kids to horse-play
Which caused the bus to shake and sway.

When Gretta Gus tried to yell across town
ZIP! ZING! ZAP! ZOT! She was quite beaten down.
Heaven forbid she try bouncing about
Lest the driver shock her for all of his route.

The bus driver dreaded the minute
He would open the door and they would jump in it.
He begged for some help. He cried out for aid.
He could not quit. He had to get paid.

The driver was happy. He was amazed.
The twins on the other hand were quite dazed.
On that one and all the future days
The Gus twins worked hard to mend their ways.

Every day there was a new disaster.
The driver tried to do his route faster.
But the twins overwhelmed him just the same
Not once exhibiting an ounce of shame.

‘Cause they knew if they made even a peep
The driver’s new toy would prompt them to weep.
Truly, all the parents saw a great change
And not a one thought it the least bit strange.

He tried bribery. He tried cajoling.
He tried good discipline and consoling.
Nothing brought results. Nothing helped at all.
Until at last he made the right call.

Now the driver is completely content.
His new toy did exactly what he meant.
He drives his bus without trouble or fuss.
Especially not from any kid named Gus.

His solution came in a box.
He picked it up from a ship on the docks.
It was labeled, “Fragile, open with care.”
He brought it home and unloaded it there.

(Just in case you are really curious:
There are 15 Gus kids. Yes, I am serious.
I’m sure you’re thinking, how could this be true?
But I’m done with this story. No more for you!)

Inside were lots of small pieces and parts.
The instructions gave him lots of fits and starts.
His brain in the game, he came out ahead
And created a toy the twins would come to dread.
That very day he rigged up his rig.
It was great. It was going to be big.
He rubbed his hands and cackled with glee.
“I’ll get them good. Just you wait and see!”
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~ Michelle J. McBeth
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The Way it Wasn’t
By Mary Lou Bennett

N

ot long ago, I watched a black and white movie, circa
1941, starring Cary Grant and Irene Dunne. It opened
with a scene in a record store where customers casually
perused the stock. A common scene. What was uncommon
to our present time is that no one was mumbling into a cell
phone. Imagine shopping where people weren’t conversing with absent others in tones heard all over the store.
Next came a scene with people walking briskly on a
wide city sidewalk, some slowed to accommodate lagging
youngsters, others chatting away with a companion. Men
in business suits marched on their way to offices, engaged
in spirited debate. And no one, not one person, held a cell
phone to an ear. Cell phones were years away from invention.
All this caused me to wonder how favorite old movies
might have been altered by the omnipresence of cell phones.
Casablanca. The scene is the airport, Ilsa (Ingrid
Bergman) awaiting the arrival of Rick (Humphrey Bogart).
She glances nervously toward the plane;
Rick hasn’t yet arrived.
Then her cell
phone sounds the ring
tone, As Time
Goes By.
She answers quickly.
“Yes? It is I, Ilsa. Who
calls?”
“It’s me. Rick. Listen, I’ll join you when I
can. I want you to get
on the plane with
Viktor....”
“But, Rick, I want
to be with you...”
“The world is bigger
than two little people. There’s a war on.”
“I noticed that. Rick, I love you.”
“We’ll always have Paris...”
“But, Rick ...”
“Here’s lookin’ at you, kid.” Click.
What a romantic ending to a powerful love story.
From Here to Eternity. The scene is Hawaii, waves
rolling in from the Pacific onto a beach where two lovers
(Deborah Kerr and Burt Lancaster) lie entangled, locked
in a kiss, mindless of the wet sand and crashing waves.
The music swells.
Then his cell phone rings.
“Sorry, I’ve got to take this call.”
She begins to weep.
“Yes, sir,” he says into the phone. “Yes, sir, I see, sir.

I’ll be right there, sir.”
“But, darling.....”
“I have to go. Duty calls.”
“Don’t leave me....”
“I must. I’m sorry, but ... it’s goodbye.“ He leaves.
She keens, her salty tears mingling with the salt of sea
water.
Gone with the Wind. Scarlett (Vivian Leigh) and Prissy
(Butterfly McQueen), a house slave, are hurrying toward
the home of Miss Melanie whose baby is about to arrive as
the war threatens Atlanta.
“Prissy, hurry, you must help Miss Melanie. It’s her
first baby.”
“Miss Scarlett, I
don’t know nothin’
‘bout birthin’ babies.”
“What do you
mean? You said you knew
all about childbirth. The
doctor’s tending to the
wounded at the front line
so it’s up to us to deliver
this baby.”
“I tell you, Miss
Scarlett, I don’t know
nothin’ about birthin’ no
baby.”
“All right. Stop whining. Here’s my cell phone. You
call your mother and tell her to get herself over to Miss
Melanie’s and help us.”
“But, Miss Scarlett, I don’t know nothin’ about usin’
no cell phone...”
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edit or layout your manuscript?

Check out
Groundwaters Publishing, LLC!
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D.B. Cooper and Dear Old Dad
By Norm Maxwell

I

was tossing ancient VCR tapes the other day when I
encountered an old home-recorded copy of a 1963 U.S.
Air Force black and white training film titled “Passport to
Safety.” In the early ‘60s, the Air Force was upgrading from
the old subsonic and transonic jet fighters of the ‘50s to
supersonic and even Mach II interceptors like the Lockheed
F104.
The old days of bailing out by rolling the airplane upside-down and unfastening your seatbelts were over. All jet
fighters came with ejection seats that would propel the pilot
seat straight up with a rocket, mild explosives or compressed
air. The pilot would keep his knees together and arms on the
rests. This served to clear the pilot from the deadly vertical
and horizontal stabilizers of a disabled fast-mover, but the
Air Force discovered a disturbing number of pilots made a
successful ejection from a malfunctioning Starfighter or
other hotrod fighter plane, only to be killed or injured trying to get free of the ejection seat itself.
My father was a Special Forces captain hanging around
stateside recovering from minor injuries sustained in the
early days of the Vietnam War when he got the plum gig of
demonstrating the safe escape of ejection seats once clear
of the aircraft. Since his favorite hobby was skydiving, it
was like “being paid to panhandle,” to quote Fat Freddy.
Unfortunately, the sound didn’t copy from the old film I
had unearthed, but you can watch Dear Old Dad tumbling
along in an ejection seat filmed by a free-falling camera
man. Dad sticks out his arms and feet until he is falling face
down and then releases his harness, separating himself from
the aluminum aircraft seat that had probably been salvaged

Dear Old Dad ready to take flight. The one in the ejector seat
is Dad, He was born in Central Point near Medford. The
photo was taken in 1963 at one of the Air Force bases in
California. (Note the helmet-mounted camera on the white
football style helmet.)
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A 1972 F.B.I. composite
drawing of D. B. Cooper

Dear Old Dad in 1968 or 1969,
about 2 or 3 years before D.B.
Cooper parachuted from
Flight 305

from a first-generation fighter jet headed for the scrap heap.
Dad straightens his legs and flies out from under the ejection seat like Superman before deploying his chute once
completely clear. The chair continues on to make yet another hole in the California desert.
For the training film, Dad wasn’t ejecting out of disabled fighter planes. He was strapped into surplus ejection
seats and launched off the tailgate of a C-130 at 10,000 or
12,000 feet from a Rube Goldberg Hot Wheels’ ramp. The
cameraman would dive after him and film the sequence with
helmet-mounted cameras. They must have done this half a
dozen times in the grainy old footage. I would love to hear
the soundtrack, but that’s the way it goes.
Over the years, I have observed a distinct similarity
between my dear departed father and one composite sketch
of Dan (D.B.) Cooper who hijacked a Boeing 727 airplane
in the airspace between Portland, Oregon, and Seattle, Washington, on November 24, 1971, and extorted $200,000 in
ransom before parachuting over the wilderness area.
The F.B.I. composite with the dark glasses looks nothing like him, but the other one does. It seems possible that
Dear Old Dad attempted to supplement his retirement in
1971. He was working for J.C. Penney in San Diego at the
time... D.B. left a clip-on tie from J.C. Penney on the Northwest Orient Airlines Flight 305 from which he parachuted.
Clearly, Dad had some small experience in unorthodox exits from aircraft while in flight.
Dad was never more to me than a drunken stranger I
would see occasionally for a few hours at intervals through
the years. When I was born while he was stationed in the
Territory of Alaska, Mom had told him to decide whether
he was going to drink or be a father. That was easy. No
contest there. Mom and I were on a Military Airlift Command transport back to the lower 48 in no time. I was less
than a year old.

