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Groundwaters is a grassroots, community-oriented literary
quarterly which serves the West Lane area and all its connections. 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.
Find Groundwaters at http://www.epud.net/~grndwtrs
Check out previous issues, color photographs, online challenges,
and more!
GUIDELINES:
1. Email submissions are preferred. MS-Word, please; no
headers, footers, or in-line graphics. Typed or legible handwritten submissions are also acceptable.
2. Include a phone number or email address with each submission. You may use a pseudonym, but all work must be signed.
3. Please be respectful to all. Read Groundwaters to understand its audience, and speak from the heart. Every age is welcome here. We do not accept political or religious opinion pieces.
4. Include a bit of information about yourself and your submission to share with readers.
5. Submission limit is 2,500 words.
6. Please be patient; you should receive a reply to your submission within a month. If not, you are welcome to inquire about
it. We may seem slow, because we’re juggling many things.
7. Artists, as well as writers, are invited. We can support
most common digital formats. Contact Groundwaters for details.
8. Original works are protected under the copyright of
Groundwaters and may not be reproduced without permission
of the author/artist.
9. Works in the public domain may be submitted to reprint,
yet credits to authors/artists must be included.
10. No payment (other than fleeting fame) is offered.
Groundwaters will provide two copies to a contributor of the
issues in which their work appears. Please include a mailing
address for this purpose.
11. Simply share your best. Featured artists and authors are
representative of all ages and levels of experience.
12. Changes may be made in 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
web site.
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Groundwaters reaches a substantial local audience and it
continues to attract more readers. Back issues are popular. Its
volunteer staff now offer support to financial contributors through
the service of advertising. Contact Judy or Sonny Hays-Eberts
at Groundwaters for more information.
————————————

Locations for extra copies: Alpha-Bit Café in Mapleton, The
Book Mine in Cottage Grove, Cheshire Darimart, Crow Country Store, Curves in Veneta, The Farm Store, Fern Ridge Library, Fern Ridge Market in Alvadore, J.C.’s Laundromat
in Veneta, Kelley’s True Value Hardware, Lorane Family
Store, Le Roost Lorane, Noti Post Office, Robbie’s
Windowbox Caffe, T Bar C Country Café
————————————

To obtain copies for display or distribution, call 935-5404.
Groundwaters can be mailed to you, family and friends –
subscriptions are available for $7.50/year (four issues).
————————————

Groundwaters serves its communities through publication
of the local arts, history, and information – and it relies on volunteers. Volunteers create Groundwaters. They fin ance and
produce it, deliver copies, and improve it. We could use more
help with distribution, to stock particular locations. Comments
are welcomed, as well.
Participate! Interview a neighbor, a child or an older
person about their favorite books; write about your interests,
and encourage a friend or family member to send in their
writing or drawing or recipe; and please inform community
groups about Groundwaters as an outlet to publicize their
services and events.
Donations gratefully accepted.

Deadline for next issue is August 17, 2007.
Email to grndwtrs@epud.net
Mail to Groundwaters
P.O. Box 893, Veneta, OR 97487
Questions? Need more copies? Call
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ABOUT THE COVER ARTIST:

Alix Mosieur of Lorane, Oregon kindly volunteered
to draw the Groundwaters cover art using pen and ink
for this issue featuring the theme, “crow.”
The great-great granddaughter of a “Nez Perce/
Blackfoot,” Alix Mosieur has been painting all of her life.
She grew up in California and moved to Lorane in 1970,
where she and her husband Bruce started showing her work
at art fairs. She and Bruce formed their own company,
Red Horse Art Co., in the early 1990s and are now —
according to Alix — “making our living with our work,
which is nice, since neither one of us has a job!” Bruce
does all the woodworking and sanding and finishing to
form interesting and unique backgrounds for Alix’s work.
Alix proclaims to be mostly self-taught although she did
study art at Santa Barbara City College and at the University of Oregon. Alix’s rich artwork is diverse, but her first
love and consuming interest is in painting portraits of
Native American Indians, concentrating on the great chiefs
involved in the Indian Wars of the 1800s. She is also known
for her wonderful portrayal of the natural beauty of the
horse, the wolf, the deer, the bear and other wildlife found
in the western United States. Besides her earlier work with
oil on canvas, Alix has become very successful with her
pen and ink drawings on slabs of wood, gourds, and even
musical instruments. She has also successfully used watercolors, acrylics, and colored pencils. She and Bruce have
joined forces to provide one-of-a-kind artwork on custombuilt tables, screens and mirrors, as well. They have now
scaled back on the art fairs and are represented by art galleries and gift stores in multiple states and along the Oregon
Coast.
Alix also graciously volunteers her services to S.A.R.A.
(Shelter Animal Resource Alliance) which has been rescuing, assisting and advocating for Shelter Animals in Lane
County, Oregon since 2001. For a minimum donation of
$25 per portrait to S.A.R.A., Alix will create a beautiful
8" x 10" color pencil drawing (suitable for framing) of
your dog, cat, horse or other companion animal. All proceeds go toward rescuing shelter animals in western Oregon. For more information, call 541-607-8892.
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From the Editor:
(by guest editor, Jennifer Chambers)
I first picked up a copy of Groundwaters, and thought,
Wow! Where can I sign up? It seemed like a supportive
place to try different types of writing.
I’ve always written—I’m one of those people for whom
writing is as natural and as necessary as water, and I’m
sure my bad poetry from seventh grade is languishing somewhere, unloved but mercifully unseen. From there I wrote
short stories, reviews; I won some contests; I did the artist’s
way and wrote a daily journal of garbage pages. In my
several years of an almost-college-degree, I’ve taken most
English courses offered at the various schools I’ve attended.
I breezed through the mandatory writing classes but got
stuck on the math, for why did I need a college degree to
just write? The fundamentals were there, I argued with
myself. You don’t need a piece of paper to tell yourself
you can put down words in a particular order.
Then things happened in the usual way: I got married,
had kids, kept going to school, and wrote my stories, tucked
away in ripped spiral-bound notebooks. I started writing a
novel, had a line on an agent, but it fell through, as such
things often do. I raised my kids with my husband. I wrote.
Then I saw the magazine. I sent in a fictionalized account of a frightening experience when someone followed
me home from the bus. It wasn’t right for this publication,
but Judy and Sonny gave me feedback, encouraged me to
try again. I’m sure many of our contributors have had a
similar experience. The feedback was honest, but still kind.
I sent some more in: they were accepted! What they
were after, Judy explained, was to let authors share themselves. They wanted to see good writing from the talent
they were sure was in their community.
And so I gradually became more a part of the magazine, writing articles, taking on small assignments. I began to edit my own pages and contribute regularly. Recently, Judy generously offered to share more of the magazine and it took just a moment for me to accept. How
could I not want to be a part of something that wants to
bring out the great writing in all its authors, and thereby
enrich our area?
Through being involved in GW, I gained the confidence
to take myself seriously as a writer. I finished my novel
and now have an agent interested in me. I attend writers’
conferences regularly to learn more, and I also help facilitate the teen writer’s group. Now, my little stories have led
to a position as one of the editors of Groundwaters.
One of my goals for my life is to celebrate the effort,
for I think that’s what makes us both human and divine.
We can only try. It’s my humble opinion that sharing of
ourselves is the best way to make the world a better place.
I’m having fun trying, anyway.
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Rainy
By Judy Hays-Ebert
Judy Hays-Eberts, Groundwaters’ founder, editor & cornerstone.
Photo by Sonny Hays-Eberts

Rainy came to visit this morning;
it’s so good to see her
after such a dry spell.
So fashionably out of season,
it feels so wonderful
as she melts around me,
as her friend Breeze whispers to my ears
and breathes out her sweet scent
lightly like cool feathers.
I miss her wild ways when she’s away,
when so little is left
and she turns to others,
for she won’t stay long this time of year –
desert flowers beckon
to show her their colors.
She will stray as she likes, travel on;
but today she came here,
rested on this pillow,
and let go of the gifts she carried.
She’s all the more precious
since I came to know Thirst.
His presence sucked me dry and hung on
‘til she came through the door,
‘til she shooed him away,
and he went to lurk round the corner
to watch for when she leaves.
I won’t be rid of him;
yet Rainy lingers in my senses,
on earth and in the air,
on ears and nose and tongue.
In summer I savor Rainy time...
Judy Hays-Eberts 7/22/06

