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Groundwaters magazine is a grassroots, community-oriented nonprofit
literary journal which serves the West Lane area and all its connections
through publication of the local arts, history and information by amateur
and professional writers. It is made possible by gifts and donations and
the volunteers who create, produce and distribute Groundwaters magazine. It is distributed free of charge through local businesses and libraries,
and is mailed to subscribers across the U.S. for a small annual fee. Material may be submitted from anyone, any age.
Check out our website at http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/

WE ARE STILL ACCEPTING SUBMISSIONS FOR
POSSIBLE USE IN AN ANNUAL PUBLICATION.
GUIDELINES FOR THE MAGAZINE
1. Email submissions are preferred. Copy text into the body of
an email message or MS-Word or WordPerfect file attachments, please;
no headers, footers, or in-line graphics. Don’t send originals, as they
will not be returned. If email is unavailable, these files can be saved to
a CD or DVD disk and sent to us by mail.
2. Include a phone number or email address with each
submission. You may use a pseudonym, but all work must be signed.
3. Submission limit is 2,000 words.
4. Please be respectful to all. Read Groundwaters to understand
its audience, and speak from the heart. Every age is welcome here.
Featured artists and authors are representative of all ages and levels of
experience. We do not accept political or religious opinion pieces and
we ask our submitters to limit the use of profanity to only what the
story requires. No explicit sexual content or unnecessary violence will
be accepted. The editors reserve the right to edit the unacceptable if it
is to be published.
5. Include a bit of information about yourself and your
submission to share with our readers.
6. Artists, as well as writers, are invited. Please submit scanned
images as at least 300 dpi email attachments in either .jpg or .tif format
after first notifying us that you are going to do so.
7. Original works are protected under the copyright of
Groundwaters and may not be reproduced without permission of the
author/artist. They remain the property of the author/artist.
8. Works in the public domain may be submitted to reprint,
but credits to authors/artists must be included.
9. No payment (other than fleeting fame) is offered. Groundwaters
will provide two copies to a contributor of the issues in which their work
appears. Please include a mailing address for this purpose.
10. Changes may be made in submitted material due to
grammatical errors and space constraints. Whenever possible, the
material and content will not be altered. Authors need to be aware that
published material will also be available on the Groundwaters websites.

Groundwaters is produced entirely with volunteer labor and is
offered free of charge to the public. Therefore, we also gratefully
accept donations to help defray the costs of printing. Gifts and
donations should be made to The Groundwaters Magazine
Project. In accordance with provisions of the Internal Revenue
Code, donations are tax deductible for the donor.
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Contributors to Winter 2015
Artists & Authors: Mary Alexander, Michael J. “Hoss” Barker,
C. Steven Blue, Kris Bluth, Katharine Bond, Gary Briggs, Jim
Burnett, Sr. aka “Jimminy Cricket,” Jennifer Chambers, Kala Cota,
Dorothy Cribbins, William Crutchfield, Nick DeAngelo, Dale R.
Dickson, Natalie Edwards, Pat Edwards, Kristen Hendricks, John
Henry, Sherry Hunter, Keith Kessler, Norm Maxwell, JeanetteMarie Mirich, Barbara Newman, Jean-Marie Purcell, Rhonda
Rauch, Rachel Rich, Doug Russell, Dolly Ruth Smith, Christine
Thom, Terah Van Dusen, Ron Veneski and Karen Wickham.
With Sincere and Abundant Gratitude to Dolly Ruth Smith,
Michael & Keely Rossberg and cash box donors and readers everywhere!

Locations for extra copies: Alvadore Library and Fern
Ridge Market in Alvadore; Cheshire Darimart and Country Corner Community Library in Cheshire; The Book Mine,
Kalapuya Books, Books On Main, Cottage Grove Library
and Senior Center in Cottage Grove; Creswell Library in
Creswell; Bloom’s Automania, Crow Grange and DS Market in Crow; Beanery Cafe, Blue Moon, Celeste Campbell
Senior Center, Down to Earth, Eugene Public Library, JCo Feeds, Les Schwab West 11th Tire Center, Smith Family
Bookstore and Tsunami Books in Eugene; Bush’s Fern View
Farms and Junction City Library in Junction City; Lorane
Family Store, Lorane General Store and the Rebekah Lodge
in Lorane; Noti Post Office in Noti; Applegate Medical Assoc.,
Curves, DS Market, Fern Ridge Chamber of Commerce,
Fern Ridge Library, Fern Ridge Service Center, Kelley’s
True Value Hardware, Robbie’s Windowbox Caffe, The
Farm Store, The Corner, The Sewing Co-op, and Veneta
City Hall in Veneta.
To obtain copies for display or distribution, email
contact@groundwaterspublishing.com or call 541-344-0986

Thank you to Judy and Sonny Hays-Eberts for
offering to take over the Groundwaters
archives on-line. Their new website address of
www.groundwaters.org will not only house our
back issues, history and contributors information, but also many of the resources that Judy
used to begin the magazine in 2004, as well as
Judy’s own writing and possibly a blog.
They just obtained the url, so give them a few
weeks and/or months to get it started. But, be
sure to check it out!
We’ll be using the current site for book publishing information and announcements about
any projects we might plan.
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L

ylah Cooper has a fondness for tea parties and
Alice in Wonderland, which
made for the perfect 3rd birthday party. It was a wonderful
day filled with a Mad Hatter
tea, flamingo croquet and tea
party hat decorations. It was a
very merry “unbirthday “as Grandpa Jim McNutt aka
the Mad Hatter would say.
the Mad Hatter

Where Do We Go From Here?
By Pat Edwards

F

or all intents and purposes, this will be the last quarterly issue of Groundwaters. On the next page, you will
find farewells from each of our staff members, expressing
our gratitude and our thoughts at this time.
It’s not an easy thing for any of us... especially me. As
the one who handles all of the correspondence, I have made
many new friends who I hope will stay in touch and share
with me their news and successes.
The main reason that we are closing it down is because,
quite honestly, we can no longer print each issue ourselves,
and the extra costs of having it printed for us is beyond
what we can afford. Oh, I’m sure that we could set up
fundraisers and have fund drives and come up with temporary solutions, but those things are not something that I
want to take on myself. My world is words -- writing, editing, publishing -- my own and those of others. I have no
desire to be a businesswoman. None of our other staff members are able to take on that role either.
We have explored many other solutions/suggestions that
our supporters have sent us, but we’ve met roadblocks for
each one.
There is a woman in Eugene, Katharine Valentino, who
has set up a website called www.settingforth.org that is publishing an on-line mini-version of Groundwaters, and several of our contributors have submitted to it. That’s a possibility for those of you who want to check it out.
For those of you who like to turn pages and consume
the written word on paper, we have come up with one possibility that would at least keep Groundwaters alive in a
modified way. We would be willing to produce an annual
publication containing the equivalent of four issues (~125
pages) of the magazine in paperback format under a subscription arrangement. This would probably be done each fall.
There are definite drawbacks, though, and I’m not sure
if we would have the support from our contributors and
readers to make it worthwhile. 1) There would need to be a
subscription fee of approximately $10-$12 per year to cover
the cost of publishing and shipping each book. 2) It would
not reach as many readers as our current free magazine does,
so the exposure for the contributors would be much less.
But, we would be willing to offer the contributors a reduced-rate subscription in exchange for their submissions,
if that would help.
This could only work if we are assured of at least 30
subscriptions per year to help defray the cost of publication. If this type of arrangement would appeal to you, please
send us an email or letter telling us how many subscriptions we could count on from you. Don’t send any money.
We just need an idea of whether it is something that we
might pursue.
If you want to be kept informed of our plans, make
sure that we have your email address or mailing address on
file. Let’s see if we can make this fly!
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Editorial Perspectives
A Farewell to the Groundwaters
Community
By Pat Broome

T

en years ago, Judy-Hayes-Ebert had an idea to start a
small magazine that would feature the talents of local
writers, poets and artists of all ages from 8 to 80… We had
known each other from volunteering at the Fern Ridge Library, and I had shared some of my history pieces with her.
The pieces were about regular women who did un-regular things: nuns who revolted, a woman who traveled to
West Africa by herself despite the danger, and American
schoolteachers who went to teach the children of newlyfreed slaves when the fighting was barely finished and the
front lines were fluid.
Judy, Pat Edwards, Jen Chambers, Jim Burnett and contributors of Groundwaters were and are just regular people
who write about both regular and extraordinary things. It’s
not hard to identify with Dale’s stories of growing up with
4 brothers: no matter if the brothers were sisters or if there
was just one or two of them. Michael (aka Hoss) writes
poems and stories that reveal his great love and respect for
the great outdoors. Karen shares with us her gentle and
wide-eyed observations of people and their foibles, and
especially her beloved grandchildren. Delina writes poems
and stories about Africa, where she spent her childhood.
Liath and his dragons, wizards, and witches make us laugh.
Jen and her time-traveling young people give us a glimpse
of what life was like in Elizabethan England. Vicki’s science fiction stories present us the idea of other worlds. Jim’s
Philosopher’s Corner makes us think.
It has been my pleasure to be a part of this creative
community for the past 10 years. However, life is not static.
Things change and people move on to other things. Humans are just hard-wired to go through change. It’s part of
our Humanity. May the spirit of what has been done here
by all of us in the Groundwaters community live on!
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T

his last issue of Groundwaters is, as others have put
with more brevity than I, bittersweet. I read recently
in Anne Lamotte’s book Small Miracles that all of us are
really trying to get back to where we started from. In other
words, we all want to draw into a place of warmth and
understanding.
I think that to the best of our ability we at Groundwaters
have tried to provide that for writers and artists. We all
want to be known and recognized; mostly, we want to be
heard. Our memories, stories, poems and art matter. It has
been my privilege to grow with the magazine and showcase the tremendous talent we have in our area. There really are too many people to thank. I am deeply grateful to
my fellows here at the magazine and for all our contributors for taking this journey with us.
For anyone who would like to see where I go next,
please feel free to follow me via my Facebook Fan page,
Jennifer Chambers Bookshelf, or my blog, http://
jenniferbchambersauthor.blogspot.com. You can look for
my books and my upcoming speaking schedule on my
Amazon.com author page as well.
~ Jennifer Chambers

W

hat more can I say? My co-editors have eloquently
expressed our collective sadness as we close the door
to this literary corridor that we have been traveling for over
6 years now. As they have said, there are so many people
that we would like to personally thank. We’ve had over
300 contributors over the years who have sent us well over
1,500 submissions. Most were amateur writers who had
never published before, and there were others who are published authors and poets. Each one of them agreed to share
a piece of themselves with us and our readers, and each
one of them has been such a special part of our lives.
We’ve all learned from them. They’ve brought forth
memories while relating their own through their stories,
memoirs and poetry. They’ve taken us to places that we’ve
only heard about and made us a part of their journeys.
They’ve looked into the future and explored the past.
They’ve reached out to us and brought forth our tears and
shared the funny things in life and made us laugh. Through
their words, we’ve felt their pain; others made us want to
evaluate our own lives and behaviors towards our fellow
man.
They’ve revealed their deep love for Mother Nature
and all of God’s creatures and creations. True, we have
never allowed anyone to try and force their own beliefs on
our readers. We wanted to make these pages as unbiased
and non-controversial as possible, but whoever/whatever
“God” is to you -- or not -- our hope was always to allow
the goodness in this world to show through for just the
moments it takes to read each issue.
So, for now, at least, this is good-bye to the quarterly
magazine, but we will continue to hope for that miracle
that will allow it to continue in some form.
~ Pat Edwards

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

W

ell, I’ve put this off as long I could. Someone long
ago said that I was a procrastinator and I guess I
was and still am. I’m a “wait until the last possible minute”
kind of guy; funny how old age often walks hand in hand
with a certain sense of clarity about what is and has been.
As I write this, there seems to be a certainty that this is
the last issue of Groundwaters magazine. There is a sense
of sadness and reluctance about that. It’s like losing a friend,
no... like losing a lot of friends. Some of you I’ve met face
to face, others I know only by your written words, your art
and your efforts on behalf of Groundwaters. You all will
be missed as will those of you who have been our readers.
We’ve had an amazing ride together.
The list of “thank yous” is too long for this short piece
but I do want to make special mention of Jennifer Chambers, Pat Broome and especially my sister, Pat Edwards.
My sister Patty has been the glue that has held thongs together and the engine that has made things happen. I am
not just a brother; I am an admirer of her, deeply appreciative of her talents and her efforts.
If there is a universal law at work, it is that of change.
Everything changes over time; no one and no thing is exempt. My life has been changed by Groundwaters and by
all of you. In our heart of hearts we knew that change would
come to this magazine too. We had hoped that when the
change came it would me more than that of becoming a
fond memory, that others would be able to step forth and
take over its reins. Nevertheless, the memories are sweet
and will be long-lasting.
Who knows what the future holds? My wish for all of
you is sweet success in all of your endeavors, abundant
health and well-being and a life full of good books and
magazines.

A Legacy
Interesting that I can only be
In one place at a time
I can only affect those that
Are in my sphere of influence
Those that I can touch
Those that I can see
Those that may be able to hear me
But when I write it down
And share it with the world
I can be in many places
I can begin to be omni-present
In multiple places
Multiplying the gift
To touch the world
To strengthen the weak
To empower the downtrodden
To cheer the sad
To succor the bereaved
To encourage the languishing
To assure the despairing
To steady the weeping
To accept the disconsolate
To imagine the unseen
To bind the broken-hearted
If I could do that
If I could know that
I could cheer people long after I am gone
That would a legacy
Worth writing for
~ Keith Kessler
Keith Kessler is a retired high school counselor and produced playwright.
I love writing poetry because you have to make all of your words
count to paint the picture you see in your mind.

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

Check out Groundwaters Publishing, LLC!

We also do layout and design for print-ready files for on-line publishing or to submit to your publisher!

“It's time to say goodbye, but I think goodbyes are sad and I'd much rather say hello. Hello
to a new adventure!” ~Ernie Harwell
January 2015
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Newly Published!

Groundwaters’
own

Hoss Barker
has just released
his new book!

H

oss Barker may be a self-proclaimed redneck who
spent his younger adult years working in the rough
and tumble logging industry in the backwoods of Oregon,
but he is also a poet in the truest sense of the word. Hoss’
poetry is scattered throughout this book and when he dons
his poet’s hat, the words flow from his heart and soul. His
poetry speaks of his deep love and respect for Mother
Nature’s creations, whether they be the rivers, trees and
mountains or the many and varied types of wildlife that he
enjoyed while spending six years at the Paradise Lodge in
the wild and scenic section of the Rogue River — Zane
Grey Country!
Hoss took the job at Paradise so that he could write his
poetry while communing with Mother Nature and all of
her wonders. While there, he published three books of poetry and prose. My Time in Paradise is Hoss’ story of those
six years spent in the wilderness that he loved. There was
little time during the tourist season when he could write, so
most of it was done in the solitude of borrowed cabins during the long, wet and wild winters on the Rogue.
One of the main parts of his job at the lodge during
tourist season was overseeing the work of the temporary
crew members that “The Boss” brought upriver to work
each spring and summer. With much humor and a bit more
exasperation, Hoss tells of the difficulties and adventures
that were presented to him as he wrangled his “herd” of
Meatheads. He struggled to learn to be a little more tolerant, but it was not easy for a former logger and Marine who
was used to giving an honest day of hard work for his pay...
who had a work ethic that would not tolerate laziness or
carelessness. There was no such thing as “political correctness” in the woods. Either you did the job or you “hiked er.”
In the process, however, after dozens of “sensitivity lectures” from The Boss and The Boss Lady, he began to realize that maybe, in truth, he was the biggest Meathead of
them all.
To order, go to https://www.createspace.com/3930631
or michaeljbarker1@msn.com; 541-515-8996
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roundwaters’ photo contributor, John Smith, is a retired journalist who now lives in Crow, Oregon with
his wife Catherine.
Throughout his career of working for newspapers all
over the country from 1959 to 1971, John took “grab-shots”
— unposed photos taken with natural light using a 35mm
camera.
In the introduction to the new book that features these
wonderful photos, John says,“I have never considered myself anything other than an amateur photographer, and I
did nothing that you could not do yourself...
“When I first set out to produce this book, I found that
my travels were the best way to organize the photographs
and text. Why? Because I realized that my work was my
education, and everything I did added to my knowledge.
Every job change was an effort to graduate to new challenges, more knowledge. For that reason, I felt the need to
tell not only the story behind the photographs, but also
explain the reasons for my frequent career changes.
“In short, this book may appear to be a ‘Photo Book’
but it is not. The test is equally important to explain the
inexplicable peculiarities of life and journalism.
“Full disclosure: I always found it difficult to read and
write. I flunked grade school and dropped out of college.
Finally, I discovered that I was dyslexic! What to do? I
found a home in the army for two years and taught myself
to touch type, learned vocabulary by reading Joseph
Conrad, and later managed to finish college. Only then
did I realize that my real educational path was to explore
the world through
journalism!”