Dad remarried and my half-sister was born when I was
20. She had no idea I existed until she turned 17 and came
out west from New Jersey to visit Dad. His second marriage didn’t last either. No huge shock to anybody. Alcohol
was, of course, a factor, especially since both of them drank
heavily.
Over the years, Sis and I have considered the concept
of Dad being D.B. Cooper. We cannot rule it out. The one
sketch looks a lot like our deceased father. I emailed the
FBI my suspicions, but nobody ever so much as acknowledged my communication. Dad would have been 41 years
old in 1971. D.B. was estimated to be in his mid-40s, but it
is possible that Dad looked a little older from heavy drinking and a few years in Vietnam. He had light skin and blonde
hair but it makes sense that he might have dyed and tinted
to disguise himself.
We are not aware of Dad reading Dan Cooper comic
books, however. Dan Cooper was a European comic book
character from the same publishing house that put out the
TinTin comics. Dan never made it in the U.S., but it seems
likely that Dan Cooper comics might have been available
in Vietnam. They were in French and there was a sizable
French presence in Vietnam in the ‘60s. Dan was a Royal
Canadian Air Force pilot who routinely dealt with space
aliens and plots involving atomic bombs and so forth. He
was sort of a hybrid between Steve Canyon and James Bond
with a little Twilight Zone thrown in for good measure.
One of the comic book covers depicts people parachuting and the FBI speculates that the hijacker was familiar
with Dan Cooper comics and hence chose the name. In 1971,
you could give your name as Bozo the Clown when you
bought an airplane ticket. Times have changed.
Oh yeah... Also, Dear Old Dad retired from the Army
as a major in 1969. It turns out that Dan Cooper, the comic
book character, also holds the rank of major. While this is
hardly conclusive, it is another interesting nuance between
Dad and D.B.
Oh well. Seems like the least he could do for his family
would be to turn out to be D.B. Then Sis and I would have
a real scoop to crank out and it would be a lead-pipe-cinch
to publish.
When I first suggested to my sister that Dad might be
D.B., she broached it to her mother who at first dismissed
the thought and then said, “Well…”
She has since died. I guess we will never know.

A Sunday Morning Beach
Sitting with a cuppa, overlooking the beach
Gray upon grey… sea reflecting the sky
The edge of the world
Much closer this morning
If I could walk on water
It would be less than a day’s walk to the
End of the world
The surf is close and low,
It’s a seven-wave morning
Beyond the breakers, seabirds ride gentle swells
No whale’s exhalation is seen – hidden beyond fog’s
reef they be
No surfer mars the whiteness of crested wave
No fisher’s craft on dim horizon
Beings, the human kind, dot the sand
Some, by kite, test flying skills
Some stroll – a casual walk among
Those who take a more aerobic tack
One stands in contemplation
As another stoops to scoop up a bit of treasure
Scene changes as I sip, write and ponder
The near horizon extends itself
Down distant shore
Fog departs; sea and sky turn blue
A plastic-film-bird
Flutters fettered over incoming surf
Another lies tangled in the sea-grass
Its owner tugging on empty string
While another cavorts through the breeze
In a show of derring-do
The hands of time advance
My cup is drained
As café fills
I must depart
Somewhere overlooking the beach, August 7, 1995
~ Jim Burnett, Sr.

“I have a dream that my four little children will one day
live in a nation where they will not be judged by the color
of their skin, but by the content of their character.”
~ Martin Luther King, Jr.
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Question of Beauty
By John Henry

“Don’t brood. Get on with living and loving. You don’t have forever.” – Leo Buscaclia

N

oah, your mother called. She wants you to go out today. For at least half a day.” Alex waited for a response. “Listen man, she pays me, so she is my boss. I told
her I’d tell you. She also said she was coming over if you
didn’t go out and make you go.” Alex waited again. “Noah
man, you’ve been in bed for two days. I have to report to
her. I have to report to her.” He paused and apologized,
“Times are tough, man; and I need this job.”
Noah is all bundled up in his special wheelchair. Alex
will follow him at a discrete distance and be there in an
emergency. Noah gets to pretend to be on his own and
mother won’t worry. In a few hours, Noah will need to use
the toilet and Alex will be there to help.
Noah pushes the joystick forward and the electric chair
creeps down the avenue toward the sun. He is palsied and
twisted, in a perpetual grimace, shrunken and reclusive.
He pushes the joystick back, slowing the heavy black recumbent down. After all these years, he still doesn’t steer it
very well.
Noah has two batteries in his Rolls Royce of wheelchairs. He can go all day if he had any stamina and someplace to go. He dreads going out in public with little kids
staring and pregnant ladies looking away and saying a silent prayer, “Please God, not my baby.” The big library at
the nearby university or the art museum are his usual escapes. He still does research on math conundrums and publishes papers on their arcane ideosincracies. He’s respected
in that obscure math-magical field and has two published
Harvard Press books and the Ph. D. He’s outsmarted Wall
Street to the tune of six plus million. The university term is
in its final week, meaning the library would be crowded;
so he steers toward the art.
Noah presses the button to open the huge cast bronze
museum door. A fourth grader on a class field trip runs to
help keep the door open. Of course, Noah smiles, thinking
he’d love to run over the kid’s foot. Keep smiling and keep
moving. He says, “Thank you my young savior.” But his
voice belongs in a 1930’s horror movie and the ten-yearold runs to safety behind his teacher’s skirt.
The young college girl taking admission fees and handing out maps and information on special events informs
Noah that it is policy to waive fees for people “like him.”
He gathers the hand-outs on the temporary exhibits and
asks the girl to please accept his fifty dollar donation from
people like him. Free because of his handicap! Noah stews
at all the so-called benefits of being a person like himself.
Noah rolls his chair to the elevator and goes down to

“
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the basement level. He surmises that the school kids will
be in the special African Art exhibit first and then move to
the most popular galleries or whatever they are studying.
Noah stays as far away as possible from school kids. They
whisper about him; little arrows that are innocently degrading, humiliating, painful and true. Noah is cursed with
good hearing.
Asian art is often a safe choice. The galleries have wide
aisles and there were usually few people. He likes the carved
Buddha images and the delicate wood block prints. The
handwoven kimonos and wall scrolls are exquisite. But he
especially loves the Japanese section best with its glass
cases of ivory netsukes, imaging the deft fingers of the
carver, so precise, delicately creating perfection three inches
tall.
Noah was so engrossed, he didn’t hear her. His nose is
another curse. His sense of smell is acute. It’s as if a rose
bush suddenly bloomed behind him. He holds his breath,
waiting for the scent to fade away. An alto sings, “What
meaning does this beauty have? Does it have any meaning
beyond an evanescent pleasure?”
Noah would have refused inane repartee of this sort
99.9% of the time. His monster voice responds, “Beauty is
pleasure. Pleasure is meaning. Ergo, the surface of beauty
is as deep as most wish to experience pleasure. Beauty
floats, fogs our senses, makes a miscreant poetic, and the
strong-willed weak.” Noah moves his chair to look at the
reflection in the glass case of this excellent smelling, angelic-sounding woman. If he was a connoisseur of the female form, and there were a million femmes all in a row to
choose from, and he could have any one of them, he’d
pick her. She is tall, willowy, erect, long red hair, green
eyes, aquiline nose, and dressed in a white silk blouse with
a long turquoise skirt. He keeps looking and focuses on
her simple black sandals held in delicate, long stemmed
hands, and then to her bare feet with silver nails. He says,
“I understand your question concerning beauty. And you
are correct to ask one who inherently has none. For I have
been deformed and persona-non-gratis from birth so, as an
outsider to surface beauty, having none of my own, I have
a unique perspective.”
She is even more beautiful when she smiles, with her
straight white teeth gleaming. She sings, “Tell me more;
what you personally think of pleasure in beauty. With your
deeper, more unique, abstract insight.” Her voice is a flirtatious, humorous aria.
Noah feels blood rushing to his face. He considers a