~Summer-time Treats from Groundwaters~
Tomato Cups
Four firm tomatoes
1 cup cooked chicken, cut into bite-sized chunks
1/4 c. light mayonnaise
Mustard to taste (I use plain yellow, but vary if desired)
1/2 to ¾ c. celery (three pieces,) chopped fine
1 carrot, chopped fine or shredded
onion, if desired
salt and pepper to taste
paprika, for dusting (optional)
Slice a piece of the tomato off to make a lid. With a melonballer or spoon, hollow out tomatoes, leaving walls intact but
scooping out all the “guts.” Combine mayo and mustard, mix until
smooth, and then add chicken, veggies, and spices. Dust with
paprika. Add whatever vegetables you like; red or green peppers, firm chunks of cucumber; you can even mix in shredded
sharp cheddar and top with more of the same.

Easy Coleslaw
One small head of green cabbage
Red cabbage, if desired
one-two carrots (3/4 cup)
1/2 c. light mayonnaise
1/2 c. light sour cream
Apple cider vinegar, to taste (start with 1/12 T.)
1/2 t. sugar
1/4 t. salt and ¼ t. pepper
Early in the day coleslaw is desired, shred cabbage(s,) carrot together. In a large bowl, blend mayo and sour cream; add vinegar,
salt and pepper, and sugar. Fold cabbage mixture to dressing;
chill for several hours to blend.

Yummy Tomato Salad
Several large, ripe tomatoes of various color (I like red, yellow,
peach, and purple)
1 lb fresh Mozzarella cheese, in brine
1 Bunch fresh Basil
Aged Balsamic Vinegar
Extra-Virgin olive oil
Slice tomatoes and cheese (drained,) and layer in a serving dish
with torn basil leaves. Mix enough vinegar and olive oil to cover;
a good proportion is 1:3. Cover and marinate until ready to
serve. Garnish with Basil blossoms.

This is great way to use the zucchini and tomatoes from your
garden or that mysterious vegetable delivery you get in the summer. My kids loved this. It is easy and doesn’t heat up the kitchen.
—By Karen Vosika

Victory Garden Skillet
Serves 6
1 pound Hamburger
2 or 3 Zucchini, depending on size
2 1/2 cups Water
1 cup rice (uncooked)
1 large Onion
3 Bouillon Cubes, I use beef
1/2 teaspoon Dry Mustard
6 slices Cheese, I use cheddar
Pepper to taste
1 or 2 Tomatoes
Brown Beef in skillet (I use my electric skillet for this), add Rice,
Onion, Zucchini, Bouillon Cubes, Dry Mustard, and Water (just
kinda layer this in the skillet). Boil, stir, and simmer for 20 minutes. Stir in or layer on top, Cheese, Pepper, and Tomato. Let
stand 5 or 10 minutes.

Chambers Panzanella
1 loaf slightly stale Italian bread
1 bag romaine salad mix, or 1 bunch romaine, torn and washed
1 pkg. pepperoni
1 pkg. grape tomatoes
1 bag shredded Italian cheese
Italian dressing
Cube bread if stale; if not, cube and toast in oven until slightly
dry but not crouton-like. Place in a large bowl and put salad
over. Slice pepperoni in fourths and add to bowl; cut tomatoes in
half with kitchen shears and add them on top. Toss with cheese
and dressing to coat. This is also good with vegetarian pepperoni.

Yummy Salad Dressing
From Pat Gill
The deep dark cave
Why don’t you play with me
And the bears
They will play with me.