Contact: John Smith
gocrow@hughes.net

C

. Steven Blue has been a frequent contributor to Groundwaters. We are featuring two of
hispoems from a one hour, one man show he is planning in support of his newest
book, S.O.S. ~ Songs Of Sobriety ~ A Personal Journey Of Recovery. According to Steven, “I
hope to take the show into venues, institutions and recovery centers where it may provide
inspiration and hope to those who need it the most. Over 20 years in the making, and based on
my own experience with over 27 years clean and sober, Songs Of Sobriety chronicles the first
ten years of the recovery process, in chronological order; all told in verse. For more information on the book itself, go to: www.wordsongs.com/sos .”
You can see and listen to Steven perform these poems by going to the links provided for each
one.

Modern Miracles
modern miracles
walk through meeting halls
grateful to be alive

Before and After
Before
It was a struggle
After
It is the cure
Before
We worked so hard for everything
After
It is so clear
I’m here
You’re here
Heading straight
Into the light
Because faith and love
Have graced us
Made us whole again

sparkling eyes
sent forth to each other
for help and comfort
in times of trouble
modern miracles
brought together
by a common problem
bonded
by a common belief
modern miracles
bringing hope
through faith and spirit
society’s children
shaken and stirred
once bereaved
now reprieved
live and breathe

Before
We mourned our inner-child
After
Came the dawn
Before
It seemed there was such rage
After
It’s mostly gone

modern miracles
~ C. Steven Blue

www.wordsongs.com/modernmiracles

We carry on
In our love
Our dreams dusted off
In front of us
We stand up
Walk arm in arm
Into the sun
~ C. Steven Blue

www.wordsongs.com/beforeandafter
January 2015
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Breathe
By Dorothy Cribbins

I

nto my nostrils I breathe the air that gives me life. Some
thing stirs within me. My sense of smell awakens memories as I journey through my walk. Travel with me as I
return to my valley, my forest, my ocean and my river.
Breathe deep
The smells of the valley
Fresh tilled soil, fields of mint
Lofts made full with baled hay
Air made clean and sweet
By spring’s first rain
I was five when our family moved from
Chicago to Oregon’s Willamette Valley. My
parents purchased an acre of ground in Eugene where rivers flooded in yesteryear.
The soil was rich, black as night and full
of nutrients. My earliest recollections were
of the out-of-doors. The outdoors was my
sanctuary, where it was safe for me to be. I
can see the garden that covered almost haft an
acre. No gloves ever covered these hands when
it came to that black earth. I experienced some
type of spiritual bond when I drink in the smell of freshlyturned soil and work it with my hands. The soil that furnished life for the seeds I planted helped sustain my own
life. As I write these words I reflect and ask myself, “Why
did I love that garden so?” The garden represented life as it
should be for a child: orderly, nourished, tended and loved.
That one acre of earth was my frontier. I plucked ripe
apples from trees and let the juice run down my chin as I
savored the perfect mingling of the sweet tartness of the
Gravenstein. I would pick purple plums and share them
with my dog to whom I told all my secrets as a child. I
remember my fort – that flattened out spot in the tall grass.
I would lie in safety and let the sun’s warm rays beat down
upon my body, while I sucked the nectar from the base of
a blade of grass.
Every now and then, I have to return to the valley. I
have to root my hands and my feet in that soil, my lifeline:
I have to pull the weeds that threaten to choke the life from
me.
Breathe deep
The smells of the forest
Damp moss clinging to trees
Pungent oils of cedar and fir
Air made heavy by raindrops
Trapped in a canopy of trees
8
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I was twelve when first I walked among the giant trees
of a forest. So dense were the trees that the only light came
from shafts of sunlight filtering through the tree tops.
There’s a special kind of quiet I associate with that area of
old growth timber. Maybe it was the carpeted floor that
cushioned the noise; tree needles and moss forming a blanket to shut out any harsh sounds. Whatever it was, I liked
it, a comforting atmosphere. Most of the trees were giant
Douglas Firs. They appeared to stand as a castle, guard:
straight and tall, proud and mighty. Mixed among these
giants, I occasionally came across a cedar or pine. I
gathered some cones that covered one area; the cones
were ripe for the squirrels’ picking. The air was
filled with forest smells. There was the sweet
smell of decay, which in the forest is the
promise of birth in the life cycle of nature.
I could detect mushrooms hidden from
view and a creek within a short distance.
For me the forest has a calming affect, like
balm on aching muscles. Sometimes I need
the protective cover of this old growth forest; other times, I need a quiet walk in a more
open junior forest to help bring balance back into my
life.
Breathe Deep
The smells of the ocean
Wet sand, seagulls and seaweed
Decay of sea-life being recycled
Air so filled with salt
You can taste and feel it everywhere
My early memories of the beach and ocean are all happy
ones. I smile when I recall that 15-year-old girl skipping
barefoot on the beach, swinging a sand pail, singing, “Oh,
What a Beautiful Morning,” at the top of her lungs. A walk
on the beach is a spiritual experience for me. I feel close to
God and I talk to Him as I walk. I’m free to be me at the
beach. I don’t have to wear a mask at the beach. A walk on
the beach allows me to take a breather from the problems
of life. If I’m sad and I need to cry, I do; if I’m angry and I
need to shout, I can. It’s a terrific place to blow away the
cobwebs that cloud and distort my thinking. The beach is
my special place where I can take a deep breath and let
healing take place. I still take my sand pail with me and I
still get excited when I find one of nature’s treasures. I
never tire of listening to the music of the surf or watching
waves break upon the shore. My beach time is usually a
solitary experience, a time for me to nourish myself.

Breathe deep
The smells of the river
Distinct where river meets shore
Moss covered rocks, campfires burning
Air swept fresh
By distant mountain breezes
I come at last to the river, the McKenzie River. My
memories are almost as numerous as the moods and setting
of the river. My adventures haven’t extended to riding the
white rapids of the mighty river; I’ve been content to enjoy
her other offerings. I love the water, especially the quiet
bends in the river where the water is almost still; that secluded spot where it’s safe to slip out of ones clothes and
swim in the cool refreshing water. There was one large rock
that I loved to sit upon and watch the changing moods of
the river. This was a river that I would go to with a picnic,
a first love, a friend, and later in life with the kids and a
fishing pole for an hour or a day.
I have many happy memories of my time at the river
and l love going back, but the time to move forward has
come. The McKenzie River is like the river of my life,
ever-flowing, ever-changing.
Breathe deep my soul
The smells of the earth
To breathe is to be alive
To breather deep is to live life.
I am 71 years old, have lived in Oregon for 66 years, am married to
the love of my life Larry and together we have 12 grandchildren who
we write to and encourage in the art of writing. I enjoy writing and
someday would like to be able to submit some of my work in
publications to help supplement our income.

Back Issues of

Groundwaters
are available
$1.00 each or
$30.00 for a complete set of
42 issues produced over
the last 10 years (plus shipping)

1996
I hear
her mother
whispering in the hall,
“We can’t afford to keep
feeding her!”
I know
I should tip-toe
out the backdoor
past the clothesline
and around the corner.
I’m mad enough to do so.
embarrassed,
a motherless little girl,
getting on my friend’s mother’s
last nerve.
but I am hungry…
haven’t had a thing
all day.
the mother turns up
the television
so that I can’t hear.
my friend comes
into the bedroom
looking concerned,
annoyed,
looking like a teenager
with heart.
“I’ll just share my plate with you”
she tells me, she knows me
well enough to know that I was
listening.
“Whatever,” I say and
my stomach growls.
Out of some sort
of courtesy, I leave.
I eat cigarettes out of
the ashtray
though I don’t actually
eat them.
Almost 20 years later
and I’m still eating
cigarettes,
but now people
come to my house
for dinner.
~ Terah Van Dusen

Free to libraries, schools and museums!
contact@groundwaterspublishing.com
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Kerouac’s ‘On the Road’
By John Henry

M

y little brother was a writer, a philosopher, and an
unhappy little guy who fumed with understanding
too much and too little of life.
Our mother was a flower-power hippy-chick and lives
in la-la land. Daddy Dale, my old man, videotaped my birth
and, as I grew up, we’d watch it every year on my birthday. I was named Winter Storm, after the day I was born.
Ten years later my brother was born.
My little brother was a love child. Mother, who had
me call her Alice for the Alice in Wonderland world she
lived in, got pregnant by Jake, her love interest at the time.
Jake wanted a kid; Alice wanted Jake; ergo, my brother
was given life.
I guess I’m hiding behind old Alice and her hippy-dippy
house of mirrors alternative lifestyle my brother was born
into. Jake talked Mom into naming my baby brother
Kerouac, his favorite author. But, thank God, they didn’t
do another screaming, bloody film of his birth. I saw
Kerouac come into the world. He didn’t look happy.
I’m trying to give you some background and, maybe,
excuses for what happened to Kerouac. I wasn’t raised on
guilt trips, but I am to blame, along with Alice and Jake for
my brother’s last writing; and what he did afterwards. I’ll
let Kerouac’s final journal entry of July 13th speak for him...
“I am so mad at Winter Storm. I thought we were best
buddies. But along comes Eva, as in the garden of Eva,
and our plan changes. We were going up to Daddy Jake’s
cabin and Winter Storm and I were going to hike for a
week into the Wallowa wilderness and camp out together.
Stormy thought we might see cougars, marmots and bears.
What could be more fun than the two of us living dangerously?
“But then he says, “No can do little brother.” Instead,
Eva and him are going to a rodeo in some hick town and
then hang out at a blues festival. Then he has to race back
to Eugene for his job at Starbucks. So bad news: no special camping trip, just time for him with her. But he says
my time with Jake will be fun. Watching Daddy Jake get
high with other idiots and guarding his pot plants from
poachers. Yeh, it’ll be lots of fun, one month in a run-down
cabin in the Strawberry Mountains, with an outhouse and
a well, forty miles from a town. Plus Daddy Jake told me
he’s got a new old lady but she’ll like me (like the flu).
“I sit here thinking about how crappy my summers always are; and the other times are pretty bad too. My month
with Alice who I’ve taken to call Mommy to piss her off is
about over. Now it’s Daddy Jake’s turn to be my parent for
a month. She says at the least I’ll get to learn some guitar
rock and roll riffs and be in Mother Nature. She doesn’t
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have a clue. At least Jake doesn’t care if I toke some weed
so I can waste away and be a stoned hippy for a month if
that’s what I want. Life sucks. My brother is a liar, breaking his promises. I hate Eva. I hate summers.
“Mommy Alice isn’t talking to Winter Storm’s dad. Now,
Dale’s a cool guy, not some loser like my Daddy Jake. He
pays me to work in his health food store and we have good
times together. Last time I visited with him was for a week
while Alice chased after some horny, long-haired, bass
player. Dale took me to a Mariner’s game and the museum
and on his sailboat. You know, Dale acts like he likes me
and we have fun. I’d rather he was my dad than Jake. But
like Stormy says ‘you can’t choose your parents’.
“Alice won’t let me go see her parents. One time, they
took me to church with them and fed me meat, two unforgivable crimes. And Grandpa took me fishing and I liked
it. Alice yelled and went crazy telling him she didn’t want
me killing live animals and growing up to be a carnivore.
She told them that I wasn’t coming to Colorado any more
because she couldn’t trust them. They’d screw me up like
they did her. It was the best summer vacation I ever had
staying with them. I wish I knew if Daddy Jake’s parents
are alive.
“WEIRD. WEIRD. I AM WEIRD. I am the only kid in
school that is a vegetarian except for some Seventh Day
Adventist who is slightly weird but it’s his religion and he’s
good at sports. What sports am I ALLOWED to play? Alice
insists that it has to be non-competitive, holistic and safe.
What sport is that? I got picked on a lot when I went to
regular school. Alice started home-schooling me when I
got into fights and kept skipping school.
“I’ve never heard of anyone but my brother called
WINTER STORM. All his friends call him Stormy. Alice
insisted that my teacher and classmates call me Kerouac. I
insisted that everyone call me Jack like my whole name
was Jack Kerouac. But good old Alice wouldn’t hear of it.
She told them I was no common Jack, like every jackass. I
had a famous name with meaning. Yah, it meant I was a
punching bag called Kerry’s ass.
“Back from a lunch of leftover quinoa salad with tofu
and mixed veggies and a peach cobbler for dessert. It was
good, but nobody in my last school eats like this. They
laughed at the lunches Alice made for me and the boys
made fun of me and called me WEIRDO FREAK. I want to
eat regular food for awhile and not be weird. I want to be
a Jack.
“In my twelve years, I’ve come to hate Alice and Jake
and now my brother too. I like my grandparents and Dale
but I’m not allowed to see them. I hate my body. I’m five
feet tall, one hundred pounds, and look like a flat chested

girl. Stormy tries to wise me up, but my life right now is not
some stage I’ll grow out of. Even if Stormy and I become
friends again, he’ll probably marry Eva and not come
around any more. I’ll be all alone getting weirder with
Daddy Jake and Mommy Alice taking turns messing me
up.
“I’m lonely. I don’t have friends in my new neighborhood. Alice moves a lot. It’s either a bad boyfriend; slacker
housemates not paying the rent; too dangerous; or her need
to get a move on. I’ve counted us moving nineteen times. I
feel like I’m part of the furniture she moves with her with
her life. I hate moving. Alice is tired of living on farm communes with other hippies. So we’re poor and end up living
in lousy, tough places. In this neighborhood, a black girl
my age beat me up the first week we arrived. I can’t show
my face outside.
“I’ve begged my brother to take me to live with him.
He’s twenty-one and grown up. I’ve told him how screwed
up my life is and he keeps saying that everything will turn
out ok. But he had Dale. He says I’ll out grow up being
unhappy and move away from Alice in Wonderland and
Stoner Jake. But I can’t wait that long to be happy, if it
ever happens. No one listens to me. No one cares about
ME, not even me. I can’t wait forever to be happy.
“So, I’m killing time writing complaints to myself about
my life. I’m waiting for Daddy Jake to show up to drive me
north to his cabin. He’s already an hour late, which for
him is early. Alice pops her head in my bedroom and says
she’s got business and can’t wait around; have a good summer; watch out for poison oak; blah, blah, blah. She blows
me a kiss and is free. I hate her a lot right now.
“I’ve played some video games waiting another hour
for Daddy Jake. I’ve had it. I hate him too. Why should I
wait? I gotta get out of this life.
“Twenty minutes more have gone. I can’t wait forever.
Whoever reads this, GOOD-BYE.”
It took two weeks to find out Kerouac had run away.
Jake did come eventually and went, thinking the plan had
kind of changed, and the kid was going to stay with Alice.
Alice and I thought he was with Jake. Neither of them have
cell phones. I felt bad that I hadn’t gone camping with
Kerouac so I drove six hours to the cabin to spend the weekend with him, just him and me. I discovered that my baby
brother had disappeared.
I called Alice first thing. She thought Kerouac was a
little young to be on the road by himself so she’d think
about calling the police and maybe report him missing.
But it had only been two weeks and she thought it was
cool he finally decided to be foot-loose and fancy-free. I
reminded her he was twelve years old. She told me to chill
out.
I drove back six hours to Alice’s place and found his
journal. I called my grandparents in Colorado and my dad

after reading Kerouac’s last journal entree. These were the
people he thought still loved him and that he might to be
happy with. Grandma and Daddy Dale told me he wasn’t
with them but they were very worried and they wanted to
help any way they could. Grandpa was on a fishing trip
and would be back soon.
I sat in Kerouac’s room and put myself in his place.
Which direction would I hitch-hike? Where would I go?
Who would I pick to love me? Who would never let me
down? Who would come get me with no third degree? Who
would believe me about Alice and Jake?
I headed off to Colorado and went to Grandpa’s fishing cottage and caught trout for supper with Kerouac and
Grandpa. We had a huge campfire and I gave my brother
his journal. He smiled and pitched it in the fire. We looked
at it burn and he said, “I’m giving up writing about how
lousy life is. I’m not Kerouac searching for my soul any
more. I’m just a Jack; a fisherman, a hamburger eater, a
regular guy.”
I don’t know if my brother Jack will ever re-surface in
Alice or Jake’s hippy lives; but life’s always mellow for
them. My brother, however, needs a long, long spell of
uncomplicated, meat and potatoes, plain old-fashioned true
love, and the chance to be a happy normal kid for a change.