scathing rejoinder but catches himself. Instead he surprisingly speaks from the heart, “My cleverness will soon fail
me and you will take your beauty to ever more worthy
admirers. I take simple pleasure in beauty and am, as so
many before me, an instant admirer of your superficial
charms. What depth can my fleeting pleasure invent to
amuse you when so many men before and after me try?”
She frowns. “What if I take pleasure in asking? Mind
games, word games, people games. Will you take the chance
on giving me pleasure?” She laughs with a jingle.
Noah shakes his head and waits. She will leave if he
remains silent. She smiles and sings, “We would both get
some pleasure from oolong tea and chocolate cheese cake
in the café. Come, accompany me.” He will outwait her
and she will leave for some other diversion. She reaches
down and switches his chair on. She bends down and looks
in his face, inches away, and whispers, “It will be good for
you to live dangerously. Beauty is dangerous. It will take
you away from yourself.” She puts her scandals in his lap
and pushes his joystick. She steers him down long corridors to the café in silence.
At the café entrance, Noah raises his left arm, the one
that goes up past his waist. Alex trots over to them. “Alex,
please explain to this beauty your role in my life.” Alex
stands there, head bent. Noah raises his gravelly voice,
“Alex, I require you to change my diaper. And so concludes the museum version of beauty and the beast.” He
drops her sandals to the floor.
Alex takes Noah to the lavatory. There is no diaper
change. It is a ruse to put beauty back into her perfect reality and far away from him. After a lengthy respite, Alex
holds the door as Noah steers his way out. Leaning against
the wall is beauty. She steps alongside the wheelchair and
says, “Alex, please allow me to take over from here.” No
man can refuse that smile.
She takes Noah into the café and parks his chair at an
empty table by the glass wall that looks onto a Thirteenth
Century Byzantine chapel. She enters the serving line and
comes back with a tray of tea and cheese cake. She pulls
her chair near him and says, “Tell me what I can do for
you? Do you need a straw for the tea? Shall I feed you the
cheese cake?” Tears well up in Noah’s eyes. She smiles
and in calm, soft voice says, “Pretend that my first husband… the only one I loved. He was… imagine; I fed him
and changed his diaper. Allow me to do some little things
for you. Maybe, I’m desperate to serve you right now.”
Her green eyes are full of yellow sparkles and orange
streaks.
Noah looks away from beauty and answers, “I’m not
him, the pretended love of your life, nor am I the famous
Stephen Hawking. I’m Noah Abraham Meyers with a voice
like a grizzly bear, the look of a carnival freak, and the
courage of a marmot.” She laughs.

Noah looks up at her and she’s laughing kindly because he was funny. He laughs with her. She snickers, “OK,
my turn. Let’s say I have an ugly name. Beulah Enid
Rossman for instance. Let’s say further that my big front
teeth stuck out and some halfwit in second grade took my
initials and I was BER Rabbit, which became Trixy in high
school, for the Trix Rabbit. You know the cereal.” She
pushed out her front teeth and did a Bugs Bunny ‘What’s
up Doc’ pantomime. They laugh, and she continues, “And
once upon a time, I was overweight and no boy would ask
out the fat red-haired rabbit. And I fell in love with Robert,
my wheelchair-bound English Lit professor, and he saw a
swan in me.” She sits back and smiles. “Did you enjoy that
fantasy as much as I did?”
“But in truth, you’ve been beautiful far too long. How
long?”
“You ask a question and I’ll answer. Then it’s my turn.”
She smiles so bright it burns Noah. “I’ve been convinced
I’m beautiful for about twenty years. I’ve been turning
heads for a longer time, but I thought I was just a sex object. But I am convinced that I am more beautiful than sexy.
Now my question. Why did you slap me with Alex? Are
you so afraid of what I’ll do to you?”
“As a mathematician, I will tell you that you asked
two questions.” They smile. “Alex is my way of politely
informing you that I have to hire hands and legs; that I
cannot care for myself in a civilized manner without him.
Alex exposes my limitations. And I’m afraid of you, of
what you might do to me if you get bored.” He drinks some
tea, she holding the glass and he sipping from a straw. She
forks in some cheese cake.
Soon after, they meander in the museum. She guides
them past staring school children who are speechless. Noah
calls her Trixy, the comical rabbit name to counterbalance
her Aphrodite veneer.
She walks him home and gives him her embossed card.
Noah feels more alive than ever. He takes a breath and
says, “Before you leave, Trixy...” He looks at her card and,
after a wink, continues, “I should say, Leanore. I don’t want
to spoil today but I need to ask... Are you an out-of-work
actress? Is my mother paying you to play this part?” He
smiles weakly and croaks, “Or are you researching a
crippled character for a novel? Why was I favored with
your beauty this afternoon?”
She smiles and kisses him on the cheek. “Let’s pretend
that I see you as more beautiful and fascinating than I can
ever be.” She waves her arm for a cab and continues, “I’ll
wait for you to contact me.” She sings, “Que Serra, Serra.
Whatever will be, will be. Let’s imagine that every time
we’re together, it will be as wonderful as today.”
A cab slides out of traffic for her. It takes her beauty
down the road. Noah inhales and the scent of her roses
briefly lingers with him.
July 2014
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Mother

By Dale Dickson

I

n the second decade of the 1900s, a young girl told her
father she wanted a baby sister. The family regularly
ordered many items from the Sears catalog, including flour,
salt and beans. The father told his daughter, “Let’s look in
the Sears catalog to see if we can order a baby sister for
you.”
Well, there wasn’t a baby sister in the catalog, but the
young girl kept hoping one would arrive in a Sears order.
One day the father went to the train station in Hadley, Pennsylvania to pick up an order. The girl anxiously waited while
he pried off the boards from the top of the box which held
the ordered items. Much to her disappointment, there wasn’t
a baby sister in the box.
In March 3, 1911, in a small Western Pennsylvania village named Sheakleyville, a poor Methodist minister named
Charles Ezra Deem and his wife Martha Elizabeth Mills
became the parents of a healthy girl, whom they named
Evelyn Mae. She quickly became known as Ebbie.
Ebbie was the fifth of six children, and the family moved
around Western Pennsylvania according to where her father was assigned to minister.
When Ebbie was just barely able to walk, she tottered
to the pulpit during one of her father’s sermons. It didn’t
faze him in the least; he just scooped her up and finished
the sermon with her in his arms.
She and her father were very close. He often took her
with him as he drove his horse and buggy throughout the
countryside visiting his parishioners.
She possessed a sense of humor which she inherited
from her father, but, being a P.K. (Preacher’s Kid) had its
drawbacks. She was supposed to really toe-the-line and set
a good example for other kids. This she did – but she still
had mischievous times, especially at Halloween. She may
have tipped over an outhouse or two in her time.
When she grew to adulthood, Willard Dickson, also
known as “Dixie,” the local school teacher, asked Evelyn’s
father for permission to marry his daughter, and it was
granted. Willard wanted a friend of his from college, a minister, to marry them, so Ebbie and Dixie slipped out of town
one evening and got married in Franklin, Pennsylvania on
December 12, 1931.
Well, they had five children, all devilish boys. I was
the third son. It wasn’t easy raising five empty stomachs
during the Depression days. Dad often worked an additional job besides teaching to keep his brood fed. Our family kept several Victory Gardens where we grew most of
our food. Mother worked all day canning vegetables, making ketchup, pickles and jams, and then sewed clothing for
the boys out of flour sacks and other available materials at
night.
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The family was poor, but we didn’t know it. We were
probably vegetarians, as well, but didn’t realize it. There
weren’t any complaints about what was on the supper table.
Having creamed tomatoes on bread was a common meal.
I can’t remember hearing a really cross word from
Mother, even as ornery as we five boisterous boys could
be. She often said, “If you can’t say something nice, don’t
say anything at all.” I never heard her say anything bad
about anybody, even if they did her wrong.
Dad was always working and that left Mother to raise
the boys. She was a rock – a saint. She gave us boys a set
of values that have lasted throughout our lives. She was
our Mother, comforter, teacher, and nurse – an example of
how to live a proper life.
Even when we boys may have been less than loving to
her, she nurtured us with her unconditional love, patience,
and grace.
There were times when she didn’t have enough money
to buy a three-cent stamp, but she still put a decent meal
on the table, even when relatives traveled several miles to
visit us. They knew she would have a meal for them. I
often wonder, how did she do it?
Those were hard times for her, and even when she became more financially comfortable, it was difficult for her
to break from the old times. She didn’t like to have a lot of
material possessions. Mother was always looking to please
someone else.
One thing I will always remember was a lesson I learned
from her. One day, I stayed home from school, feigning
illness. For some reason I just did not want to go to my
first grade classes that particular day. Mother relented, and
I stayed home. But since I was “sick,” I had to stay in bed;
a sick person doesn’t play all day.
I learned my lesson. The next day, I asked Mother to
write an excuse for my absence on the previous day. She
refused, stating that I wasn’t ill, and she wasn’t going to lie
to Mrs. Perrine, the school teacher. So, I decided I would
write the excuse myself. I got a piece of paper and a pencil
and started printing for I couldn’t do handwriting yet. “I
was sick,” was what I wanted to write. I asked Mother
how to spell the word “sick.” She wasn’t going to help me
in my untruth. So, I scribbled something that may have
resembled the sought-after word, took it to school, and gave
it to the stern-faced teacher.
My playing hooky could have warranted a swat on my
bottom with a piece of firewood, but she only made me
stay after school to make up missed lessons. That was the
only time I played hooky from school. I learned a lesson
from my gentle mother, who didn’t get all upset with me,
but taught me an objective lesson I never forgot.