¼ cup vinegar
¼ cup olive oil
1/8 cup honey

By Riley Chambers
age 6
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The End of an Era
by Mildred “Millie” Thacker Graves
About two weeks ago our son, Dana, nearly sixteen and
taller than his father, gathered together a hammer, a saw
and various other tools and trudged down the hill to the
ancient oak tree, not far from our barn. He climbed the
tree and began the dismantling of the beloved tree house
of his youth. It had been a very special place for him and
his friends for numerous years. It was a spot where they
could escape the prying eyes of adults and little sisters.
High up among the limbs, they could soar as they dreamed
and schemed.
The tearing down process was far different than the
building process. The demolition was a quick and solitary
effort, whereby, the construction had been an on-going
process, eating into the long hot days of summer and requiring the assistance of many friends.
I recalled the searches for scraps of lumber, plywood,
nails, bits of carpet and other bric-a-brac. In those days
there were no trips to a lumberyard to buy what was needed,
you did with what you had. They went door to door to
quiz our neighbors and friends to see if they had any spare
building materials that they might be willing to donate.
People who were contacted were very generous, no doubt
remembering the days when they, too, were young. Finally, the boys had what they needed or what they perceived was necessary for the project.
Next was the design. It was more or less what you
might call an eyeball design, existing only in their mind’s
eye with nothing drawn on a paper. It is not known whether
the material list was taken into consideration.
They took inventory of the limbs and decided which
limbs to use as a foundation. With the preliminaries out of
the way, they began the job of building. The area came
alive with the sounds of hammering, sawing, shouting and
all the general hubbub of a real construction site echoing
across the hills and canyons. As time went by, it sounded
as if the house might be of epic proportions.
As the tree house grew from one level to another level
and then on up to an upper level, as sort of crow’s nest, it
became quite an imposing structure. After a bit of persuasion, Dana even convinced his father that all it needed to
be complete would be some hand split cedar shakes, gathered from the woods behind our house and made with his
father’s own hands, to put on the roof. Next they added
carpet, Venetian blinds and various other clubhouse
touches.
I called the tree house, The Crow’s Nest, for three different reasons. First, it was built on our forty acres at Crow,
Oregon. Second, it had the Crow’s Nest at the very top.
Third, Dana and his friends sat up there just like a bunch
of crows chattering, crowing, and spying.
6
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The Crow’s Nest Treehouse/Hide-out gave the boys
something to do besides torment Dana’s three younger sisters, who were often to be found dressing up the dog or
wheeling dressed up cats or kittens in doll buggies. At
other times, the girls would be playing house with dolls or
would dress themselves up, as well. The boys enjoyed
spying on them and tormenting them, as they played house
or found other ways of entertaining themselves.
As dusk came creeping, the boys would make ghostly
noises through a garden hose, running from the tree house
to a hidden spot in the grass, as they dangled a sheet attached by a rope, in the hope that the girls would be frightened. Needless to say, this apparition did not have the
desired effect; but it didn’t deter their determination to find
other means and measures to spice up and complicate the
girls’ lives. Undoubtedly, there was much time spent on
schemes that might possibly work. When the girls had
friends come to visit, it became even more of a challenge
to conjure up and create new and better methods, until
after a while, the girls began to plot against the boys. The
girls began to spy on the boys. This was an unexpected
twist and quite disturbing.
For the boys, the tree house was a sanctuary. For the
girls, it was a thorn in their sides, the bane of their existence. For me, as the mother of four children and the overseer of friends of the children, it was a Godsend. Its dismantling brought a few tugs to the heartstrings. The tree
house had held a special place in their hearts. It had created memories that lasted but it’s time was past and it must
go. It was, in every way, the end of an era.

Ideas to Share from Pat Gill
Aphid Removal
1 whole garlic head/crushed
3 Tbsp. hot sauce/like Tabasco
Add to 1 gal. water
Soak 24 hours. Strain out garlic.
Spray outdoor plants for aphids.
Pesky Age Spots
1 tsp. onion juice
2 tsp. vinegar
Mix and rub on spots.
Pat Gill invites readers to exchange helpful hints.
Contact Pat through Groundwaters or call 541-9981031.