Grandma’s Button Box
I loved playing with Grandmother’s
old box of buttons.
There were old buttons, new buttons,
red buttons, blue buttons.
Many buttons were mother of pearl.
Some from boy clothes, some for girls.
There were buttons from off Grandpa’s overalls.
Some she used to sew clothes for my dolls.
Buttons can be used for so many things;
Eyes for stuffed animals;
gems on a crown for a queen.
I would fasten them on a string,
And wear them around my neck.
That was a beautiful thing!
My brother would take a large coat button,
And with a yard of twine, he could make music any ol’
time.
Big buttons, little buttons; whatever they are,
I never throw one away; I keep mine in a jar.
~ Rosanna Martin
January 2015
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First Ride
holding my breath
as the wheels began to turn
oh so slowly on their wobbling axis,
the earth below so unsteady, the hot
summer concrete unforgiving of flesh and bone,
the unbalanced fear, and risk of crashing
falling back onto earth’s harsh field of gravity
then the miracle of moving forward,
in the slow anxious turning, rolling
towards a freedom without bounds,
coasting away in an instant of triumph,
the landscape blurring in an instant
of innocence, and looking back to see
if anyone was watching, if anyone had noticed
this one small speck forging out ahead, alone
and breathing once again.
~ William Crutchfield

to me
Here I am, by the window
sitting just like you.
the table set for one... dining on
Healthy Choice dinners...
in the company of Dr. Phil.
I would like to have any conversation ...
but no one answers, when no one asks
when no ones comes.
if ... only you could see me now...
like I saw you.
peering through the lacy curtains
hoping you will drop by..
like you had hoped I would...
turn off the tv’s chatter...
fetch an unsoiled placemat
set the table for you
and set the table for two.
~ Barbara Newman

The Lightning Machine:
A Fictional Possibility
By G.O.Briggs

A

fter retiring from the weather bureau, Alex Crenshaw
got tired of staying home with his wife who called him
a couch potato and a silly aasvogel once too often. So he
decided to put his talents to work by building his “lightning
machine.” He ‘d been rummaging his mind about it for years
af ter learning how lightning rods on high rise buildings we
re grounding so many zillion kilowatts of electrici ty, both
positive and negative. Fairbanks, Alaska had the biggest
battery complex in the entire world, and he knew the trick
to storing electricity from lightning was a simple system of
separating positive power from negative, then routing it by
thick coppe r wire bundles into the most heat resistant
lithium-cadmium batteries known to science.
The prevailing attitude about all of this to electrical engineers was that Benjamin Franklin was a fool to be experimenting with his kite and key, attracting lightning, and that
waterfalls, dams, coal, windmills, solar mirrors and panels,
etc. were the only ways to obtain electricity safely for massive public and private consumption.
Crenshaw figured it all out and so finally got everything in his garage all together for the grand experiment.
While he was waiting to get the right weather conditions,
his wife returned from a vacation with her sister. She finally
fully understood Alex after he retired from the weather bureau .
Alex used helium not only to insulate the copper cables,
but in its gaseous form in his weather balloons that he tethered up into the sky to attract the first bolts. Zap! It worked
perfectly. Next thing you know, old Alex is a billionaire.
His patents held up in the courts.
Where other inventors failed to see the light at Quemado,
New Mexico’s Lightning Field, or got fried and shocked
into oblivion , Crenshaw triumphed because he kn ew how
lightning was best captured at an altitude up above 100 feet.
The long, thin copper rod under the balloons conducted the
pulses of electricity with utmost precision down to the cabled
bundles leading to both positive and negative batteries. The
icing on the cake was that Alex Crenshaw won the Nobel
Prize in Physics.
Note: Please do not attempt to do such experiments yourself. This is science fiction for now, so keep paying your
electric utility bills!

I’ve lived in Junction City, Oregon for over 22 years now and volunteer
too much for the local historical society and Viking Sal Senior Center.
As a semi-retired writer, I also play Scrabble with our local group at
the community center.
A curious perspective to “The Lightning Machine” is that electricity
can replace diesel trucks and trains.What a great improvement that
would be. We’d have less carbon monoxide and noise pollution.
We are shortsighted people not to be phasing out the inFernal
combustion engine.
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When There Was No _____
Because there were
no streetlights
not for miles
and miles
and miles
we kids would
link arms past dark
and walk by the light
of the moon
Somebody would
start to tell a scary
story and the kid on the end
would say something
poked him or brushed
up against him,
which would send a
shiver through us all
and a giggle too
Because there was
no Internet
we kids would
lie in plastic lawn
chairs in the
summer sunshine
trading Goosebumps
for Sweet Valley High
or Runaway Ralph
I’d crush two
books in one day,
while snacking on
a white plastic
sheath of saltine
crackers
Because there
was no hand held
telephone
you carried in your
pocket
we’d string two cups
across the empty lot
between our cabins
and shout
“Can you hear me now!”
and
“Party at my house!”
We’d knock on doors
or holler one another’s names
as loud as we
could

The Logger

“BUUUUTTCHHH!”
“WHAAAAAATTT?”
“WANNA COME OVER
FOR DINNER?!?”

At home in the wilderness wild and steep,
As spry and nimble as the mountain goat.
Plying the canyons rugged and deep,
Craving the solitude of environs remote.

Because there was no
profile
other than the side
of your face
we figured
“What You See Is What
You Get”
and friendships were easier
to make on an intuitive
level, and easier to let
go of

Men of the timber, hard, rugged and lean,
Forthright, rugged and hard to the core.
Spirit and gumption, these days seldom seen,
Take just what they earn and won’t beg for more.

Because there
was no television
we wore silly things
like third world children
would, and at school we
were thought to have no
sense of humor when we
didn’t “get” a cultural
reference belonging to a
culture we had, by the
grace of some god, been
spared to be exposed to,
clueless to the cues
of the mainstream
and on the cusp of
the downfall of
Living in the Moment

Beat up and thrashed, all battered and bruised,
They never give up, can’t spell the word quit.
It’s bred in their blood, not a virtue they choose,
Tempered like steel with faith and true grit.
At play in the winter or summer’s dust and heat,
All just part of their long, dangerous day.
Men of strong faith, born to fight and compete,
Quick to forgive, prone to kneel down and pray.
In a class of their own, they’ll go it alone,
Seldom seen in the midst of the crowd.
A will hard as iron, a jaw made of stone,
Fierce as a grizzly, quite humble yet proud.
Excitement and danger all the day long,
The Grim Reaper hovers just o’er his head.
Things, quite quickly, can go terribly wrong,
One little slip and a man could be dead.
Stove up and worn out by age forty-five,
Bearing the scars of infinite stitches.
Yet he’s glad as Hell to still be alive,
Rags unto rags and to Hell with riches.
~ Michael J. “Hoss” Barker

we kids were blessed
enough to catch the
Last Wave
and in our hearts
we kids will never
forget what it was
like when there was
no ______
~ Terah Van Dusen
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Pink Ribbon Summer
By Mary Alexander

I

feel the wave of an old-fashioned swoon wash over me.
For an instant the room is fuzzy and swaying. It passes
and I catch my breath. “That’s not what I wanted to hear,”
I tell my doctor.
She says something about “… caught it early…. an
MRI. I’ll schedule the surgery right away”
I leave her office with a kit bag loaded with everything
I never wanted to know about cancer treatment and survival. Still reeling from the verdict, as soon as I get home I
call my sons who, with their families, live over 2000 miles
away. My eldest son immediately sets about arranging to
take job leave to be with me. I also call my only sister who
lives at the opposite end of the country. Commonly the
stalwart one, she bursts into tears. I promise to keep her
informed.
Skimming through the intimidating load of information in the kit bag, it hits me that my complacent comfortable retirement life has just crashed. Instead of pursuing
my New Year’s resolution of polishing my short stories
and my book to find a publisher, I will be caught up in this
battle with an enemy I never see.
I’m feeling anger and self-reproach. God knows I
wasn’t singled out for this. I’m one among thousands, but
I hate being a statistic. I neglected doing the annual mammogram thing, having my breasts flattened like sandwiches
in a Panini press. Would it have made a difference? She
said, “We caught it early.”
I see my surgeon again on the 24th of May. She has the
MRI report. The surgery date is set for the 3rd of June. I try
to psych myself up for the possibility of waking without
my right breast. The doctor anticipates a lumpectomy and
removal of sentinel lymph nodes, but cannot be absolutely
certain until she can see what is there. In preparation, the
MRI was done with dye injection and directional info is
written in ink on my breast. (Make sure you get the right
one, guys.)
In recovery my sweet doctor is there smiling at me
assuring me all went well. I touch myself and know the
breast is still there, though the entire side is numb.
“There’s good news and not so good. The cancer appears to have been contained and nothing was found in the
twenty-two lymph nodes I removed. The cancer was an
‘infiltrating ductal carcinoma.’ It is a type of aggressive
cancer and you aren’t a candidate for hormone therapy. In
summary, I’m referring you to both an oncologist who specializes in chemotherapy and another who provides radiation treatment. They can give you the information you need
for the best follow-up plan.”
In order for my son, who must leave soon, to be with
me for these consults, we make a run to Tucson on the 14th
14
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of June to meet with the chemo oncologist. This new doctor explains again what my surgeon first ran past me. My
type of cancer presents “three negatives” which make the
statistical probability of recurrence unacceptably high. I
make the decision to do chemo treatment. The oncologist
advises starting in two weeks.
The next morning I’m back with my surgeon to remove the drain from the surgery site and to schedule implant of a device called a “port-o-cath.” This will remain
in place under my skin with the tube feeding to an artery
and be available for direct injection of the chemo “cocktails” in lieu of fresh IV needles for each sesssion. The
implant procedure requires going under anesthesia again
and will take place five days before my first chemo treatment.
After my appointment with my dear doctor lady, I have
the consult with the radiation oncologist. He is a tall, graying man of solemn countenance. He inspires confidence in
this old broad. “I’ve reviewed the reports,” he says. “It’s
appropriate to start the chemo therapy first. Call my office
a week after your last chemo. We can decide then whether
the short term intense radiation is best or the more prolonged sessions over five or six weeks.” My quick calculations tell me that I’m in this lane without an off ramp
until Thanksgiving.
I have to say goodbye to my son. That really hurts. He
assures me that other family members will come to help as
they can. I try not to think about the long hot summer ahead.
I find I can’t concentrate on my writing and any book that
is more than vacation froth is too taxing to read. This selfabsorption is not the usual me. I struggle to stretch beyond
it.
Advice comes from many quarters, some utterly contradictory. I decide to listen as gracefully as I can and manage to thank these folks for their genuine concern.
I check in for my first chemo treatment on June 29th. I
sort of expect I’ll be the oldest patient in the clinic. As I
look at the two rows of chairs with patients attached to
their “cocktail” tubes, I drop my preconceptions. The occupants are of all ages, young, old, and in between, except
for children, who receive treatment in separate facilities,
largely in Tucson. I’m sure I’d disolve into a blubbering
puddle of tears if they too shared these chairs.
During my check-in, a lady checking out announced,
“I’m finished with chemo.”
I ask her, “When did you lose your hair?”
She smiled, “I lost it with the first chemo.” Her dark
hair is about one inch long over her whole head.
At this point I must acknowledge the awesome, wonderful, gratifying support of family, church family, friends,

medical professionals, and volunteers. A dear friend from
church stayed with me for the first chemo and provided
my safe transport. The second treatment necessarily had to
be done in Tucson. Again, a kind soul from my church
family transported me.
Yes, I lost my hair in great bunches. The Cancer Society Resource Room provided me, at no charge, a wig that
many friends swore they thought was my natural hair.
I have blood drawn before each treatment and booster
shots after each to help jump start my ravaged immune
system.
Side effects? You betcha! My oncologist provided prescriptions for the most predictable, including the high risk
of infection when my white blood count falls into the “critical” category and platelets stop producing.
Energy? What’s that? Get up and go is long gone. My
dearest friends provided transport, soup, and meals without being asked. My family from the northwest arranged
successive visits so I had someone with me from the 8th of
August until mid-September.
My flagging spirits are challenged when I am ordered
to be on oxygen because my blood oxygen level is dangerously low. Multiple pulmonary tests indicate I’ll probably
continue this for at least six months. It’s not typical of cancer treatment, just my lot.
I’m into the radiation now. It will continue for six
weeks. So far I’m able to get myself to these daily treatments. I’m assured they aren’t as devastating as chemo,
which has impacted all body tissues, including brain responses. Sometimes I feel so foggy I wonder if the fog will
clear and the synapses snap back. Concentration is hard to
achieve. Prayers in many quarters are ongoing.
This has been my pink ribbon summer. What have I
learned? No two people experience cancer exactly alike.
Courage is found among the most unassuming persons who
stoically submit to hours of IV drips, weeks of nausea and
frailty, yet offer smiles and encouragement to others. This
continues to be a humbling soul-searching time. I’m not as
good a person as I’d like to be. Many others on this path
have shown compassion and love far beyond my capacity.
I am grateful for the community of love and caring that
has come to me through this experience.

Time Travelers
Thoughts on the E.U.’s economic destruction of Greece
Carbuncle mountains
Gnarled
With aged-green glass
Soar
From the Aegean.
Sandal clad armies
Marched
From millennium
Over Macedonian passes,
Thrust
Into hidden folds of
Olive treed valleys
Where goats hide in crevices.
On Marathon’s plain
Enemies fled,
The vanquished submit
To press
The grapes,
Turn
The mill stone,
Create
The cheese
That sprinkles
Tourists’ salads.

~ j.m. mirich

Take Time to Rest
Lately, life has put me to the test
But today, I’m going to try and rest
Give my mind a break today
And let my worries flow away
Sometimes that’s easier said than done
But you have to take care of number one
I’m a mother, daughter, and a wife
People count on me in their life
So, if I want to be at my best
I have to find a way to reduce this stress
Say a prayer and give it to Him
This too shall pass and come to an end

Corral
When my beloved died
I thought I was wise
Keeping my heart behind a fence
And feeding it on ideas

I’ll count my blessing, that’s what I’ll do!
Take a moment to say, “Thank You”
Be kind to all because you never know
What trials they face that they don’t show.
Have a great day everybody!