Not all of my education was obtained at school. Dad
was a school teacher in the Sheakleyville High School.
Dad had us read to him at home, taught us math and proper
grammar. All this home-tutoring helped me tremendously.
Mother knew her English grammar well, also, and helped
in this way. I didn’t know all the grammatical rules, but I
knew when it “sounded right.”
Our family moved to California and settled in Oxnard
in 1957. The family soon joined the Lutheran Church of
the Redeemer. We boys were busy attending high school
and college, but Mother was still a good mother to those of
us at home.
She became active in a ladies’ church circle and soon
developed a great many friends. One of her oldest, but
young-at-heart, friends was Chris Thompson. They were
neighbors for many years before we boys drove Chris from
the neighborhood. She just couldn’t stand all the good
things we did for her. Mother and Chris never had a cross
word in 36 years.
We lost our youngest brother, Douglas, killed in action
in Viet Nam on December 24, 1967. That hit the family
hard, but we stayed together and managed. Our father died
on October 31, 1982, and Mother had to assume the responsibilities of running a household by herself. She did a
fantastic job of it, too.
Her greatest strength came from the church. Her many
friends rallied around her, and helped her in any way she
needed.
She loved her circle, the Busy Bees. They folded bulletins, mailed newsletters, put on potluck dinners, wrote
Christmas plays, attended church services, but most of all,
she loved her very good friends, whom she often mentioned.
She also loved jokes! I remember the twinkle in her
eyes when she would tell a joke. She even had a box full of
jokes which she wanted to make into a book.
Mother passed peacefully of natural causes on September 11, 1993. She was ready to “go home,” as her own
mother called dying and going to heaven. She left us, but
not her memory and the things she left behind for us, which
all of us, in our own ways, will remember as long as we
remain on Earth.
I still miss her, and think of her every day. What I
wouldn’t give to see her smile, hear her laughter, and enjoy her presence once again. Her kindness still lingers with
me.
She loved the name “Jennifer,” and I’m certain if one
of her sons had been born a girl, Mother would have named
her Jennifer. Looking back, which is always so easy to do,
perhaps I should have named my lovely daughter Jennifer
instead of Naomi, out of respect for my mother. But, Naomi
paid the highest reverence for her grandmother by naming
her own daughter, Evelyn. That made me so very happy.

Do You Ever Wonder?
Do you ever leave something in the oven
Way past its done time? Like a baby, months overdue?
Do you ever wonder how you missed
Showing up in time for your exit? Like forgetting your
graduation?
Or not noticing the door to your jail cell ajar?
Have you ever longed for a best friend... failing to notice
She waits inside you, wearing your clothes?
Do you ever ponder how the Love of Your Life judged
and shaped your worth,
And how that tricked and turned into poison selfsupplied?
Have you ever wondered why the cynical, misogynous
Jokes never seemed funny?
With your heart bruised and trampled, did you ever
wonder
Why you had no flame left to light his?
Do you ever wonder, after decades, by what miracle, you
Found your siren-scream and escaped to fly free?
Did you ever puzzle how a new woman can fill all his
Empty spaces while, with you, he insisted he had none?
I have so wondered how the new woman could be what
I could not: Take no shit? Stand up to him?
Sling back what he hurled out?
Muzzle his smoldering rage?
I witnessed and wondered their verbal combat, war
games in public.
She will never wither in silence and shame as I did.
Thank you dear woman, for doing what I could never do,
for winning what I no longer want.
I do wonder how you manage... and I credit you.
I wonder: Have you softened his heart? Are your needs
being met?
Is he loving you well? I wonder.
I forever wonder why my heart beats faster, legs feel
unsteady,
When I see him at a family gathering, a wedding, a
funeral? Still? Why?
Do you ever wonder?
~ Karen Wickham
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The Content of Our Lives. A Special Dedication
By Pat Edwards

H

ow can any of us really evaluate the content of our
lives? There are so many facets!
I’ve found that, in the 72 years of my own life, my
experiences, mistakes, achievements and each segment of
it along the way has contributed to the person I have become – the good and the not-so-good elements.
As a young child, I was quiet and shy, and so very
innocent and naive. As a teenager, I still was. I never had
the confidence or self-esteem that would allow me to
emerge from my comfort zones. Today, I am still shy and
even somewhat reclusive, but I’ve come to the realization
that I was blessed with the ability to write my thoughts and
my feelings in a way that I could never speak, vocally.
Working and fighting my way through that shyness and
self-doubt was a long, arduous journey that I could not
have undertaken without the support of the one person who
has been by my side for almost its entirety.
This story stems from recent reflections I have been
having as my husband Jim and I celebrate the year of our
50th wedding anniversary. On May 30 of this year, we were
aboard a cruise ship heading for Alaska. With my sister,
Barbara, and her husband, Dwight, we booked the 7-day
cruise and a 3-day excursion by bus into the Denali just for
that purpose.
How can 50 years have already gone by since that
Memorial Day in 1964 when we said “I do” in the gymnasium of the St. Alice Catholic Church in Springfield? “Why
a gymnasium?” you might ask. Because at the time, St.
Alice, where Jim’s family were members, had just been
torn down to make way for a spectacular new church that
was in the process of being built – but, alas! not in time for
our wedding. The church services and masses were, at the
time, being held in the school’s gymnasium and it was apropos for the two of us to have basketball hoops visible in
our wedding pictures.
We met two years earlier after Jim had returned from a
4-year stint in the U.S. Army in Germany... during the time
when the Berlin Wall was being built. He was recruited by
my co-worker and his friend, Jerry Cyphert, to play basketball for Jerry’s AAU team. Jim and his friend, Rick
Herman, had spent much of their time in Germany playing
basketball and football for the U.S. Army against neighboring bases. Part of their duties, too, was to maintain the
gyms. At 6' 4", Jim had played with Rick on the 1958
Springfield High School championship basketball team as
well as its football squad.
So, it now seems providential that Jerry Cyphert talked
me into keeping score for his AAU team. Even though I
was not an athlete, it seems now that basketball was ordained to be a part of our lives.
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The purpose of this story is dedicated to Jim and to our
50 years of marriage. I’ll begin with the letter I wrote to
him the day before our anniversary date:
“Well... tomorrow, it will be 50 years... a half of a century! Can you believe it?
Throughout those 50 years and even before, you have always been there for me... always. You’ve never waivered
in your devotion and dedication to not only me, but to our
family, as well.
“Together, we have somehow managed to raise the most
wonderful children that either of us could have imagined.
“We made mistakes... oh yes!... we made plenty! But,
despite those mistakes and our ‘trial and error’ methods of
parenting, we evidently instilled in them the values that
each one of them exhibits today and they, in turn, have
instilled those same values into their own children. What a
legacy we have built... together!
“One of the most tender moments I have of our relationship were those hours in 1983 when you sat next to my
hospital bed, quietly holding my hand and placing cool
washcloths against my forehead. The doctors were trying
to tame the raging fever that had enveloped me so that
they could remove what we all believed to be a malignant
tumor that had enveloped my kidney. I know that you were
frightened... I was frightened... but you never left my side
and you willed your strength into me. Fortunately, against
80% odds, the tumor was benign and although my kidney
was removed, the other has continued to provide for me
well.
“Remember? I wrote a story of that experience several
years later, in 1987. I submitted it as an entry in a contest
called “Always and Forever” (the name of Randy Travis’
new album) sponsored by KUGN-FM radio in Eugene. My
letter was chosen as the winner and we were treated to a
wonderful evening at the Hult Center, meeting and visiting
with Randy Travis in person in his tour bus for about 20
minutes. At the time, he presented me with a beautiful
handcrafted gold necklace with an open umbrella as its
pendant. A tiny diamond raindrop dangled from one of the
spines of the umbrella and I wore that necklace for years
afterwards.”
“You’ve always been my Superman – my hero. There
was never anything that you couldn’t do. You had the
strength of a bull and a stubborn determination to accomplish whatever needed to be done. And, you always succeeded – not necessarily the way I was hoping it would be
done, but if it was for me, I knew that it was done with
love.
“We’ve had disagreements; the road has been rocky in
spots, but neither of us had any desire to take a different