My belly hollowed
~ Rachel Rich

January 2015
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A Pony Named Jimmie and His Girl, “Ralph”
By Sherry Hunter

W

ith over 35 years of experience as a horse trainer and
equestrian instructor, hundreds of people, mostly
children, have passed through the doors of my heart. Each
one has a special story to tell, and sometimes those stories
are so poignant with nuances so beautiful, they beg to be
remembered and retold. This is one of those stories. It is
the story of a young girl who, through a difficult trial, found
the hero within herself, and discovered the wonderful person that God created her to be... a normal little American
girl. She could be your child or the “kid next door”.
When little Jennifer first came
to my training barn, she was
about eight years old. Standing
beside and a little behind her
mother with her lush long
brown hair, big brown eyes
and dimpled cheeks, she
looked like she belonged in a
gymnastic class not a horse
barn. She was shy and adorable. Slightly behind her
mother, she seemed to be holding back a little bit, but had an
eager sense of anticipation about
her, too.
Her mother had called earlier to
inquire about riding lessons and had shared that her daughter Jennifer was not doing as well in school as she had
hoped. She was a little behind, and did not seem to be motivated to apply herself or to study harder. She did not have
a lot of friends and was not particularly interested in sports.
Her mother was hopeful that an experience with horses
would give her more focus and inspire her to do better. At
the least, the lessons would give her something new to find
an interest in, and perhaps be a catalyst to learn how to set
some goals. Horses can be a positive catalyst and teaching
tool for young and old alike. The horse is an animal like no
other in its almost spiritual bond with humans. This is perhaps because they are a burden bearer, and servant to the
human, or perhaps it is just because God created them that
way.
Horses are used in many therapy programs where the
student not only rides the animal, but they also participate
in their care. Communication flows easily because the communication goes deep within the soul of the human and the
beast, incorporating senses beyond our usual five. There is
usually and often an instant link up between a horse and a
special needs human with imperceptible communication
and understanding between the two.
Jennifer was definitely not a special needs child, nor
did she have any unusual hang ups or challenges. She was
just a normal kid that lacked motivation and confidence.
16
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She lived on her family’s cattle ranch and was the little
darling, first grandchild of a doting extravagantly wealth
grandpa. My first impression of her was that she was probably a child with a strong sense of entitlement who had
everything given to her on a silver platter and lived a life
of abundance without much expectations or responsibilities. I could not have been further from the truth! Her high
achievement family placed great expectations on every
family member from the oldest to the very youngest. Facing responsibilities in the family was not an option, it was
a given. So, Jennifer’s shyness and
inability to focus and step forward were more an expression
of her insecurity and a fear of
failure that was strong
enough to keep her from
stepping out and trying. And
yet when I first saw her
standing there, a bit behind
and to the side of her mother,
I looked into beautiful smiling brown eyes that could not
hide a strange glint of hunger! I had seen that same hungry look in other eyes before.
That look of intense hunger is seen
in high achievers and champions.
The question with this child was would her hunger find
its mark and ignite its spark before the inner pressures and
outer pressures of life snuffled it out. Jennifer was hungry
to succeed, and it seemed she did not trust herself and the
talents that God had created in her. She would not free
herself to be average! She was like a little robot trying to
think, say and do what she thought a successful person
would think say and do, and the pressure she put on herself was so great she just shut down.
Yet, no matter how mentally tough she was on herself,
she was still a little girl and a young pony named Jimmie
was about to invade her soul. He was about to reveal to her
the courage and strengths within her that even she did not
know were there.
The horses and ponies were true to themselves and did
their work in her life. She fit into the riding program and
was soon involved in the duties of stall cleaning, grooming, learning horse science and riding lessons that included
long hours of drill and practice. She thrived on the work
and joined in with the other students in extra projects, activities and practical jokes. She was fondly given the silly
nickname “Ralph.” Soon Jennifer was ready for more of a
challenge.
Jimmie was a lovely red roan, registered Welsh Mountain pony. He was a youngster ready to start his training,

and exactly the right challenge for the little girl. Under
supervision, and following the 4-H Colt Training Guidelines, she began the painstakingly slow methodical process of training a young equine. She was faithful, working
with him every day after school, and on weekends. The
plan was to develop Jimmie for harness driving as well as
riding for 4-H and the show arena. Little did we know what
patience and courage she would need to draw on with her
little horse.
Jennifer had moved Jimmie home to their ranch where
she would have him closer for work and play. She could
go to the barn anytime to play and work with him. Pony
and girl were engaged, bonding and becoming good friends.
And then Jimmie got hurt! He was attacked by two large
working quarter horses on their ranch. The aggressive
horses attacked him, and grabbing ahold of his withers they
basically ripped him apart. Jennifer found him down, with
a huge gaping hole in his withers. The wound was deep,
clotted with blood and the pony was in shock and critical
distress.
News after the veterinarian examination was not good.
The area was already showing signs of infection. Because
of the location of the wound, it would be difficult to hold a
dressing on the site, or to protect it from further contamination. The veterinarian debrided and cleaned the wound
and told them that with the loss of tissue around the area,
the pony would never be sound and never able to carry a
saddle or weight of a rider on the withers.
The pony had lost a lot of blood, was weak and did not
have much of a chance for survival. They could give it a
few days, wait and see, but some major decisions might
have to be made soon. If the pony developed a full blown
infection, called fistula of the withers, the situation would
become even graver.
Jennifer was devastated. Over the next few days she
spent every waking hour with her pony. He developed a
high fever and a raging infection at the wound site. Pus
and bits of dying tissue poured out of the wound. The veterinarian was called again. Once again he debrided and
cleansed the wound.
“This is extremely serious,” he said. “The wound needs
to be debrided and cleaned like this two or three times per
day every day, with the pus and dead tissue washed out so
the infection does not spread and get in his bone. It would
be impossible for me to come here two or three times per
day. I just have too many other clients and animals to care
for.”
“I will do it!” The little eight year old Jennifer said
firmly and resolutely.
“Jennifer, you do not know what you are getting into.”
Dr. Moser quickly replied. “You will have to do this every
day. You would have to do it before school, and after school.
There will be no time for other activities except for your
school work. You will have to get off the school bus, change
your clothes and immediately come to the barn. You will
use the large syringe and inject clean medical solution in

and then suck the pus and dead tissue out until the liquid
runs clear. Then you will need to apply clean gauze. For at
least two weeks he will have to have daily antibiotic shots.
His stall will need to be kept impeccably clean. He will not
be able to go out of his stall to freely move around, and in
fact, because of the pain, he will not want to move all. So
you will have to lead and hand walk him daily. It is winter
and the days are dark, cold and rainy. It will be past dinner
time when you finish with Jimmie and then you still have
homework. You will have to get up at least an hour earlier
in the morning to do this work before you leave for school.
Jimmie will be depending on you for his life!”
The veterinarian knew that most kids could not give a
subcutaneous injection let alone debride and cleanse an
infected wound with the oozing pus and dead tissue. “Jennifer, even with all you do, this pony probably will not
survive. I cannot offer you much hope. Will you be okay
with doing all this if Jimmie dies?”
Quietly she looked into the man’s understanding eyes
and replied; “I must try! Then I will always know that at
least I tried!”
Those words would prove to echo down through her
life; “I must try! Well, I will always know I tried!”
And she did try! She was faithful! She was responsible
and she was resolute! There would be no time for carefree
days at the barn with her friends and the riding instructor
who adored her. No more fun outings and just hanging
out. Every mundane day was the same; up before dawn to
care for Jimmie, off to school, home on the bus, change
clothes and head to the barn to care for Jimmie, clean and
redress the wound, walk Jimmie, clean the stall, feed and
water Jimmie, kiss him good night on his soft muzzle and
head for the house long after the other family members
had arrived home. Sometimes other family members would
come to the barn to keep her company, but most of the
time it was just Jennifer and Jimmie. The pony knew Jennifer was there to help him. He understood that she was
setting her life aside for him and he cooperated with her.
He did not fight or resist his treatments. If he was afraid he
did not show it and was never skittish.
Day after day, week after week, ran together into
sameness. Then one day the flesh around the wound looked
different. It was bright red close to the edge of the wound
fading back to a soft pink. There was fresh blood on the
gauze. Jenny was alarmed. She had thought Jimmie seemed
better. He was more alert. He would nicker for her when
she came into the barn and enjoyed their walks more now.
He didn’t seem to hurt so much. She had been hopeful, but
now this! She ran into the house and had her mom call the
vet. She was in the stall with her precious pony crying
when the veterinarian arrived. He looked grave. Jennifer
had spunk and she had amazed him with her faithfulness
and responsibility, but he wondered all the way out to the
ranch if the child would be ready to lose her pony after all
these weeks of nursing care. He knew their bond was tight
and deep.
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At his first look the pony appeared better, his eyes were
bright and he lifted his head and his soft eyes quietly
watched the veterinarian approach. He was long past fear
of the man and his medications. The gentle touch of his
little girl “Ralph” had moved him to a position of quiet
trust and acceptance. The vet carefully lifted the gauge
bandage and with a sterile stick moved the proud flesh so
he could get a better look into the wound. Suddenly a huge
grin crossed his face.
“Jennifer!” he all but shouted. “That is new viable flesh.
The infection has corrected, and new living flesh is growing, filling in the gap of the wound. Your hard work has
paid off!”
Tears of joy coursed down the child’s cheeks. Her
watching mother had to step back and turn away to hide
her own long pent-up tears.
“Now we still have a long way to go,” the kind animal
doctor said firmly. “You must continue the treatment daily
to keep the infection in check, and to allow the healthy
flesh to continue to fill in. Can you do that? Can you keep
up with this tough schedule?”
“Yes!” said Jennifer resolutely, “I will do it.” Then she
repeated her new motto. “I have to try.”
It was a long winter. The treatments dropped from three
times a day to two, and then one. Eventually the days of
needed treatment lessened also. Slowly the wound was
healing until eventually a little drain tube was inserted in
the wound and soon even that was removed, with total healing. There was disability where tissue had been lost over
the withers and this left the withers with a concave look.
With additional padding over the area, the pony could be
used.
Jennifer trained him to cart as well as to ride, and he
became a lovely harness pony for her 4-H classes. The
pony’s mane hid the deformity where the area was sunken
down. Jenny rode and drove him well into the sixth grade.
She shared him with her younger brother who used him for
barrel racing. When she realized that she had outgrown
him, but that he still wanted a child to love and enjoy him,
she gave him to some close friends whose children enjoyed
and loved him onto a very long life.
Jimmie remained a gentle, kind, mellow, sweet and loving animal all of his long life. He could have become mean
or skittish because of the accident and all of the treatment
needed, but his strong bond with his little girl “Ralph,” and
his trust in her gentle care left no room for that.
As for Jennifer, she will always remain connected to
him. The greatest victory of this story happened in the soul
of this child who, through the help of her pony, reached
deep inside herself and found her truth; “I must try! Then I
will always know at least I tried.”
Now a charming adult, Jennifer has a family of her own,
and a thriving business that she manages with the same
laser-like focus and gritty resolve that she gave to Jimmie.
There is an ancient saying that the person who gives
aid and life to the least creature on the planet gives aid and
life to the world!
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Guitar Player
Most days he stands in front of
the post office,
and fills the air with his music.
His music is his gift,
a welcome respite beside
the traffic-snarled street.
A tonic for noise and gas fumes.
Asking for nothing –
his open guitar case says it all –
just a chance to share his gift.
What has he given up to be himself?
Does his sanity rub hard against
the vulnerable wall of insanity
that surrounds him day after day?
This brief ray of light
in the jumbled lives that move
through his world every day?
On the rare day he is not there –
an expectant silence hangs in the noisy air.
~ Doug Russell

A Loner’s Plea
Slicing a rib roast, most often, I tend
to choose as my cut the crusty end.
And almost always what has most appeal
on a loaf of French bread is the heel.
I try, at a movie or Broadway show,
to find an aisle seat—when without a beau.
I listen; hear what others say they think.
Little I learn pushes me to some brink.
We’re wise, if we marry, to seek our own kind.
I try to believe in justice-is-blind,
yet wince when I overhear it said,
“…and the suspect was a loner.” I dread
that people conflate losers with loners.
Few of us waste our time as atoners.
We’re inclined to stuff our jumbled bookshelves.
Mostly – fear us or not, we like ourselves.
~ Jean-Marie Purcell

Dream Date
By Norm Maxwell

E

verything was bright and warm and green like the first
day of June. I was walking along, admiring my reinstated hearing that no longer buzzed with tinitus. I followed
a sidewalk that looped gently down a hill beneath an
emerald maple canopy. There
were a few automobiles
parked, but only she was
there, wearing a dress I
had always liked
on her and
a pair of
four-inch
heels to
elevate
her 5’1"
stature as she
stood in front of her
brand new blue Toyota. Our eyes met.
“You’re dead,” I commented, the same way you might
mention that it was a nice day.
“Well yes, on one level,” she agreed. “You drive.”
I looked at the brand new ‘79 Toyota. I hadn’t thought
about that car in years. I shrugged and moved to the driver’s
side.
“You can’t touch me.” She looked across the car roof
with her brilliant blue eyes.
“I know.”
The car started and I shifted into first and idled past a
‘57 Oldsmobile in two-tone pea green and white. I realized
that it was my first car, only it was now in showroom condition. “So what’s it like being dead?” I asked. “You look 30
years younger.”
“Oh, you’re just seeing what you remember. We don’t
look like we do when we are alive.”
“Are your dogs with you?” She had always loved her
dogs and mourned deeply when they died.
“Animals have what you call a common soul.”
“So are you still married after your trip to the other side?”
“No, that’s strictly for your world.”
The car was moving along in high gear now. There was
no traffic and I didn’t recognize the road, although it looked
like somewhere in the Willamette Valley. I glanced sideways at her as I drove. There were the same deep red tints
in her brunette hair and tiny hands. She was wearing her
seatbelt.
“How did you like Virginia?”
“Ed got a job there. I didn’t get a chance to do much
before this happened.”
“I rode a motorcycle to Orofino and visited your grave
a few years ago. I camped in the park at Frazer. I remember
you loved visiting your mother’s family there. Greer Grade
is a spectacular ride. I fought fire near there once.”

“Yes.”
“Do you get to be with your grandfather, Len?”
“Yes, we are very close.”
Reality was starting to shift. I began to realize that something wasn’t quite real, but strove to keep it all aligned and
held tight in my mind. She smiled and faded a little.
“Don’t go.”
“You’re going. I’ll always be part of your life.”
I woke up suddenly. That was one vivid dream. It was a
dream wasn’t it? I think it was a dream—or was it something more? Too weird. I have had similar dreams with
her, but I seem to shift into another dream and when I
wake up, only a vague memory that we were together remains.