“Always & Forever” – (The Winning Entry)
“On Thanksgiving Day, 1983, the doctor entered
my hospital room, looked at my husband Jim and me,
and said something like this:
“‘The results of your ultrasound and other tests reveal that you have a large tumor on your left kidney,
and after some further testing we must remove the
whole kidney in two days time... There’s an 80% chance
that the tumor is malignant... If it is encapsulated
within the kidney itself, it can be treated. If not...’
“I had been running a steady fever for seven days
following a previous surgery, which had alerted the
doctors that something else was wrong. That night,
my temperature escalated to the point where the whole
night was a hazy blur.
“What I remember most about that night, was the
presence of Jim beside my bed – always there when
my parched mouth and throat needed a sip of water,
or when the cold cloth on my forehead had turned
warm and needed to be rinsed out once again. Those
gnarled, calloused hands that built fences, roped cows,
worked on engines, drove tractors and hauled merchandise for our store with a rugged strength, were as
gentle as a baby’s as he ministered to my needs.
“He stayed that night until the fever broke and I
drifted into an exhausted sleep.
“Each of the next two evenings before the scheduled surgery, he was in my room with a smile on his
face and cards and flowers in his hands from people in
the little community of Lorane where we lived. When
he was with me, he never revealed the strain that I
knew he was under. This was quite a feat in itself. This
man that I had been married to for over 20 years was
highly charged with nervous energy and was normally
a very tense individual. I learned later from friends
that away from the hospital he was considered a basket-case. But, he was always calm when he came to
see me.
“I credit a lot of the peace that I felt within myself
those days before the surgery to the fact that I had
always been blessed with the love of a good man and
a family of whom I was very proud. I was ready and
willing to accept whatever was to come my way, and
Jim was there to support me.
“It was Jim’s voice that I first heard through the
fog of anesthesia that morning following the surgery...
‘It’s okay... It’s all right...The tumor was benign!’
“The love has always been there – sometimes hidden by misunderstandings or selfishness on the parts
of one or the other of us, but it is there. That love and
support has given me the courage to not only face the
possibility of death, but to realize that each of us must
try to do something beneficial with our lives – to make
each day count – Always and Forever.”

route, and that determination has reaped so many rewards.
“So, here’s to our journey towards the next 50! I don’t
know how far we’ll get down that road, but however far it
takes us, we’ll continue to do it together... Always and Forever! Happy 50th Anniversary my Love!!”
So, the content of my life has indeed had many facets,
but the most important ones in the past 50 years, especially, have been family and home and they will always
take precedence over everything else.

Give and Ye Shall
In the moonlight
my most sacred wishes
tumble out like a star giving birth,
filling my world with a million grains
of newborn hope
On the river a
moonglade reflects
back to me my most
incomprehensible
sins and shortcomings
and also reveals my
strengths and gifts
At dawn I wake
knowing the Universe
has slaved on my behalf
and today,
if I give all that
I wish to receive–
Love, communication, security,
I will dance in my hearts
grandest creation yet
~ Terah Van Dusen
I always tell people "These are my thoughts, not my truths." I think
that's important to know. I live in Noti and grew up in the redwoods.
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My Place, My Peace
by Terah Van Dusen

F

inally, on an unexpected day in mid-April, my book ends. My story, complete. Like up in the sky all the parts added up—my equation complete. My
first twenty-eight years is done. As good as it gets, as they say, as good as it gets.
With or without the man. And I mean that.
The book closes.
The book opens again.
My mind plays through these thoughts as I dig shiny vegetable parts out of
the sink. Sulfur water nearly jarring my memory and taking me to another place
all together, another small farm house, another man. Back to the present:
I’d just prepared some potato salad, we were having simple burgers on English muffins like they do at my favorite restaurant in Eugene, a Japanese place
that doesn’t serve sushi. Eugene, Eugene, my destiny place, if temporary, a place
that snuck up on me somehow, then propelled me further into my destiny and
west. Unsure if I fully succumb to the concept-destiny at all it’s just that I’m
really really happy now. I feel like I’ve found the place where my soul and the
land and the community merge gracefully. Before it was always too hot or too
cold. Ten years ago I moved from the border of Mexico, Arizona side, to up
north in Flagstaff. I wanted to get away from the cocaine and potent, horny
Mexican boys. Four years after that I moved from Flagstaff to get away from the
college kids (which I so was not anymore, come graduation day).
I donated most of my possessions, including a boyfriend; everything that
wouldn’t fit in my two-door Chevy Cavalier or would cause too many problems. I drove west to California hollering out the window and making long
stops for Mexican food and snapping black and white photos of shacks in the
desert and when I got to California I meditated on the beach and took my cat to
the redwoods before driving north to Cave Junction, Oregon where I put my
roots down for three whole years. Cave Junction was good to me. I met a man, a
kid really, bless his heart, who I thought I was in love with. He was twenty-two
and I was twenty-six. We moved in together and our differences became quickly
apparent. We got pregnant right off the bat and he persuaded me to get an abortion. I was broken. We didn’t know each other from Adam, but I accepted his
invitation to move to Eugene, where he went to college. We never talked about
the abortion. I tried, but he wasn’t capable, seemed as if he didn’t care.
I worked more than he did. I resented him for it, kicked him out, he moved
to the Bay Area and I was like “Where am I??”
My girl cousin looked at me one day, over coffee, she said, “It’s like part of
you died.” This was not so nice to hear. Rather than get angry, (which I tend to
do) surprisingly, I cried. I walked home from the coffee shop, past the 7-Eleven,
past the bars, the shops and restaurants, and I remembered what I gave up when I left Cave Junction: the small town life.
Fewer choices and responsibilities. Less noise and chaos. It didn’t take long to figure out which part of me had died. I had had
a dream. And it didn’t involve avenues or alley’s or alley punks or Tiny Tavern, or Buffalo Exchange, Sushi Express, red
light, green light, pay to park here, cover charge, dodge the police, stand in line, it didn’t involve these things.
It involved this: soft rain on a lime green summer forest, white bark on lanky Alder stands like the ones I would run in as
a child, up even higher, hefty conifer trees that bend and creak and threaten. A place that I can play the radio loud on my porch
and no one will care, because no one can hear. Sunlight on the line. Sheets of stiff t-shirts and aprons, good, dirty sex on the
washing machine. Blessings in the form of food and stories. The little things. Alive things. In the ground. Outside. The space
and freedom to write. A little place in the country, where the little girl inside of me can come out to play, and the old woman
inside of me can sit on the porch and brood in peace, plucking on the guitar and rolling cigarettes, and the young woman
inside of me, she can decorate the table for visitors and dream, dream, dream some more.
I am living in a dream I once had which I now possess. Destiny achieved. Man or no man. My space. My place. My peace.
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The Fountain’s Refrain

Free
I have something in my pocket that is very dear to me
It’s safer hidden there, than under a lock and key.
I need to have it hidden and keep it closed away
I want to keep it there, so it never sees the light of day

waiting here by the small stone fountain
silent since the winter’s still tide
the burgeoning Spring morning awaits
anxious to preview its new song

If someone was to see it, what would happen to me?
Would I be embarrassed? Do I want it out for the world
to see?
No, not really, but I’m confused on what I should do
But letting this all out, may help me shed a layer or 2.

the impatient courtyard yearns
for the sounds of water returning
from its tremulous pool,
the prodigal waiting to fall
waiting to cascade over small stones
tiny fluid diamonds float out towards the fountain’s rim
ringing the scalloped edge and drop,
brushing past the gentle fronds and
flooding the cushion of green moss below
swirling over the shadows
these silhouettes glisten and dance
falling in echoes cast over this simple collection
of liquid and smooth stone
the water has found its voice
and whispers its new lyric
murmuring the fountain’s
new refrain
~ William Crutchfield

Maybe taking it out, will help me feel free
I’ve been hiding this so long, I feel I’m loosing the real me.
That’s it, I’m going to do it, I’m taking it out.
Look what’s in my pocket world, listen as I shout
These are my secrets... pouring out of my mouth
This feels so so good, I have no more self-doubt!
~ JaKeeta Morrow
I use to love to write poems during my spare time while I was in high
school and college. Even as a little girl, I remember writing short books
and stapling the pages together. After college, life happened and writing
became my past. Now, years later being married and the mother of 4year-old twins, I have a lot to write about. Reading to my girls has
inspired me to write and get into poetry again. It feels wonderful to be
able to express yourself and see what you’ve written come to life. I’m
looking forward to having many more poems to add to my old collection.

Definition

Unpublished

Faith means being
born blind
and still taking
comfort in the gnarly
dreadlocks you’ve
dedicated
your life to
growing
out.

Modestly,
it is a fine poem,
perhaps my best ever,
formed in sleepless dark,
truly rich in quiet emotion
while groundbreaking
in simplicity of construction.
I had labored long with syntax,
seeking a quality of musicality,
absent in some earlier works.
The focus enfolds in rhythmic beat,
avoiding the restrictions
felt so often in forced rhyme.

~ Kris Bluth

Time permitting,
I plan to present it in final form
—one day soon.
~ Gus Daum
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Zucchini - the Vegetable That People Love to Hate
By Ron Veneski

M

y name is Maggi and I love the stuff. I know that
all people are not of the same persuasion. Some
kids seek refuge underneath their bed at the mere mention of that terrible vegetable. How this came about is
anybody’s guess.
Maybe it’s the very name itself, or the association
between the name and the actual taste of it. Another possible explanation might be parental accolades touting the
nutritional value found within. “Besides, we grew this in
our very own garden and we should be able to harvest 3 4 good sized specimens everyday for the next couple of
months.” Yikes, Mom and Dad were okay with that, but
the kids, not so much.
The zucchini plant itself is a specimen to behold. The
leaves are about a foot wide perched atop a sturdy stalk
that can reach 3-feet tall. Bright yellow flowers, 2-4 inches
across dwarf the flowers found on other commonly-grown
garden vegetable such as tomatoes and cucumbers. But,
all this seems to be lost on the taste of the vegetable the
plant produces.
Let me offer some explanations about how the zucchini
dilemma got started. The plant has an amazing ability to
produce specimens exceeded in size and weight only by
watermelons and pumpkins. This makes it way too much of
a bad thing to those who shun it. Then there is the proclamation from those who love it that it is good for you because of
its high vitamin and fiber content. The opponents response
might be “cook it, cover it in dark chocolate and slivered
almonds and it is still zucchini, no thanks.”
Those with a more cruel intent plant twice the number of plants that will produce more zucchini than they
will ever need, then leave pounds of it on your doorstep
in the middle of the night. Or, they will invite you over
for dinner serving stuffed zucchini as the main course
and, “sure it’s okay to bring the kids.”
Zucchini haters have their own agenda. In response
to an offer of several pounds of freshly harvested zucchini, their response might be “Sure. My compost pile
needs more organic material.” Or “Sure. My mother-inlaw is coming to visit for the weekend and I can serve her
fried, breaded zucchini.” The last time I did that she didn’t
visit again for six months. In fact, now she will only visit
us during the winter.
Disguising it by adding it to soups, casseroles and
meatloaf doesn’t always work either. The haters taste it
immediately and the lovers complain that they can’t taste
its presence at all. Then, a new approach struck me. I
would try resurrecting a time-honored recipe for apple
bread I make almost every year. I will try using the same
basic recipe, but substitute zucchini for the apples then
add walnuts, apple juice and cinnamon to mask the zucchini flavor. Then I will bake it according to the apple
bread recipe and see what happens.
26

Groundwaters

July 2014

Early the next afternoon I eagerly set out to try my
experimental “apple” bread. With all the ingredients assembled, I started mixing and tasting at various intervals.
When the batter was ready, I greased the baking pans,
poured in the batter and placed them into the preheated
oven. With the oven timer set to the prescribed time I hurried to clean up the kitchen. The bread should be finished
about 15 minutes before the kids arrive home from school.
The timer bell went off and I removed the bread from
the oven and placed them on the stove top to cool. By the
time Andy and Tyler, a neighbor from next door, walked
into the house, the aroma from the freshly baked bread had
permeated every nook and cranny.
The first words out of Andy’s mouth was, “Wow, what
smells so good?” Tyler joined in with “Yeah, what is it?”
I said “It’s apple bread that I just made and it is probably cool enough to eat. Would you like to try some?”
“Of course we would” replied Andy. Sitting at the table,
the two boys devoured the warm, delectable-tasting bread.
The boys asked for more and gobbled the second piece
quickly.
“I wish my mom would make this for us” Tyler replied.
“I’ll give you some to take home so she can try it and if
she likes it, I can give her the recipe so she can make it for
your family.”
Tyler said, “That would be great.”
Later that evening the phone rang and I answered it.
“Maggi, this is Lindsey, Tyler’s Mom (and a five-star
zucchini hater). The whole family loved the apple bread
you sent us and they are already badgering me to make
them some. Would it be possible to get the recipe from
you?”
I chuckled to myself and then replied, “Sure!” and asked
if she had a pencil and paper handy.
Lindsey replied, “I do.”
“Ok here it is:”
– 3 eggs (beaten)
– 1 cup vegetable oil
– 2 cups sugar
– 3 cups flour (sifted)
– ½ cup applesauce
– ½ cup apple juice
I continued reading the list of ingredients to Lindsay,
ending with “and the last ingredient is
– 2 cups shredded zucchini . . . “
Ron lives in Eugene and is a retired science teacher. He and his wife
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.

Cookin’ With Jen

F

or this issue’s Cooking Page, I wanted to start off with
an amazing recipe I was given by Kelly Konoske viaVeneta
Elementary School. I had this dish at the Volunteer Tea, and
boy, it was so good that everyone asked for the recipe!
It’s unusual, delicious, and another thing for the “ohgod-what-can-I-make-with-all-that-darn-zucchini?” file.