A Love Song
The radio plays some sweet tune of the day.
It grips, it wheedles, caresses.
All those promises roll out,
All stops, they are pulled out,
But they’re just lies in pretty white dresses.
You know who you are will suffice
So much is born of adversity.
The saddest of these is the love song:
A call to the heart from some other grown cold.
Let there never be a love song for me.
“Let go of your head and just follow your heart,
Stay moving, keep moving, stay shallow
Life’s all about love and the one you dream of
Yes, they dream of you, too, don’t you know?”
But oh, who you are will suffice
So much is born of adversity.
The saddest of all is the love song:
A call to the heart from some other grown cold.
Let there never be a love song for me.
Oh, a gift wrapped up with “I’m sorries”
Is too heavy a burden to bear.
I’ll just pardon your faults and savor the simple,
Just don’t ever let me hear a love song for me.
Yeah, who you are will suffice.
So much is born of adversity.
The saddest of all is the love song:
A call to the heart from some other grown cold.
Let there never be a love song for me.
~ Kristen Hendricks
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The Passage Feast
By Katharine Bond

I

n the town of Falstead, anyone who was someone knew
the bi-annual Passage Feast was the most important event
of the year. It was the ceremony in which boys and girls
became young men and women, able to take their rightful
place amongst their elders. Every six months, on the summer and winter solstices, all those who turned sixteen since
the previous feast assembled in Falstead square to recite
their oath of fealty to King and country. When that was
over, the whole province gathered together for a dance,
where the new adults were given their first taste of wine. It
was an exciting time for young and old alike.
But this year, there was one girl who dreaded the Passage Feast. She didn’t mind taking the oath, and becoming
a woman did not frighten her. The thought of attending
the dance, however, filled her with dread. Brendalyn was
not a bad dancer, having been taught by her father, who
was the best to her mind; and she enjoyed dressing up as
much as the next lass. But there was one thing about her
that was different from the other girls.
Brendalyn had old maid’s pox, a natural affliction of
the young which caused her face to break out in hideous,
pus-filled blisters that hurt her when touched. Although
she knew others struggled with the pox as well, there was
no denying that nobody struggled as much as she. No matter how well she dressed or how elegantly she arranged
her hair, no matter how gracefully she danced, no boy
wanted to be seen with a girl bearing the face of a goblin.
Yet go she must, for it was tradition. When the time
came, she put on her bravest smile and pretended to enjoy
herself while her mother fussed over her as if she were a
beauty of wealth and consequence. She admired the floorlength green velvet dress her poor father worked so hard to
buy with alacrity and carefully selected the white rose
which would adorn her long, ebony hair. Then she took
her place amongst her peers and recited the oath with fervor, because she truly did take pride in her people and felt
honored to be counted as a woman.
Finally, it was time for the feast. Brendalyn’s passage
took place in the summer, and flowers adorned every available space with fresh beauty and color. The tables bore
silver dining ware, saved by the wealthier citizens of
Falstead and loaned for this special occasion. Scents of
roasted pig and fresh bread wafted through the air from the
outdoor kitchens, while the other candidates gathered before a wooden stage prepared for dancing. They were also
dressed splendidly, though Brendalyn did not envy them
their clothes — her own were rich enough. Overhead, stars
twinkled under the light of a full moon until lanterns were
almost unnecessary.
Then came the moment Brendalyn had been
dreading...the first dance. She sat at the head table with the
other new adults, and she lowered her gaze when the an-
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nouncement was made. Just as she suspected, every girl
was asked except herself, even though there was one boy
left sitting a few seats away from her. He carefully avoided
her gaze when she tried to make eye-contact. Fine then,
she thought, turning her face away and trying to swallow
the lump in her throat. She would have loved to twirl around
the floor with any young man who asked her, but it wasn’t
to be.
It didn’t help that she thought he was handsome, in a
different sort of way. This new young man had strong features and light brown hair; but he was very large for his
age, possibly over six feet tall, and he was thick set. The
wine goblet by his plate was quite lost in his massive hands.
She had overheard some of the less kindly girls gossiping
earlier, saying how awkward he was and how funny his
clumsy movements were.
In fact, the more Brendalyn thought about him, the more
she pitied him. If others made fun of him, it wasn’t a wonder that he didn’t try to dance at all. She glanced at him
again and realized he wasn’t just avoiding her gaze — he
was staring into his lap, where he twiddled his thumbs aimlessly.
“Hello,” she said. It was a simple gesture, but it seemed
safe. He twitched when he heard her voice addressing him,
and he looked up in surprise.
“Oh...ummm...hello.”
“I don’t think I’ve seen you around here before.”
He continued to twiddle his thumbs, but Brenda noticed they weren’t as vigorous as before. “I don’t visit
Falstead much. My father needs me in the fields.”
“So, you’re a farmer too?”
“Are you?” He looked up again and raised his eyebrows.
“Yes. My father owns a dairy farm north of here.”
“Ah, I’ve heard of your father. My Da’ thinks well of
him.”
“I’m Brendalyn. What’s your name?”
“Clarence.”
“Pleasure to meet you, Clarence.” Brendalyn smiled at
him and was pleased when he returned the expression.
When he wasn’t busy hiding his face, it was easy to see he
had the prettiest brown eyes. Of course, she would never
tell him that, but she liked them all the same.
They were silent for a few minutes while they watched
the others dance, and it wasn’t until the next song began
that Clarence spoke. “I’d ask you to waltz or something,
but I’m not very good at it.”
“Ah-ha! So you can dance!” Brendalyn laughed with a
high-pitched giggle that would have shamed her at any
other time. But Clarence didn’t seem to mind. He even
laughed with her.
“Yes...with my mother, but she’s at home sick. With

anyone else, I’m afraid I’d step on their feet.”
“Have you before?”
“Most of the girls at home refuse to dance with me
anymore. My feet are too big.”
“Let me see.” Brendalyn watched as he pulled one leg
out from underneath the table. Just like everything else
about him, it was exceptionally large for sixteen years old.
But still... “Do you think it might be your boots more than
your feet?”
“My parents couldn’t afford nicer shoes, and these are
the best pair I have.” He blushed under her studious gaze.
“Oh...” She didn’t know how to respond to that, so the
conversation lapsed until the second song ended.
The third song began. “Why aren’t you dancing?”
Clarence asked.
“It’s rather forward for women to ask men, and no man
has asked me,” she replied. Her words sounded more pitiful when spoken aloud than they did in her mind. Blood
rushed to her cheeks as she looked down into her own lap.
“Are you all right, Brendalyn?” Clarence’s voice was
deep and kind, without the gravel that usually designated a
masculine baritone.
“Yes...yes, of course.” She murmured.
“In my hamlet, it’s all right for a girl to ask. The men
would probably never learn if the girls didn’t make
them.”They laughed again, and Brendalyn raised her eyes
to meet his.
“And what would your young men say if a homely girl
asked them?” She asked.
Now Clarence studied her, as if he were trying to understand what she meant. Then her meaning dawned upon
him, and his smile vanished. His brown eyes weren’t shy
anymore. “What is homely?”
“Not beautiful to look at.”
“Have you ever seen a baby dove? Some of the wellto-do folk around like to keep them as pets,
and I’ve seen them a few times when I
went on errands with my Da’.”
“No.” Brendalyn listened with interest.
“They start out as cute little fluff
balls, and they turn into beautiful birds;
but there is a time when they lose their
baby fluff and begin to grow their adult
feathers. If ever I’ve seen an ugly creature, it’s those in-between birds that look
like they’ve been caught by a barn-cat.”
Clarence moved one chair closer while
he spoke. “But it doesn’t last forever.
Inside, they’re the same birds. Their inner beauty is only hidden for a time.”
“What if some of us aren’t doves?”
“Everyone has inner beauty, feathers or fluff or somewhere in between.
It’s up to each person to decide whether

they’re to grow it or not. That’s what my Da’ says anyway.”
“Your Da’ sounds like a wise man. You must be proud
of him.”
“Always.” Clarence beamed. Then he grinned and
blushed as he added. “You know something, Brendalyn? I
think you’re the prettiest dove in the coop.”
I don’t know about that, she thought as she struggled
to contain herself, almost bursting into laughter at this
awkward attempt to compliment her. Watching the young
man beside her, Brendalyn thought she could see a little of
the beauty he spoke of. She was so absorbed that it came
as a surprise to hear yet another song beginning. They had
completely lost track of time, and the feast would soon be
over.
“Dance with me?” Brendalyn asked. She hadn’t meant
to ask him, but the words slipped out of her mouth before
she could reconsider. He hesitated, but she couldn’t let him
get away now. “You might be hiding some inner beauty
too. Are you going to grow it or not?”
Another moment passed, and Clarence stood up to hold
out his hand. “I’d love to dance, my lady. Just forgive me
if I do something clumsy.”
“I don’t think you’re as clumsy as you believe.”
“And I think you’re beautiful.” His admiring eyes lingered on her face, and for the first time she didn’t blush.
They danced until the Passage Feast ended, and
Clarence didn’t step on Brendalyn’s feet once.
Katharine Bond is the author of The Last Abecedarian Series, of which
only Violet Eyes is currently available.The second installment, Daughter
of Aero, will be coming soon.You can find her on Facebook,Twitter, and
on her blog at katharinebond.blogspot.com. She currently lives near
Veneta, Oregon.
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Praise or Blame: It’s All the Same
By John Henry
Bernadette DeRocher was in a hurry. She always had the
smarts and beauty, but her drive was stuck in overdrive.
She graduated near the top of our high school class, was
accepted on scholarship to a fancy Ivy League college, and
cut all the old crowd off at the knees.
I lived next door to her; our parents were good friends
from ground zero, before we were even born. We were pretty
much the same age. I was two months and change older
and, no surprise, Bernie and I went to school together from
kindergarten through high school. I liked her a lot but it was
pretty obvious that she was out of my league. She took ballet and violin while I was driving a souped-up motor scooter
and hanging out at the pool hall. She was classical music
and I was all rock-a-billy. She dated college guys tooling
around in Daddy’s Lincoln Town Car. I liked gals who
thought going to a hockey game and making out was way
cool. Anyway, Bernie and I played doctor together as kids,
but she was jumping the working class ship and heading for
maid service and credit cards.
I figured I was bred to be a factory worker. My dad
worked at Chrysler. After fifteen years, he made foreman
on the afternoon shift. He made good money and, well, I
liked working with my hands. My dad pulled some strings
and got me a welding apprenticeship at his plant. Two weeks
after I graduated from high school I was at the Mound Avenue Chrysler engine plant learning how to burn and weld.
Two months later, I got myself a Harley suicide shifter, a
low riding motorcycle to get back and forth to work and
blast around town. Six months later, the draft board sent me
a letter that I had lost in the lottery and was to report for my
physical and induction into Uncle Sam’s military.
My job at Chrysler was guaranteed. I could start right
back at it when I got out of the olive drab. My girlfriend and
I had a few bouts of hot passion and she promised to write
me a lot while I was doing time serving the country. She
began dating a friend of mine soon after I went off to basic
training and I got a Dear John letter a month later.
I was a stupid eighteen year old draftee. I wanted to get
out of the army as soon as I could, so I was willing to do my
two army years as a rifleman. I didn’t know enough to figure out that I would probably see a year of combat in the
jungles of Vietnam for taking the two years, the easy way
out, instead of three in some cake walk, behind-the-lines’
job.
I returned to America messed up. The last Purple Heart
I got was just before my year in Nam was over. I don’t
know if it was a grenade or a mortar round, but a piece of
gook shrapnel the size of a silver dollar hit me in the ankle
and gave me a lifetime limp. The good news is I can tell
you when the weather is changing by the pain in my ankle
joint.
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I was in a military hospital for two months and dumped
back into civilian life two weeks before Christmas. I was
good enough to go. Uncle Sam gave me a nasty attitude
about America and a 20% disability check for life for the
constant pain and limp. But I’m supposed to feel lucky;
unlike a lot of my buddies, I got out of the damn army alive.
I was twenty years old. My old girlfriend was married
to my ex-good friend. I couldn’t ride my suicide shifter with
my damaged ankle. I moved back into my old room in the
attic and sucked down pain pills. I was doing my physical
therapy exercises one morning in front of the back window
and I looked out and there was Bernadette DeRocher in her
backyard, sitting in front of her mom’s snow-crusted rose
bushes. She had her butt plunked down in two feet of snow
and she was in her night gown, with bare feet. I thought I’d
better get down there and check it out.
“Hey Bernie, it’s me Butch. What you doing?”
“Buzz off Junior.”
“Let me get you some boots and a coat anyway. You’re
gonna catch a death of a cold.”
“Leave me alone,” she yelled. And she crumbled in a
heap, sobbing. I got her up on her feet and picked her up in
a firemen’s carry. I limped her out the back gate and into
my dad’s garage next door. I sat her on a stool and covered
her up with his mechanic’s coveralls. I lit the kerosene heater
in front of her.
“Ok, Bernadette DeRocher, what gives? You’re not the
wilting flower type.”
I waited as she silently dripped tears. She was pale and
staring at something on the garage floor. She closed her
red-rimmed eyes and off the stool she fell. I broke her fall
but with my bum leg – I had no hero moves. She’d fainted.
I thought I should maybe get her mom, but figured something huge was screwing up smart ol’ Bernie and her mom
wasn’t the answer.
I waited an hour; my parents were both at work and my
sister at school, so I carried Bernie into my house and laid
her on the couch and covered her up with an afghan. I
watched her fight some demons and suddenly her shellshocked eyes sprang open and she yelled, “But you have
to! I’m dead if you don’t. You said you love me. Prove it!”
Her eyes closed and her breathing was all fast and panic
like.
I waited in my dad’s easy chair worrying. It seemed
like a long time, but it might have been minutes and her
eyes fluttered and she mumbled, “My life is ruined… ruined. God help me… help me!” She went into a shell and
was soon gently snoring. I watched her for two hours before she stirred awake.
Bernie shuddered herself awake. She looked around my
parent’s living room and finally focused on me. She cleared

her throat and mumbled, “So it’s you back from the war. I
heard you were crippled up.”
I tried to think of something to answer, her but couldn’t.
I shrugged. She said, “How come I’m here?”
I sighed, “Because you were sitting in the snow with
hardly anything on.”
“I must have needed to cool down.” She threw off the
afghan cover and sat up. “Junior, can you get me some
clothes to put on so I can go home?”
I got some of my mom’s and brought them out to her.
She stood up and shucked her nighty and then put on the
clothes she wouldn’t normally be caught dead in. I was kind
of shocked she got naked and dressed in front of me. I said,
“You want to talk to me about what’s going on with you? I
think you’re more messed up than me, Bernie.”
Bernie looked at me for a long time and shook her head
no. She kept shaking her head side to side like she was winding up and then exploded, “No BS, ok? I’m pregnant and
the frat boy said tough luck. Then he said he could give me
some money to get rid of the evidence. He actually said
EVIDENCE. I told him it was him wanting not to use
condoms, because he loved me so much. And he said that
every horny guy since the caveman used that line to get
sex. I was pretty and all but he wasn’t going to marry me or
anyone just because he had sex with them. He gave me a
dirty smile and said that a guy could never be sure if IT was
his anyway. If I was as smart as I pretended, I’d take the
money and fix things. GET RID OF IT.” She was looking
at our blank TV and crying.
I wouldn’t be a party to killing another person ever again.
I swore an oath that I’d do anything I could to save a person
from dying. Vietnam was a nightmare and I had to do right
to get past it. I had this limp and my memories and every
step I took reminded me of what I saw and did over there. I
couldn’t be a beast again. I had to right the wrongs in me.
I married Bernadette DeRocher just after Christmas. She
told me she’d love me forever for saving her future and her
soul. She took classes at the community college while the
baby grew inside her. Just after spring term, she went into
labor and Emelia was born. Her parents hated me for getting her pregnant. My parents thought I was a noble guy for
doing the right thing. We told everyone she came to visit
me at the military hospital I was at when I first got back
from Nam, and she took pity and gave me mercy sex to
cheer me up.
Well, in September, Bernadette went back to her Ivy
League scholarship. My mom scaled back her job to do
babysitting so I could continue working at Chrysler, learning the welding trade and making a living. I love little Emelia
and bless the day she came into the world. Bernadette was a
straight-A student with her eye on law school. She didn’t
come back to Hamtramck for two years. When she did, we
had a long talk about her goals in life and she told me that,
of course, she loved the kid and me but she didn’t have time
for either of us right now. Maybe some day she’d come

back in our lives. But at the time, she felt needed a divorce
so she could feel independent and free. Furthermore, I should
look at Emelia as her gift to me, proof that she loved and
trusted me and would always be in our lives. Wouldn’t I do
this little thing for the baby and her?
I’m a happy, contented guy. Emelia is my kid and she
starts kindergarten in the fall. My parents are the greatest
Nana and Poppa on the planet. I want Bernie to do what she
wants to do. It’s important that people have chances to be
happy. Every day I look at Emmy and thank Bernadette
DeRocher for her most precious gift. If Bernie ever comes
back, it’s icing on the cake. I tell you this story because I
think that THINGS worth dying for, are equally worth living for; that THINGS that are considered ‘sins’ can make
amends for your foulest misdeeds; that the same THINGS
can elicit both praise or blame; and that THINGS can add
up to a good or bad life depending on how you let them live
through you. Think hard on the idea of people as THINGS
before you allow opportunities to pass you by; you never
know when a life might depend on IT.

Today
Be a rainbow in someone’s life
Or life-raft on a sinking ship
Be the gentle word that dissipates wrath
Or the water glass on a long dry trip
Be the silver lining on a cloud
Or needle to all the splinters
Be a win in the long string of losses
Or the fire warm in the deep long winter
Be the yes in a life of no’s
Or the lighthouse midst the storm
Be the hug in the file of rejections
Or the hiding place through the stinging swarm
So I promise you this, on this very day:
Someone you meet will need what you give
To make it through the rain
~ Keith Kessler
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Searching for Dad
by Ron Veneski
Jessica was putting another load of clothes in the washing
machine while the first load was spinning in the dryer. Next
she went out into the back yard to see if Travis and Jared had
finished mowing the lawn.
“Clean up when you come into the house and set the
table, dinner will be ready in twenty
minutes.”
Still no sign of Malcolm and he didn’t bother to call.
Probably one of those impromptu business meetings in town.
They seemed to have become more frequent in the last few
months.
“How many place settings Mom?” Travis called out from
the dining room.
“Four” came the reply from the kitchen.
Travis thought to himself “Why? His dad, Malcolm,
hadn’t been home for dinner the last four
nights in a row.”
The empty chair at the dinner table was beginning to fray
everybody’s nerves and had to be dealt with. Jessica decided
it was time to find a resolution to this ongoing problem. Dinner was over and the boys were taking the dishes into the
kitchen when Malcolm entered the front door and announced,
“I’m home.”
Irritated, Jessica replied, “Yeah, an hour and a half late.
We are done with dinner but I can make a plate for you if you
would like me to.”
Malcolm replied, “No thanks, I’ve already had dinner.”
Jessica said, “I’m surprised.”
Malcolm couldn’t let it pass and said “Don’t start on me,
it wasn’t my idea, it just happened.”
“It’s never your fault, whatever happened to the idea that
we are supposed to be a family and
not just acquaintances.” Do your interests always come first?”
“Why shouldn’t they? I’m the only one working, bringing home a paycheck.”
That last statement infuriated Jessica and Malcolm could
see it in her eyes. Malcolm obviously had no Idea what it
took to raise two young boys in addition to keeping the household running smoothly. His only concerns were his job and
indulgent self-interests.
“I don’t see any option other than divorce if you can’t
make a greater commitment to the rest of the family.”
Malcolm laughed and said “Go for it.” And she did.
Travis overheard the whole conversation and tried to
make sense of it all. He recalled his father’s behavior when
he was at home. Malcolm was not one to get his hands dirty.
All of the grunt work around the house was carried out by
Jessica and the kids. Malcolm always had a hard day at the
office and business meetings at least three evenings a week.
Sport shirts and slacks were his at-home attire. His main focus at home seemed to be staying in touch with all his friends
on social media and of course there was always golf on the
weekends.
Malcolm moved out and the unhappy family of four became a much happier family of three. Jess ran a tight ship
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and saw to it that becoming a couch potato was not in the
cards.
Malcolm stayed loosely in touch. Money as gifts on
birthdays and holidays... too busy to buy real gifts, and visiting the kids at home was out of the question. His girlfriend wouldn’t go.
In an attempt to carry out the duties of a father, Malcolm
tried to maintain close ties with the kids. The lack of social
contact and interaction made these meetings awkward and
uncomfortable for all parties involved. Eventually the meetings stopped altogether.
It was Travis’s senior year and June was rapidly approaching. He was anxious to leave high school behind and
move onto college. Malcolm was aware of Travis’s impending graduation and wanted to make amends to his son by
offering him help with college tuition. He knew it wasn’t
going to be an easy task to accomplish.
A letter addressed to Travis arrived at the house a week
before he was due to graduate. It was from Malcolm inviting Travis to lunch. There were some things Malcolm wanted
to discuss.
It was Saturday, just minutes before noon, when Travis
showed up at the restaurant. Entering the dining room he
saw his father and girlfriend (a different one) sitting next to
the windows. When Travis got to the table, Malcolm stood
and shook his son’s hand. After introducing him to Wendy,
Travis sat down and they ordered lunch.
Wendy began with “Tell me something about yourself
Travis.”
“Well, there isn’t much to tell really. I graduate next
Friday and on to college in September.”
Malcolm chimed in with “That’s one of the reasons I
wanted to meet with you today. Tuition at the university is
costly and I would like to help you out with that.”
“No, that’s okay, you don’t have to do that because I’m
going to Clark Community College and the tuition is a lot
less. Besides, I’ve got a pretty good job at an engineering
firm in town. They offered me flexible hours and tuition
assistance as long as I work there.”
“That sounds like a great plan,” said Wendy. “It sounds
like you’ve put a lot of thought into this.”
Malcolm couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He was
speechless. “But why won’t you let me help?” Malcolm
asked.
Travis hesitated, he really didn’t want to have this discussion with his father, especially in the presence of his
girlfriend.
“It goes back a long way,” said Travis. “Even as a little
kid most of my memories are of the hostility between you
and Mom. I missed having you and Mom get along and do
things as a family. I felt like you were the reason for the
divorce and the reason we were not a close-knit group like
many other families. Mom ended up responsible for everything.”
“You are my father, I get that, but what I desperately

wanted was for you to be my Dad. There is a huge difference between the two and I don’t think you get it. It’s a little
late for me but not for Jared. He is only 13 and needs a real
“Dad” in his life. You are his father, now is the time to become his Dad.”
Travis enrolled in college and was beginning his second
year. Jared was still a squirrely kid but growing up fast, and
was active in sports. Jessica managed to keep the household
running smoothly while working as a court reporter.
No one in the family had heard anything from Malcolm
for over a year when Travis was downtown and bumped
into Wendy, Malcolm’s girlfriend. She said that he got a job
offer from a company out of state and that it would be a
great career move for him.
Malcolm had asked her if she would go with him, but
strangely, she had declined.

Brass Ring
Brass ring, oh you brass ring
Flying circles, chancing for that
Sure thing
My face is blurs on by you
But our hope is not the same
Holding up and holding out for that
Brass ring
The lights, the cluttered sounds will soothe
The searching for a while
Little further...little closer, and you’ll have that
Brass ring.
You know, you could just settle down,
But I know it’s not your style
You won’t give up until you’ve won your
Brass ring.
Brass ring, oh that brass ring:
Somehow it still seems to you such a
Pure thing
You get off sick, I’m left to wonder
Why you even came
To suffer the indifference of the
Brass ring
That lifeless thing has yours my friend
If you could only see.
Who’s to win by winning that old
Brass ring?
You’d lay it at my altar like it was always all for me
But it’s me upon the altar of the
Brass ring
Brass Ring, you old brass ring
Who knew cold seduction to be
Alluring?
But you can’t fight the way I can,
So I’m hoping just the same
That he wakes up to find the One True
Brass Ring
~ Kristen Hendricks

If
By Dale Dickson

T

here is a Swedish proverb: “The afternoon knows what
the morning never suspected.” We can relate our lives
to this proverb. It brings to mind what I think is the biggest word in our language: IF.
Think about it. IF we knew in the mornings of our
lives what the afternoons had waiting for us, then we could
have prepared for it. What would we have done IF we knew
that our actions in times past would have affected our lives
in the future? Would we have taken a different tack, knowing the outcome?
Call it fate, God’s will, or luck; we are always experiencing things that we sometime wish we had some premonition about the consequences. Would we have not driven
down that road and avoided the accident? Would we have
avoided having an ugly confrontation which may have
caused a major breach of love and friendship? IF ONLY I
had studied harder instead of becoming a party animal.
Perhaps special knowledge would have caused me to invest heavily in some funds, firming my financial security.
Maybe I would have voted differently. Perhaps I would
have foregone the daily donut. WHAT IF I had shown more
respect for the authoritarian figures in my youth, or had
chosen to run with a more respected crowd.
Unfortunately we are not blessed with this ability to
glimpse into the future. Of course our lives may possibly
be safer, happier, and wealthier, but much of the excitement, if you will, of living would be gone.
I have attempted, with some success, to prepare for
the unexpected. If I can’t change it, then I’ll cope with it
the best I can. But I’m
not going to waste my
time worrying about
WHAT IF something
happens. IF the
bomb is going to
drop on us, then put
me at ground zero.
I really won’t have
any worries then.
I have been
told more than
once, “You are the
most laid back
man I know. Don’t
things bother
you? Aren’t you
afraid of the
future?”
I respond, “No, I plan
ahead and
am prepared to meet any
problems
head on.”
I believe having a good
outlook
helps when confronted
with
the unexpected, and a sense of
humor
is definitely
an asset. There is a saying I strive to keep in
mind: “Laughter is the essential ingredient for a great attitude.” Some sort of humor can be found in just about anything, and we should not avoid seeking it. It can be beneficial when we are in the IF mode.
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What Ever Did You Do Without TV?
By Rachel Rich

A

n ear-splitting roar was the signal for us to race outside. Our hearts flip-flopped watching the old bi-plane
zoom over Sunnyside’s hills. Mr. McKay practiced before
circuses, fairs and airshows. But he always called us first,
offering our neighborhood a private show of diving and
cresting, swooping and flipping, as we oohed and aahed.
Heightening the thrill, his buddy climbed out on the
wing, even walking around! McKay could even fly upside
down so low we saw him grin from the cockpit, his bomber
cap flapping, as he waved and we jumped up and down
flapping our arms in return. Our hearts stopped whenever
his engine sputtered, ca-chug, ca-chug, pause, putt, putt,
putt. But jabbing buttons and yanking levers, he always
managed to bring the ancient engine roaring back to life.
Sadly, the end came all at once when his plane belched
black smoke, then dove, spiraling straight down and disappearing behind the farthest hills. Our hearts sank into
our stomachs and we shed bitter tears. Dad trudged to the
house to call the guy’s widow. Suddenly up over the horizon buzzed McKay’s bi-plane, tipping his wings to spectators below, as if to say, “Ha-ha, fooled you!” He called
that a “death dive.”
Another highlight of living in the country was riding
bareback with my best friends, Leslie, Elaine and sometimes their little sister Carol. Occasionally my little sister
Kris went. The Lockards shared their horses – often in exchange for my feeding, currying or mucking out stalls. (Of
course, that was after I did my school work and chores at
home.)
My favorite ride was on their quarter horse, Hadgi, since
he was shorter and mellower than average, due to starvation and abuse before the Lockards rescued him. Or for a
real thrill, I’d jump on their Appaloosa, squeeze my legs
into her sides and grip her mane for dear life. But as soon
as she spotted an open field, she’d tear off at top speed,
finding her fifth gear. Yet as brave as she was, somehow
gopher holes still freaked her out, sending her skidding to
a halt and me sailing head-first over her mane. Dazed a
time or too, I miraculously never broke bones.
Then there was Lucy, the Shetland, who was just my
size, but she could outsmart me by rubbing me off on barbed
wire fences – only on days I wore shorts! I had to jerk her
reins and scold her as she rolled her eyes, but thereafter we
were good friends – or else she realized I was the lightest
person who rode her, so she put up with me.
My friends, Kris and I often camped in the woods, trying to “live off the land.” To our parents’ annoyance, we’d
raid the pantry of nuts, cheese, bread, marshmallows,
chocolate, grahams and other staples. Then we’d hit the
garden, grubbing potatoes, carrots and zucchini. Next we’d
stir through closets for camping gear, leaving stuff strewn
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around like a bomb had gone off. Finally we’d saddle and
pack the horses. It was always dark by the time we got
organized. More than once we clattered into the woods in
the dark, only to hear a horse exhale with a snort – bad
news. It meant she’d held her breath as we saddled her, so
now everything slipped upside down, releasing all our
goods clanging and banging downhill into the creek – clatter bang, clatter bang, clatter splash! There was nothing to
do but laugh and grab a flashlight to search for sleeping
bags like hunting snipes in the dark.
Another time, we were riding in thick forest barely slipping between trees, when, again, a horse made that tell-tail
whooshing sound that meant we hadn’t saddled her tightly
enough. We just didn’t have the heart to knee her in the
side like you’re supposed to. So there were Leslie and
Elaine, feet up in the air, hanging under the mare’s belly,
too encased in blackberries and tree limbs to move. Laughing and snorting just like our horses, we had to figure out
how to extract the girls, while the horse glared derisively
as though to say, “When are you ever going to figure this
thing out?”
Damming up the creek, we thought we were so clever
– stacking rocks and piling branches, then packing the dam
with mud and gravel – until Doyle Lockard got a call from
a farmer upstream complaining he’d lost his irrigation
water.
On days we kids weren’t so industrious, we’d build a
bonfire in the woods and roast our food on sticks and in
foil. Yum. Burger and veggies with catsup in tin foil, followed with S’mores. Who cared if it rained? We just pulled
a tarp over our heads.
Another sport was climbing trees. You haven’t lived
until you’ve pulled yourself up to the top of a huge fir and
looked around the countryside, especially on top of a hill
looking down into a valley. Cattle looked like mice and
farms like bright patchwork. Fir needles crushed by your
hands and feet smelled sharp, like Lysol and the firs were
shaped like Christmas trees, narrow at the top and widening to the ground. So if you slipped down one slick branch,
you landed on the next layer sticking out. Except for a few
bruises it’s pretty safe. Slide, bump, giggle. Slide, smack,
giggle. Away you went until you landed on the ground.
Bump. Giggle.
When Kris and I visited Grandma Dorothy and Grandpa
Dick in The Dalles, they’d take us along the Columbia River
to hunt crystals, Chinese coins, arrowheads and Indian
beads. I still remember the thrill of finding a petrified camel
tooth – one of many to come. We donated most of them to
Mr. Nichol’s Mineral museum, where he told us the teeth
were about 3 million years old – when Oregon looked like
the Sahara.

When we were really little and lived in Madras,
our folks took us to the Ochoco Mountains in search
of semi-precious gems, thundereggs and gold. A
weekend miner, Dad built a sluice box that looked
like a set of steps. Then he’d plop a shovel full of
river sand at the top and let the river wash over it so
that the heavy gold could settle at the bottom. We
each used a gold pan, rolling river gravel around until flakes and small nuggets settled at the edge. It was
exciting - we made enough profit to pay for our weekend mini-vacations. At the bank I’d stand on my tiptoes trying to peer over the counter as the teller measured our finds. He used an old-fashioned scale, sprinkling our gold onto a tiny pan on one side and balancing it out with lead weights on the other. Then
he’d pay us cash according to the day’s rate. Dad
called the thrill we felt “gold fever.” Today one Jacksonville bank still advertises assay services, with a
polished brass scale displayed in their front window
like it was still The Wild West.
We kids didn’t have much to be bored about.