Heat mixture on low until sugar is dissolved, then boil rapidly, stirring frequently to prevent burning. Cook until thick.
Pour into sterilized jars and seal while hot. Process in boiling water bath 10 minutes under 6,000 feet and 15 over
6,000 feet.
Here’s another one using my favorite pie plant, rhubarb:

Sweet and Sour Summer Squash Salad
2 medium yellow squash, thinly sliced
2 medium zucchini, thinly sliced
1 c. chopped celery
1 c. chopped red onion
½ c. each chopped red and green bell pepper
Dressing:
¾ c. sugar
½ c. cider vinegar
¼ c. olive oil
2 T. ranch salad dressing mix
½ t. pepper
1/8 t. salt
In a large bowl combine all vegetables. In a jar, combine
dressing ingredients. Shake well. Drizzle over the vegetables
and toss to coat. Let marinate overnight to improve flavors.
Yield: 7 servings
~Kelly Konoske
It’s the beginning of canning season, and that means it’s
time for my old canning recipes. I found a Kerr canning
book (subtitle: Food forVictory) from 1943. It says: “Food is no
less a weapon than tanks, guns, and planes.” ~ Franklin D. Roosevelt.
We might be able to catch the tailend of rhubarb season
and make this jam with my favorite flavor combination:
Rhubarb and Strawberry Jam
2 lbs. strawberries
2 lbs. rhubarb
6 c. sugar

Rhubarb Conserve
5 lbs. rhubarb
8 c. sugar
3 c. vinegar
2 oranges
½ t. cloves
1 t. cinnamon
2 c. raisins
2 c. walnuts
Wash rhubarb, cut in pieces and cover with boiling water.
Allow to stand 3 minutes then drain. Add sugar, vinegar,
grated rind and juice of oranges, spices, and raisins cut in
pieces. Cook slowly till thick, add chopped nuts and pour
into sterilized jars; seal while hot. Process 10 minutes in
boiling water canner with an additional minute for each
1,000 feet.
I leave you with this excellent recipe from Hand Me Down
Recipes of Comfort and Joy, a book given to me. It’s a fun way
to add interest to a fruit plate.
Frosted Grapes
2 or 3 bunches grapes
1 egg white, beaten
½ c. sugar
Cut stems to small clusters. Beat egg whites until frothy.
Dip clusters of grapes into egg whites. Roll in sugar. Lay on
wax paper until dry.

Wash fruit. Cut rhubarb into ½ inch pieces. Cover rhubarb
with half the sugar and let stand 1-2 hours. Crush berries
and mix with remaining sugar and combine with rhubarb.
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The Good Ol’ Summer Time
Summer is here! I’m going to enjoy every day
It goes by so fast, was it always this way?
When I was younger, summer lasted forever
Time just slowed down and the weather was better
When I look back on my childhood
I think to myself, we’ve never had it so good
I’ve many fond memories of days in the sun
We spent some time working, but we also had fun
Remember those days spent down by the pool?
Oh, that Rock Creek could get mighty cool!
Or did you have your own spot, your own swimming
hole
Did you spend some time there with your fishing pole?
Or were you at the mill pond when it was just a dirt trail
Fishing all day amongst the cattails
Did you stay out until dark, or at least ‘til curfew?
When that siren would sound, just where were you?
Did you strap a flashlight onto your bike
So you could see in the dark, on that long homeward
hike?
Did you sit on the curb popping tar bubbles?
If it got on your clothes, you were in trouble!
Did you slide down the fire escape at the Masonic Hall
Or were you down at the school playing baseball?
Did you pick some blueberries down at Schalock’s
Or wade in the river looking for rocks?
Did you make a few dollars at a
lemonade stand?
Then spend it on candy just like
you had planned?
Did you climb a few trees or
build a big fort
Made with scrap wood and nails
of all sorts?
Did you mow a few lawns and
then lay in the shade?
Did you mow one for free and
refuse to be paid?
An elderly neighbor, someone in
need
Back then it was nothing to do a
good deed
It wasn’t all fun, there was money
to earn
We all picked strawberries, did
you have your turn?
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Jenny, was our driver on that berry bus
You’d better behave and you’d better not cuss
Down on our knees, picking our way up the hill
Our cards would be punched for each flat that we filled
We’d use the money to buy our school clothes
Or maybe a new bike, did you buy one of those?
Of course, there was canning and fresh peaches to pick
Out in the orchard, eating ‘til we got sick
The peaches were huge! So big and so fat!
The juice dripping down, oh, there’s nothing like that!
Back to the house to put those jars in a row
Put on some water for scalding, you know
The floors would get sticky and the steam would rise
At the fair, those peaches might win a first prize!
Did you spend a few summers bucking some bales?
Out in that sun it was hotter than hell
Did you feel satisfaction when you bucked the last one?
Was there lemonade waiting when the job was all done?
Did you take your cow to the fair and win a blue ribbon
Or graciously accept the third place you were given?
Did your mom enter those peaches, or maybe a pie?
Did you flirt with a girl, or were you too shy?

Oh, those were the days, I remember them well
Things sure have changed, as we can all tell
We can’t wish them back, but we would if we could
What do you remember about your childhood?
~ Kala Cota

My Boy of Summer
By Cori Grogan

He said that his ankle was hurting and he hurt it before he
came to camp, yet he was able to do other activities like
tug-o-war and hiking earlier in the week. So he sat by me
and playfully teased and bugged me all afternoon. I loved
it. It was pretty obvious he had a thing for me. I was trying
to get up the courage to give him my number before he
left so we could keep in touch, cuz he was a really sweet
and fun guy to talk to, but I kept chickening out. So on the
last day, he left without my number (poor guy!). I was a
little upset with myself for not giving him my number. I
do hope our paths cross again.
Back at home I have a small town guy whom I now
belong to who is my all-year-round boy. But whenever I
hear that song “Boys of Summer,” I think of that morning
in the dining hall when I first saw my boy of summer,
Danny.

H

ave you ever heard that song called “Boys of Summer” by Don Henley? If you haven’t, you should
listen to it sometime. Before last summer, that didn’t mean
a thing to me. To me it was a just a good song that played
on my favorite radio station every now and then. But last
summer I met a boy that I now refer to as my Boy of Summer. That summer I got to staff at a Boy Scout camp for
seven weeks. Yes, I’m a girl, but I’m also a Venture Scout.
That’s the co-ed part of Boy Scouting that’s also all about
high adventure. Trust me. Staffing at Boy Scout camp all
summer is adventure at its highest.
But anyway, on the morning of the second day, there I
was in the dining hall – half-asleep, drinking a cup of coffee – when I saw him. I almost choked on my coffee; he
was so darn attractive!!! He had beautiful blue eyes and
dark blond hair, and he was wearing a white tee shirt and
ripped jeans. He looked like he stepped out of a movie
like High School Musical or something. He was walking
by the table I was sitting at. I was watching him and praying that he would stop at my table and smile at me and say
“Hi.” He must have felt me staring at him, because he
looked over at me, slowed down his pace (he was walking
kinda fast) and smiled a perfect Crest smile at me. I tried
to smile back but I was in the middle of taking a sip of
coffee and it’s hard to smile while having the edge of a
coffee mug in your mouth, so I failed.
Later on that day, I learned that his name was Danny
(name changed to protect the fantastic), and for the rest of
the week, he talked to me. Our conversations were short
and sweet. We usually talked about guitar playing, California (he was from California and I used to live there),
and he also told me stories about pranks he had done (he
was a pro-prankster).
My favorite memory was on the last day of camp.
Danny and his entire Boy Scout troop came over to the
volleyball pit where I was sitting on a bench and writing
down scores. Danny’s whole troop played except Danny.

By Maddie, 5th Grade, Veneta Elementary School
From 30-Minutes to Creativity

By Charlotte, 3rd Grade, Veneta Elementary School
From 30-Minutes to Creativity
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The Shadow Gang: Part 2
By Emma Phillips