40 F
community
college students
who sculpted
squirrels out of
ice and mounted
them on the
branches of
the big oak
tree by
the quad
the chipmunks
sit there
starving

I just broke free

waiting as
the art
project
drips away

Only for a breath
Do I not know where to go

drips

Mustang

Ch-chee
A lucky magpie
Startles my hooves

drips
their
little acorn
brains
chattering
nowhere

To pound
Tuddle-um tuddle-um
Up sedgy slopes
And down dry creeks
Searching out sweet springs
And open grass

~ Kris Bluth

Puma yowls
Freeze my bones
Time to believe the air
And follow
The scent of kin
High in spirits
High on a mesa
We fly
Kicking up dirt
Jostling
Nipping
My heart breathes deep
~ Rachel Rich
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Angela
By Dolly Ruth Smith

I

woke up. I’d been dreaming. Was I still? My eyes slowly
focused, and I could make out a dark room. The walls
were of stone, partly covered by colorful tapestries. There
were two narrow, tall recessed windows with fancy iron
work.
The room was large, and sparsely furnished. I wanted
to move, but I could not, so my hand went out to touch my
bed. It was not my bed!
“Be calm,” I said to myself. There must be some explanation. Let me think. Actually, I was afraid to get out of
bed. Beside it was a small table with a pitcher and a glass.
“Must be water,” I thought, suddenly overcome with thirst,
but still too afraid to move. Despite the windows, the room
was in semi-darkness.
Trying to remember where I was last night, only
snatches of visions came to me. It was a party – oh
God – I know now. There was music and food and
dancing – and everyone dressed so beautifully. I
lifted my blanket. I was still in my green chiffon
dress. Oh dear, sleeping in my dress?! Then I
remembered a train. I was traveling with a
group on a train!
Raising up in alarm, I felt dizzy and laid
back down. I needed to think.
By the bed was a cord hanging from the
ceiling. I pulled it. Nothing happened. As I was
about to pull it again, the door opened and a
man came in carrying a tray that he put on the
table by me. He was short and looked young
and had a small beard. He wore colorful clothes – red, blue
and black.
He said, “Good morning, Madam. I brought you some
breakfast.” He had a slight accent. Indicating to a door to
the left, he said, “You have a rest area where you can freshen
up. If you need anything, just ring my bell. My name’s
Rupert.” Before I could speak, he was gone.
I was too terrified to speak anyway. Peeking at the covered dish, I saw an omelet with mushrooms and some kind
of meat, two small rolls with butter on a tiny plate; also a
pot of tea and a cup. Realizing how hungry I was, I got up
slowly and went to a small door where I found a large bathroom with an enormous bathtub. I washed up in a sink
with gold faucets.
Looking at myself in the mirror, I was surprised to see
how good I looked. I brushed my long, blond hair and felt
much better.
Going back to the room, I drank water, sat in a chair
and devoured the food. Feeling sleepy, I laid down again.
I was awakened by a young girl smiling at me. She was
dressed in a long plaid dress with a white pinafore apron.
She had long dark hair tied in blue ribbons and a round,
pretty face.
“Good morning, Madam.” She was carrying some
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clothes over one arm and laid them on the chest at the foot of
the bed. “My name is Flora. I have brought you some clothes.
The Master would like you to dress and I’ll take you to meet
him, and then you can join the family for dinner.”
My mind felt a bit fuzzy and I could not think of a
word to say, so puzzled was I, but as she arranged the
clothes, I asked, “How did I get here?”
She looked at me with wide eyes. “You don’t remember?” I shook my head. “You were on a train not far from
here, and it was derailed. When they brought you here,
you were unconscious, so they let you sleep.”
Then it clicked. I was traveling with my friend Stella,
in the Bavarian Alps. “Oh dear, where is my friend? Is
she all right?”
Flora frowned. “I don’t know. I’m sorry.” She
started for the door. “I’ll be back for you in an hour.”
I thought to myself how fortunate I was to
be rescued, but why am I here and not in a hospital? I got dressed but laid down, still very
sleepy.
A short while later, Flora woke me and
we walked down a long hallway. I told Flora,
“I’ve never been in a castle before.” Visions
of an old man in robes, on a throne, came to
my mind.
We came to a big door. Flora said, “This
is the Library.”
When we went in, a very handsome man
came towards us smiling. He had on a white
shirt with a frilly collar and cuffs. He had a small beard.
“Welcome, Young Lady.” He picked up my hand and
kissed it. “Come sit. What is your name?”
“Angela.”
“A beautiful name. How do you feel?”
“I’m still sleepy and my head hurts a little.”
“Only natural with a concussion. We had you checked
over by our doctor, and he said to let you sleep.” He looked
at Flora, “Take her back to her room, and if she feels up to
it, bring her down to dinner.” He looked at me. “We’d like
you to meet some of the family. Mother is especially anxious to meet you.”
Back in my room, I went to sleep.
When I was awakened by Flora, we went to a big dining room where four people sat at a table.
They all stood. A beautiful lady came to me and put
her arms around me. “You poor dear girl, we have all been
praying for you. Come sit down. You can call me ‘Mother.”
“Not so fast!” A young man came up to me and kissed
both my hands. “I’m Donovan – call me Donny. You look
like an angel with that long blond hair and sky blue eyes.
I’ll call you Goldilocks,” he said with a grin.
Master spoke up. “That’s good Donny. Let’s all sit
down. Angela, you’ll have to excuse my brother; he gets a

little excited. He is our youngest brother – we have three
more who are not here now.”
A server brought out a bowl of soup for everyone. It
was delicious. As we ate, the family visited.
Master was watching me and asked Flora to take me
to my room. As we left, Master said, “Angela, if you need
anything, do not hesitate to pull the cord. Someone will be
checking on you through the afternoon.”
“Thank you.” I suddenly felt very tired and was relieved to be back in bed.
When I woke suddenly, I saw Donovan sitting by my
bed. He smiled at me and said, “Good afternoon, Angie,
how do you feel?”
I began to stutter… “I had a bad dream, but I feel better now.” I stared at him – he was so handsome.
He started to talk. “They found out what caused the
train accident. Flora told me you were traveling with your
friend Stella, and I did some checking. She had been taken
to the hospital, but was not badly injured. She had also
asked about you and was told that you were taken in by a
family and you are doing well. She told us some of her
family were coming to take her home. You need not worry,
My Dear.” He got up and straightened the blankets over me.
My mind felt a bit fuzzy. “Why am I here? I don’t
understand.”
“I’m sorry, Sweetie – I don’t know either. Would you
like something to drink?”
“Yes please – a cup of tea.”
“Be right back.”
Feeling self-conscious, I reached for the hair brush and
a hand mirror and propped myself up in bed, wondering
why Donovan was coming to see me so often.
He brought a teapot and two scones on a tray and
poured out a cup of tea. “You look better, My Dear. Tell
me about your family.”
Very sadly I said, “I lost all my family. That is why my
friend and I decided to take this trip. It was her idea,” I
sighed. “Now I have no one.” A tear slid down my cheek.
“Oh yes you do!” He took my hand. “I would like to be
your friend. Right now, what you need is to get out of this
room. It is a beautiful evening and I’d like to take you out
to the flower gardens.”
I looked surprised. “I don’t know what to say.”
“Just say yes. I’ll have Flora bring you a light coat and
be back for you in ten minutes.” He left.
When he came back, he took me on a long walk. “If
you get tired, we can sit for a while. There are several
stone benches.”
I was overwhelmed by the beauty, blooming flowers
all around me. As we sat for a while, Donovan picked a
red flower and put it in my hair, then he kissed me on the
cheek and took my hand. “Angela, you are so beautiful.
You dropping into our home is a miracle. I think I loved
you from the first moment I saw you.”
I smiled and looked into his eyes. “Everything seems
like a dream.”

Suddenly the Master appeared. “Well, well, look who’s
here!”
Donny said, “Hello Alex. I was concerned about Angela not getting any exercise.”
Master sat on a bench across from us. “You are absolutely right. Good thinking.”
I feared there was tension between them, so I said,
“Master, I want to thank you for your kindness and help in
saving my life.”
He smiled. “We are glad to have you here. Donny will
take good care of you. You need not call me ‘Master.’ When
our father died, since I was the oldest son, I took over and
my brothers started to tease me and call me that. You can
call me Alex, for Alexander.” He got up to leave. “See you
at supper.”
I watched him walk away. He was a big man. “Is he
married?”
“He was, but his wife died about three years ago.”
“I am so sorry. He seems sad.”
The next morning, when I opened my eyes, I saw
Donovan sitting in a chair by my bed. ”How do you feel?”
“I don’t know. I think I had another bad dream.” I put my
arms out to him. He bent over and we kissed. He sat down
on the side of the bed and held my hand.
We spent several days together, walking in the rose
garden and talking. He took me for a tour of the castle and
explained that they only lived in about half of it since it
was so big.
I felt that I was living a fairytale, and indeed, like Prince
Charming, Donovan soon dropped to his knee and asked
for my hand in marriage.
“Of course, I said “Yes!”
The news excited the whole family and we planned a
big wedding. All of Donny’s brothers and their families
attended and it was a glorious day. We feasted well and
each of his brothers toasted us with wine and their good
blessings. But, for Donovan and me, we had eyes only for
each other...
...Over the last few months Dolly Ruth has struggled to
come up with a special ending to her story. Between us, we
tried out different scenarios, but in the end, it doesn’t really matter.
The real Princess of this sweet fairytale is Dolly Ruth
herself. She was writing the ending to her own story as we
prepared for publication.. Dolly feared that she was embarking on her final journey where she would surely find
her very own “Happily everafter.”
But, she is a strong, determined
lady and has rallied enough to
continue seeking that perfect ending. With much love and gratitude
for all you’ve been to those of us
who have had the opportunity of
knowing and loving you... we thank you, Dolly! Pat
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Making Amends
We’ve been hanging out together for
Six plus decades, you and me
You have given me untold pleasure and only a
Small measure of grief
Still, when you don’t feel well
It cramps my style. I resent it.
I focused on your faults and limits
I so wanted you to be different,
I barely noticed your awesome gifts.
Endlessly I compared you to others, envied them, faulted
you.
Year after year finding you seriously wanting.
In my desperation to fit in
I put all my angst and blame on you.
I felt defective, not enough, less than,
I doubted by femininity, worth.
Not deserving to be included, I hid.
I told no one, but you I cursed.
In the shower today, looking at my lopsided flat chest, one
cancer survived breast,
I realize my life long, tragic, crippling mistake:
My body animal, welcomed enthusiastically by my lover,
Waits still for an accolade of acceptance.
Pleads for celebration
From. . . . myself.
Now it’s time to give you center stage, to allow you, as
poet Mary Oliver says,
“Soft animal of my body to love what it loves”
Time to notice body feelings, bringing whatever
they bring: comfort, tears,
Singing or wild excitement, to recognize these as your
free gifts.
It is time, way past time, to allow you, human body
animal to
Seek comfort, welcoming touch, rest, refreshment,
Not run from but snuggle into the heart of your pain,
guilt, fear, joy,
To pay attention, listen deeply to all your needs.
Never again, judge you, push you aside, disparage or
Ignore you.
I see you today: Graceful as deer, lovely/vulnerable as
butterfly, strong as cheetah, playful as otter,
Nurturing as Mother bear, wise as elephant, clear
sighted as eagle.
Without you, I’m unable to dance untamed, experience
beauty of rose, moon, mountain, tree,
Hear music of wind, Beethoven, tree frog, or feel my
Beloved’s touch.
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Without you I could not have birthed four children,
Convulsed with grief, shouted for joy.
My most magical memories are of us
Skiing down a mountain of snow
Running to catch waves at the beach
Dancing wildly, deliriously in jubilation of female
abandon
Laughing, rolling and romping with my goats, dogs,
chickens and kits
Lying on ocean sand, soaking sun’s warmth
Zip lining thru jungle, flying in a tree swing
Curling in cozy blanket near cracking fire.. .
Singing camp songs at night.
Eating shrimp on a skewer
Dear body, you made it possible. All of it. I Bless you.
I know your every cell is alive with energy, purpose and
memory.
Every cell imprinted with the way I have treated you.
How could I have chosen to fault and reject you for
some perceived flaw?
How foolish, abusive. I am so very sorry.
Please forgive me.
From this day I hold you in highest esteem, like royalty,
Declare your attributes to myself and others, pay
homage for
All you have bestowed: a sweet face, a lithe and
graceful carriage, a
Curious mind, strong slender fingers creating glass
lamps, windows,
Sculpting wood furniture and all manner of needle
wonders
And of late fingering music and crafting magic of words.
Most of all, I honor you for being a trustworthy
Container for conscious,
Vibrant life.
In my remaining days or years I vow to treat you with
solicitous care.
Like I tend my beloved dog who is now elderly and
unable to see and bumps into things.
So I promise when you falter, stumble, wrinkle and
give way with weight of many years,
To understand with kindness. I will not abandon you
To over mindful doctors or waning support or
criticism of any sort.
Dear one, I am here for you, sweet, soft warm body.
Wise and gentle, I see you now. I love you
My Body Beautiful.

~ Karen Wickham

Safeway Luggage
By Mary Alexander

M

y name is Irma Harrington, at least, that’s the name I
wound up with.
Growing up in foster care loaded me with a lot of invisible baggage, but one of my earliest memories was staggering up some steps hugging a brown grocery bag containing my stuff. I later came to know these paper bags as
“Safeway Luggage,” what us foster kids hauled our belongings in from one foster home to the next.
That first memory was when I was around three years
old, though I had already been in the system since I was
born, and years later tried to piece together the fabric of
my life.
By the time I was in the third grade I was in my fourth
foster home. That was when they had me tested by the
school shrink. The teacher said I seemed to daydream most
of the time, but I was the top reader in my class and could
already multiply and divide numbers.
Reading and daydreaming made life worth living. Adventure stories and fairy tales were even better than chocolate pudding for dessert.
I read about mountain climbers and imagined my real
parents died tragically in an avalanche of snow. Or a story
about an unhappy princess would lead me into believing I
was a baby stolen from the beautiful princess and would
one day be discovered by her prince who had been searching for me for many years.
As I grew older, my imaginings became more sophisticated. I decided what happened was, I wandered away from
the careless nursemaid who was supposed to be watching
me. Some hippies found me in the park and carried me
away with them. But they were arrested for smoking pot
and I was put into a foster home.
There had to be some reason why my birth parents
didn’t want me. By the fourth foster family I figured out
that no one else much wanted me either.
Entering my teens, the scenario I settled on was that
my real mother was an unwed pregnant teenager who relinquished me to the adoption agency, but nobody adopted
me because my eyes were crossed.
Surgery had corrected that problem when I was in the
second grade. Hooray! I could read easily then and books
became my life. I ignored teachers, foster parents, and classmates (who all seemed to have at least one parent).
As a result of the psych testing in third grade, I was put
into an accelerated academics program. They said I would
pay more attention. I did, sort of. The best part was, I was
allowed to read at any level I could understand. My interests soon moved beyond children’s stories.
High school days were not Happy Days for me... not
like “The Fonz” and his cohorts. I overheard comments

like “nerd,” and “the dictionary,” and “dull as dishwater.”
I guess the one that always hurt most was, “Well, you have
to feel sorry for her; she’s just a foster kid.” But this kid
had something going for her.
My caseworker (my eighth) set up a meeting for me
with the high school principal, the psychologist, my home
room teacher, and a representative of the Casey Foundation. I had no idea what it was about or how it would change
my life.
The home room teacher referred to my exceptional
scores on standardized tests. The shrink said my IQ and
aptitude scores were impressive. The case manager said
she was recommending me for placement in a Casey home.
My first thought was Oh, no. Pack up the Safeway
Luggage. Here we go again.
The Casey rep explained that once I was matched with
a Casey family, I could remain with them until I completed
my education, and that meant all the way through college
if I chose. The foundation would pay my college expenses.
I guess I just sat there stunned with my mouth hanging
open. Of course, I wanted college, but foster kids are out
on the street when they turn eighteen. I figured college
was a hopeless dream for me.
After three interviews I was matched with Darryl and
Joyce Harrington.
Darryl was the Patient Advocate for the Veteran’s Hospital. Joyce was a judge of the Superior Court. Their only
son had just graduated from the university and was on a
fellowship for study in England.
They had a beautiful home in the foothills and a library that filled one whole room.
I made it through the university with honors, and earned
my Juris Doctorate with a specialization in children’s law,
that is, dependency and custody laws pertaining to children. I have a career as a practicing attorney and advocate
for children’s cases.
With the family’s permission and encouragement, I
legally took the name of Harrington for my own.
After years of backtracking and legal stumbling, I
learned my teenage speculation was right on the mark. My
teen birth mother relinquished me at birth and had gone on
to become a housewife and mother to my three half-siblings. My birth father died of a heart attack about the time
I graduated high school. He had been a young airman who
was sent overseas without ever knowing he left a pregnant
girl behind. I exchange Christmas cards with my birth
mother, but my real family is Darryl and Joyce.
Whenever I see a grocery sack from Safeway I remember the day I put my Safeway Luggage in the trash for the
last time.
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Cookin’ With Jen

A

new year is time for fresh starts and new beginnings.
I wanted to share some recipes collected from my
old cookbooks for the New Year, based on some superstitions from different societies.
I’m sure most of you have heard of the tradition of
“Hoppin’ John” on New Year’s Day. The tradition goes
that you have rice for riches and peas for peace, as the
saying goes. I happen to like peas and rice any time, and
it’s a filling, hearty recipe that can be made gluten-free for
those who need it.
From my cookbooks, the recipes aren’t too clear—this
was one of the kinds of things I think everyone knew how
to make, when everyone made all their food from scratch.
The traditions I read about have you prepare black-eyed
peas from dry, using a 1:1 method, and make rice according to directions. Then a piece or two of bacon is sautéed
along with cleaned, torn pieces of greens, and the whole
thing is mixed together in a pot with some stock to loosed
it up. I love these kinds of “non-recipe” recipes! Making
them is the kind of thing that really makes me feel like I
am learning cooking while I do it. The older cookbooks,
especially those pre-1900, assume the cook of the house
prepared food enough to know how hot to keep an oven
while baking a cake, for instance, so they are an interesting social commentary (and they lack directions for a modern cook!)
My Chicago School of Home Economics Cookbook
from 1913 is a teaching cookbook. As such it straddles the
time when people often knew how to prepare food and
when many more needed to be taught the growing theory
of what was beginning to be known as Food Science. The
menus are instructive and complete, even if they do need a
little more updating.

Luncheon or Supper (Lesson 122)
Potatoes Stuffed with Meat; Brown Bread & Butter; Tarts; Tea

Tarts
Roll plain or puff paste 1/8 inch thick (ed. note: pie
crust works, store-bought or homemade). Cut into pieces
to fill individual fluted tins or muffin pans, pricking the
bottom and sides to prevent the formation of bubbles. Bake
15 m. in a hot oven. Fill with jam or jelly.
From another cookbook, Hand-Me Down Recipes of Comfort and Joy, comes this recipe for a cold winter morning.

Apple Pancakes
4 T. (½ stick) butter
2 apples, peeled, cored, and thinly sliced
½ c. milk
3 eggs, beaten
½ c. flour
½ c. (1 stick) butter, melted
½ c. sugar
2 t. cinnamon
Preheat oven to 500 degrees. Melt butter in a large castiron skillet over medium heat. Add apples and saute until
soft. In a medium bowl, mix together milk, eggs, and flour.
Pour over apples in the skillet. Bake until batter puffs up
and appears brown around edges, about 10 minutes. Remove skillet from oven and pour butter over pancake. Mix
sugar and cinnamon in a small bowl; sprinkle over pancake. Return to oven and bake 5 to 10 minutes longer, or
until sugar melts. Serve immediately. 2-6 Servings
Best of luck in the New Year to all our readers!

And here’s a recipe from Rhonda Rauch...

Memphis Divindir’s Moon Cakes
Potatoes Stuffed with Meat
Pare 6 good sized potatoes, cut them in halves and scoop
out the centers, leaving a wall ½ inch thick. Cook the potato shells in boiling salted water for 10 minutes. Drain
and stand in a baking pan.
Grind the beef left from the preceding meal, or any
other cold meat that is on hand, with ¼ small onion and 1
T. parsley, and fill potatoes with the beef miture. Dust the
tops with bread crumbs, put ½ t. butter in the center of
each and bake in a moderately quick oven (ed. note: 350
degrees) for ½ hour or until the potatoes are tender. Serve
either plain or with White Sauce or Tomato Sauce.
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1/2 c. extra creamy powdered milk
1 c. unsalted cheese & Ricotta cheese mixed together
2 c. Xylitol
1/4 c. water
2 T rosewater flavoring
1 T cardamon
Shredded coconut
Combine powdered milk, cheese and ½ c. Xylitol in mixing bowl.
Knead until well-blended. Combine 1½ c. of remaining Xylitol
and water in a saucepan. Heat until softball stage. Grind coconut
to a paste with 2 T rosewater; add to Xylitol. Stir until thickened
and begins to stick to pan. Add milk and cheese mixture. Keep
stirring until it leaves sides of pan. Place onto greased paper or
pan. Mold into moons. Press cardmon into it and refrigerate for a
day.

I Love You
By Christine Thom

Y

ou never will know how much you love somebody
until they are gone. My Grandpa died last May after
we spent many years caring for him, loving him, and praying for him. He had gone through many strokes, heart attacks, kidney problems, fractures, and so much more.
Grandpa did not express a lot of opinions, but one thing
for sure was that he loved the ocean and loved his family.
He and I had our ups and downs, but I always knew that he
loved me. At one point he lived with us for two years,
while we cared for him. He and I would sit down every
morning, and I would take his blood pressure and blood
sugar. This routine began when I was just four years old.
Then we would both go to the table to eat our scrambled
egg sandwiches Mom had prepared for us, with his neverlacking pepper. I would then get ready for the day, do my
homeschool studies, occasionally getting the opportunity
to read to him on the sofa, and when the mail arrived at
lunchtime, Grandpa would put on his U of O hat and jacket,
take hold of his walker, and we would walk up to the mailbox together. He and I always loved getting the mail.
As he became older and had recovered from his falls
or ailment, he loved going back to his house in Depoe Bay
to stay on the coast. Grandpa loved the ocean because when
he was younger he worked on boats and became a commercial fisherman, loving every minute of it. He always
had a bright smile in the pictures I have seen of him on the
boats. I asked Grandpa what his favorite color was, and he
said “Blue, the color of the ocean.”
As Grandpa continued to increase in age, he stayed at
assisted living facilities where we could visit him more
often. It was always a better day when we would come to
visit he would say. When he increased in memorable weakness, we had to move him to a foster home for the elderly.
The last week of his life was a memorable one. He continually went in and out of sleep, barely being able to talk.
We were there almost 24/7.

One thing he would always wake up and respond to
was the words “I love you”. A few days before he died,
Mom was with Grandpa, holding the phone to his ear, while
I had stayed home to do school. I talked to him as much as
I could, but he could not respond. At the end I said, “I love
you, Grandpa,” and I heard in a very faint and quiet voice,
“I love you”. As I then finished talking with Mom and
hung up the phone, tears rolled down my face. Although
he could not acknowledge or remember practically anything, Grandpa could remember, “I love you”.
A couple of days later Mom and Dad were trading off being with him. Mom came home to me and my sister to
have a little lunch. Once we had finished, about 1:00 we
received a call from Dad saying that grandpa had passed.
We rushed to the home, and asked Dad how he died. He
said one of the caregivers had finished cleaning and situating him, she told Dad he was about to go, and Dad was
able to say that he loved him and that Jesus loved him,
then he died. My other sister and my brother came from
college to join us with Grandpa, and we all held hands and
thanked God for the time he had given to us with Grandpa.
Just a couple of weeks ago we scattered his ashes at sea in
Depoe Bay on the boat Grandpa had asked to go out on. I
miss Grandpa so much, but I am thankful for all the wonderful memories that I had with him and that he is in heaven
right now with God. I want this story to be a message to all
of you to enjoy the time you have with your loved ones
and always treasure them close to your heart.
This is my first time entering anything in writing, and I am very excited.
I wrote the poem "Soft Rain" in my poetry class two years ago. The
story "I love you" is about my Grandpa, who died this last May, and
has had an impact on my life. I also thoroughly enjoy photography. I
am 14 years old and live on a small farm and have done 4-H for 5
years.

Soft Rain
Rain is soft:
It lands in water softly, slowly swelling the creek.
Rain lightly watering the concrete ‘til it turns a deep
gray.
It taps down on trees ’til the tree lets it escape.
Rain is water falling, falling down upon everything.
Where does it come from?
Where does it disappear to ?
All we know is that it starts and stops.
Rain comes down in all different sizes
And falls, falls on anything it can, anywhere.
~ Christine Thom
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Larla’s Elf on the Shelf
By Natalie Edwards

I

t was December 7th 2012 in Creswell. Larla and her mom
and sister Sally went to the bookstore that day. While
they were looking around, Larla saw an elf on a shelf skirt.
She ran to her mom and asked her, “Mom, can I have
that elf skirt?”
“No honey. You don’t need anymore toys.”
“Ya, Larla!” Sally said.
“Sally! That’s not nice.”
“But it’s not a toy. It makes elves come to your house.”
But she still said, “No.” So when they got back home
and ate dinner, she prayed and prayed and prayed to finally get the skirt. She prayed until it was 3 am, when
she finally conked out. In the morning Larla got up
to let her cat out, when she saw a little bit of white
in the corner of her eye. She looked over and it
was an elf on a shelf skirt! She was so excited she
wanted to scream! She picked it up and ran to her mom,
who was asleep. She woke her up and screamed. Because
she screamed, she woke up her mom, dad, and her sister.
Her mom was wondering what happened to Larla. But when
she showed her mom the skirt, they both freaked out.
After they finished freaking out, Sally walked in.
“Larla! Why did you have to scream when I was sleeping?”
She held up the skirt. “Seriously mom? You let her
buy the skirt!?!”
“No! it was left at the door. I bet Santa made a special
early delivery. Just for me!”
“Larla, that’s unthinkable.” Mom said. “But it’s unquestionable that Santa had come. Well honey, we might
as well find a place to put it. Where do you want the elf in
the morning?” Mom asked.
“Well, I kind of want it to sit above the pellet stove.”
Larla said.
“But I want to choose where we put it!” Sally replied.
“Honey this is Larla’s decision. You should respect that
it is Larla’s skirt.” Mom said.
So they put it on top of the fireplace and went to bed.
In the morning Larla woke up first and went into the living
room to watch some TV. When she looked at the clock to
see what time it was, she saw the elf. She wanted to scream.
Yet she did not want to wake everyone up again, So she
picked up the book that was next to the elf and started to
read it. It said that it reported back to Santa every night
whether you were bad or good. She freaked out because
her and her sister always fight and hurt each other. It also
said not to tell anyone that you have an elf on a shelf.
After about an hour of staring at the elf, she went and
woke up her mom. “What is it Larla?” Mom said.
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“Th’ the living room! It’s here, it’s actually here!”
“What’s here honey?” Mom responded.
“The elf!”
“Oh my gosh! You’ve been waiting for this ever since
yesterday. Just kidding. Now go wake up sissy and tell
her.”
“She’ll hate me but, okay!” 30 seconds later…. “Sally!
Sally! The elf came!”
“Go away Larla, it’s only 10!”
“But the elf, it was there above the fireplace!”
“Mom! Larla’s seeing things again!”
Mom walked into the room. “Honey, listen to your sister. Go into the living room and look above the fireplace.” Mom said.
Sally walked out of the room stomping her feet as
loud as she could. There was silence until we heard
an ear-piercing scream. Larla and her mom ran into
the living room. There she was standing in the middle
of the living room, starring at the elf on a shelf.
A lot of time has passed, a lot of searching for the
elf. When it came to Christmas Eve, everyone was sad. It
was the last day they would have that elf until next year. It
was zip-lining down a string that was tied to a branch and
part of the fan. The family went to church, looked at lights,
and when they got home they opened their one Christmas
Eve present. When it was time to go to bed, Larla wanted
to cry. She would miss the elf so much. But she knew she
would see her next year around Christmas. They went to
bed waiting for Santa to come. In the morning all the excitement came, but when they opened their presents and
went to family’s houses they started to forget how sad they
all were and decided to enjoy the rest of their Christmas.
Natalie is a 5th grader at Creslane Elementary in Creswell. She’s the
daughter of Rob and Kim Edwards. She loves bright colors, ponies,
rainbows and unicorns.

A Goodbye from Nick:

H

ere it is. My last contribution to Groundwaters. It's
been a good run, but now it's over. It's been fun submitting my stuff and working with Pat and the rest of the
Groundwaters team.
I first submitted my work into the magazine as a teenager, writing crappy science fiction stories inspired by
Orwell novels I had yet to read. In December 2007, just
after my 16th birthday, I created the first pages of my first
comic Just Add Water and I promptly submitted it to the
next issue of Groundwaters. And as far as I can recall, I
haven't missed an issue since. I even did a rebranding of

In.tro.vert by Nick DeAngelo
http://www.nickdeangelo.com

Groundwaters' logo and masthead (yes, that's my design)
for a high school graphic design final, the very class that
got me a full scholarship to my first year of community
college.
I've graduated high school and college in this past decade. And through all of it, Groundwaters has always been
a part of my life. I'd like to thank Pat Edwards, Jen Chambers, Pat Broome, Jim Burnett, and especially Judy Hays-

Eberts for creating this wonderful publication and giving a
voice to this obscure little corner of the world we call West
Lane.
And here's to all my fellow Groundwaters’ contributors. Keep doing your thing.
This is Nick DeAngelo, signing out...
THANK YOU SO MUCH, NICK!!
January 2015
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The Gas Station

A Look Back In Time

By Jennifer Chambers

T

he boy finished up in the Benzo Petroleum gas station
restroom and washed his hands. He carefully dried
them on the scrap of towel that hung from a nail, and shut
the door, making sure not to shut it on the brass hook and
eye that secured it. Blinking into the Iowa sunlight and
wincing a little from the heat that hit him like a wave, he
shaded his eyes with his palm to spy the family car. He’d
expected it to be waiting parked in the shade of the leafy
tree. It was packed to the rafters with his family’s possessions. The journey from Ohio had been a long one, plagued
with dust that threatened to choke the 1929 Ford Pickup.
The dust had followed them like the shadow of the horses
and cattle that they’d had on the farm, now dead or sold
off. He patted his face and neck dry with his wide, calloused hands. Taking advantage of the water to wash was
a treat. He dried his forehead with the back of his sleeve
and looked again. The truck was nowhere to be seen. He
thought, “Maybe they pulled over to refill the water tanks,”
and walked over to the side of the building.
“Help you?” The man who had pumped their gas
ambled over. He had just finished ringing up a customer
with one of those new pumps that sold the gas by the price
rather than the quantity, as the older style pumps did.
“M’name’s Ted.” He tipped the brim of his soft billed denim
hat. The pleasant smile he wore was creased at the edges
by squinting into the sun, right ‘bout like the boy was doing now. “What do you need, son?”
The boy was starting to breathe quick sips of the humid, steamy air. He knew he had to keep it together; men
don’t cry. “My family? We just got gas in that Ford pickup
a minute ago?” He took a few hesitant steps to the front to
see if they were near the road.
Ted nodded slowly. “Yep. Nice people.” He pulled the
stool from the side of the small building and sat it in the
shade of the cover that covered the area from the pumps to
the building. “Not too long ago, yeah?”
“They were just here!” the boy sputtered. “Where did
they go?” His breathing came in quiet gasps now. “That
was my family!”
“Calm down, son, here,” Ted gave the boy a stool near
him. “Come sit over here and I’m sure they’ll turn around.”
He half-rose and flipped a nickel from the riveted pocket
of his Levi’s to the boy. “Coke machine’s behind me.”
“Thanks, mister. My name’s Roly. Roland, really, but
they call me Roly.” He rolled the coin between his index
finger and thumb and peered at the road as if to will the
pickup back. A shuddering sigh bent his narrow, sinewy
shoulders as he walked to the machine.
“Where you’all from?” Ted sat back on the round
wooden stool and kicked long legs in brown shiny boots
36

Groundwaters

January 2015

The Barker’s Service Station near Junction City. Courtesy of
Glenna and Dave Barker. From OREGON’S MAIN STREET: U.S.
Highway 99 “The Stories”

in front of him. He stuck his hands in his pockets and
chewed on a long piece of green grass.
Roly plunked the coin in the machine and pulled out a
frosty R.C. Cola. He popped the top on the built-in bottle
opener of the cooler, and sat down, scanning the horizon
for any sign of the car. “I can’t believe they’d just off and
leave me.” He kicked the dirt in front of his stool. “We
drove here from Ohio. The farm, well…” he trailed off.
“I can always use someone to wash the windows.” Ted
held out his hand. “Welcome to Iowa.”

THANK YOU!

If you like what you read, pass it on