B

EEP!
I woke up with a yawn and rubbed my eyes. Last
night, I, Sadie Rock, had become a member of an exclusive clique called “The Shadow Gang,” whose chief job
was to “haunt” places like apartments, factories and retirement homes.
Last night, Alex (the commander of the Shadow Gang),
Rose, (who specialized in scouting the areas we haunted)
Douglas, (who really looked scary if you thought he was a
ghost) and I (the person who kept dogs at bay, and could
decode important messages) had decided to haunt a road
by an apartment building, Castle Homes.
That night, the building loomed over the empty street,
casting dark shadows over the road. Rose took a pair of
binoculars out of her pocket and scanned the windows. “All
good,” she whispered hoarsely to Alex.
He nodded. “You head out to the parking shed and
change,” he said, giving Rose and I these ridiculous ball
dresses.
Finally, we were changed. Making sure we were hidden, Alex turned to a classical station on his radio, hiding it
carefully. Then, we started our main performance. Douglas and Rose paired, and I paired with Alex. Then we did
a slow waltz.
A Honda civic with two teenagers in it saw the holograph and swerved through. Suddenly, I broke out of my
pair, and slowly ran so my holograph would go towards
their direction, mouthing so it looked like I was talking.
They screamed and chickened out, driving back at a rate of
200 mph.
Alex laughed. “Good job, Naomi,” he chuckled.
“ My name is Sadie, don’t you remember?” I asked.
He blushed. “Um, yeah. Sorry. I mistook you for a sec
as someone else,” he said. “Anyway, let’s get back,” he
said quickly.
Okay, now something was up. First, when I joined up
with the Shadow Gang, Rose was going to tell me that someone else had done my job in this gang, but she stopped
before I could find out who. First there was the holograph
nobody could buy, and now Alex called me Naomi.
I got out of my memory-gathering and got up. My little
sister, Ava, was knocking on the door noisily. Ugh!
I saw Rose on the bus. I thought it kind of weird, since
I never noticed her or any of the other members in my town.
“Hey Rose,” I said, and walked over.
She smiled at me. “Hey Sadie, what’s up?”
“Not much,” I shrugged. I sat down next to her and
slung by backpack onto my lap. I sighed. Get this over
with, Sadie.
“Rose, what am I missing here?” I asked her pointedly.
She looked confused. “Huh…?” I sighed again. “Let me
get this straight. The Shadow Gang has a holograph machine which you certainly can’t buy at Walmart. You were
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going to say, when I joined, that you needed someone like
me after somebody left or something. And now Alex called
me Naomi. What’s going on?”
Immediately, a shadow crossed Rose’s face. “I was hoping you wouldn’t ask that, “she said, “but you might as
well know.”
“Naomi Johnson was Alex’s cousin. She was the one
to start the Shadow Gang in the first place... she always
was really adventurous. We did most of our best hauntings
with her. Alex and Naomi were like BFFs as well as cousins. You could always see them talking together, hanging
out together, doing homework together, sharing the same
jokes, etc. You look a lot like her…
“Two years ago, Naomi was diagnosed with skin cancer. They said that there might be a cure, so they took her
to this hospital in Florida, and that was the last we saw of
her. Alex thinks she’s dead – he hasn’t even got a letter or
a phone call from her. And, yeah.”
I was shocked. No wonder. I wished I could do something about it all… AHA! Why didn’t I think of it before!
“What did her father do?” I asked Rose.
She shrugged. “He was in the military. Her mother
worked at K-mart.”
“Did her father leave any time soon anywhere?” I asked.
“Yeah. He left just before Naomi got diagnosed.”
When I got home, I immediately went to the telephone,
flipping through the phone book. I didn’t think I’d be able
to find the number for the U.S. military, but there it was.
“SIGN UP NOW: CALL THIS NUMBER,” etc. Quickly I
dialed the number and waited.
“Hello?” asked a rough voice
“I need to talk to Naomi Johnson. Is she there?”
“Um, ‘kay, I’ll put her on the line”
There was a pause, then a girl’s voice answered.
“Hey, who’s there? I don’t recognize your number.”
“This is Sadie Rock, fourth member of the Shadow Gang.”
“Shadow Gang? That’s still going?”
“Yup. And so far, I’ve figured that the skin cancer was
a fake and you were sent on some military mission?”
“Basically, yeah (sigh). Top secret, so I probably
shouldn’t tell it to you.”
“At least give your cousin a call, jeez.”
“Well… I only have one hour of time to call people a week,
and it’s all used up on the mission. Ugh! And how in the
world people WRITE around here… I don’t know.”
“Uh-huh.”
“Well, I gotta go… but you call me sometime.” She
hung up with a click.
Two days later, I called her again. This time Naomi
gave good news. “Guess what, Sadie? I talked to the corporals and I’m heading home!”
I smiled as the conservation ended and put the phone
back, grinning. Alex sure would be happy.

An Update on Nick...
Our own “resident” cartoonist, Nick DeAngelo, has
been contributing comic strips
to Groundwaters since Spring
2008 when he was a 16-yearold student at Elmira High
School. Previous to that, he
published photography and
fiction with us.
According to Nick, “This
will be my last Greetings from
Eugene comic strip. I’m ready
to move on. I changed from
JAW (Just Add Water) to GFE
(Greetings from Eugene) when
I turned 18. Now that I've completed LCC, got a job and a new
apartment, I figure GFE has run
its course, and it's time for a
new chapter. I'll put some info
about it on my Facebook page
soon.
I want my new comic to be
‘artsier.’ I'm doing away with
Photoshop and will be doing all
of the art by hand. I'm planning
on selling originals on my
website, and I'm hoping to get
into some galleries once it gets
going.”
Be sure to check out The
Nick Chronicles at http://
w w w. n i c k de a n g e lo. c o m /
chronicles.html .
We are so proud of you and all that you’ve accomplished, Nick!

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

Community News

T

he Lorane Grange will be hosting the Lorane Community Potluck/Picnic this summer on Sunday, August 10. It is the same day as the Lorane Ice Cream Social
sponsored by the Lorane Fire Department. The potluck begins at 12:00 noon and the social will follow with not only
ice cream and pies, but fun events for the family, as well.
Come to the annual Fern Ridge Pit Barbecue! It will be
Sunday, July 27, 12:00 noon to 5:00 p.m. at St. Catherine’s
Catholic Church in Veneta. Groundwaters will have a lollipop tree booth. The Boy Scouts and other local community
organizations will be there too. Plus, come for the fun, stay
for the Barbecue! It’s good enough to salivate over and they
have take-home boxes, too.
It was a special treat to be able to finish the book projects
for the kids at Veneta Elementary School. The teachers
held a book reading and signing party after the kids received
the books, and it was so special to see the children be so
proud of their work. Anyone interested can look at a copy
of each of the four books we created with the school this
year at the Fern Ridge Library. They are called the My Important Book for Mrs. Pebworth’s, Mrs. Messman’s and Mrs.
Greene’s classes, respectively, as well as the 30-Minutes to
Creativity book for the Creative Writing class. You could
even look them up on Amazon.com if you’d like to see those
real writers in action.
Speaking of the Fern Ridge Library, make sure to go to
the www.fernridgelibrary.org website to see what is happening in the fabulous Summer Reading Program! Kickoff
is June 27 at 10:00 a.m. with the always amazing Rhys Thomas. Events will be Tuesdays at 1:30 p.m. for birth to age
12, and Thursdays at 1:30 p.m. for ages 12 to 18. Programs,
reading, games, and prizes are all part of the things planned.
Check for Groundwaters Publishing staff at lots of local
author events this summer and fall. We will be at Art and
the Vineyard, Saturday, July 5 from 5:30-7:30, and at the
Lane County Fair on Friday, July 25 from 1:00-3:00 p.m.
Come to the author’s table and see our new books, which
include OREGON’S MAIN STREET: Highway 99: The Stories, and The Self-Advocacy Toolbox. We’ll also be at the
Florence Festival of Books on Saturday, September 27, from
10:00-4:00 p.m. Also, GW editor, Jennifer Chambers, will
speak at the Oregon Country Fair on Saturday, July 12, at
1:00 p.m. at Chez Ray’s Stage.
ART, Inc., has several camps coming up this summer. Summer Drama Camps for youth are two-week sessions at
$80.00 per sesstion. For 8-12 year olds, the classes are Monday-Thursday from 9:00 a.m. to noon.
· 6/30-7/11: Creative Dramatics
· 7/14-7/25: Dance & Movement

32

Groundwaters

July 2014

A well-deserved break for a hard-working man.

·
·

7/28-8/8: Children’s Theater or The Basics Of Music
8/11-8/22:Children’s Theater

For 13-18 year olds, the classes are Monday-Thursday from
1:00-4:00 p.m.
· 6/30-7/11: Intro To Acting
· 7/14-7/25: Acting & Characterization or Beginning Costuming
· 7/28-8/8: Auditions & Rehearsals or Intro to Technical
Theater
· 8/11-8/22: Children’s Theater
For more information or how to register, email artinc@hotmail.com or call 541-935-3636
ALSO... Don’t forget the ART, Inc-sponsored “BBQ Murder Mystery Dinner” that will be held on Saturday, August 2. More details about time and place will be announced
later.
Free Lunch In the Park begins June 23 and goes until August 22. Go to Food For Lane County’s website for locations for the free lunch program for children and youth ages
2-18. Locations are all over Lane County, including Junction City, Veneta, Cottage Grove, Eugene and other surrounding communities. Check www.foodforlanecouty. org
for the location nearest you.
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