The Divine Miss Em

A Dark Piece of Sky

Unsigned

by Jennifer Chambers

Twenty six and a half years seems just a blink of the
eye. Was it real or just a thought? I have photographs that
tell me it that it was real, but my heart is numb and I cannot feel any of it. I cannot remember what it felt like to
hold my newborn in my arms. I cannot remember what it
was like to hold my toddler and feed her food. I cannot
remember what it was like sitting in the audience watching my grade school child up on stage. I can, however,
remember what it was like constantly knowing of the “inevitable.”
The gods did not show mercy on
my daughter. They presented her
with challenges every step of the
way, and all she really wanted was
to just “be.” Her carefree childhood was stolen by the
horrible harbinger
of doom. She did
her best throughout her life to stay
one step ahead
and outsmart and
outwit the cloaked
one. Many times we
believed that she
had won against
the odds while
her family and
friends cheered
for her at the sidelines through all the life races that she had to run. She
never chose not to run in any of the races against time. She
was a fighter. She was strong of character and stout of
mind. In her presence one really believed that she would
win and beat down the constant dark shadow. But time,
like the wind against the dunes and water against a shell,
beat her down. It wasn’t just a fight against nature, it was
a fight against “learned” men and women who decided her
fate. When she tried to arise above their demands, they
chastised her for wanting control of her own life – they
felt they knew better for her than she did for her own self.
Nothing makes one question life more than seeing the pain
in their offspring’s eyes and wondering what the purpose
of this constant suffering is for. But she suffers no longer
if one can hope what the prophets say is true. Perhaps she
lies laughing on some lofty cloud or singing merrily across
the sky of blue. And maybe, she knows what the truth of
life is now.

A ruffled ebony cloud wings up out of the bright green
field behind her patch of suburbia. One of the birds divebombs, breaking free, to snatch some errant field mouse
who didn’t have time to scamper into his hole.
She watched, dispassionately, as if the full-on nature
show in front of her isn’t a fascinating life-and-death
struggle writ large. “Everyone has to eat,” she muttered,
and, using her cane for balance, turned away to answer the
phone. It’s her sister, June, the caller ID reads, and the
internal debate begins: To answer, or not to answer? Is as
usual, a struggle. As usual, she answered. Putting off the
inevitable is never a good idea.
“Hello, June.”
“Oh my gosh, Carla, I’m so glad you’re home,” her
sister gushes. “I have a problem.”
June only calls when there is a problem. She’s not one
of those, “Hi, how are you,” types of people. She’s more a,
“Hi, here’s what I need,” kind of girl. Always has been.
Carla watches the cloud of birds, which has landed in the
center of the field. At this distance she can’t see it completely, but from the small form they are now surrounding
it looks like the group has settled on a gopher or squirrel
for their meal.
“Carla?”
“Oh. I was watching some birds. What’s up?”
“I sort-of, you know, told somebody something and it
wasn’t exactly true.” June was also a mistress of the understatement.
Carla did not feel like prying the problem out of her
sister piece by piece, teasing it off like the carrion-eaters
outside. “June. What is it?”
“I’m in jail.”
“For crying out loud! Why? Did you stop taking your
medication again?”
“I’m not going to talk about it. If you want to come get
me, fine. If not, I’ll find some other way to get out of here.”
June slammed down the phone in a burst of anger.
“Bye,” Carla said needlessly, a few seconds later. “Of
course I’ll clean up the mess.” She sighed, dumps out the
dregs of the good coffee she’d made herself that morning,
watching the birds. Sometimes it would be easier to be
one of them. They worked in tandem only when necessary. June’s problems would never be put to an end swiftly,
like the field mouse. June would be strong, in body at least,
probably longer than Carla herself would. It was nature.
She allowed herself one last look at the field of crow
outside, as she prepared to go see June. There were countless numbers of them now, all of them writhing and dancing and teeming with life and death. All at once, the group
lifted and swarmed into the sky, a dusky mass en route to
the next place of rest.
July 2007
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The Crows of Crow
By Pat Edwards
The Crow Families who migrated to the Lane County,
Oregon communities of Lorane and Crow in the early 1850s
are an interesting group. The various branches of the family were an educated and civic-minded group of people
who left behind their legacies in both areas. Thanks to early
research done by family historian Harry Crowe in the
1930s, much has been recorded on the Lorane Crows, but
little is known of the family that settled in the Crow, Oregon area.
All of the local Crow pioneers in Lane County descended from Johannes Gottfried Kroh, a German immigrant who settled in Pennsylvania in the mid-1700s. In
1793, he moved his family to Kentucky and later, he and
his wife Barbara moved to St. Charles County, Missouri
as one of the families recruited by Daniel Boone to migrate there. His grandson, Andrew, son of Lewis Crow,
settled in the area of Lane County that bears the family’s
name. Another grandson, John, son of William Crow,
settled in the Lorane area.
It is interesting to note that there were several variations of the surname used by different generations of the
family. The Kroh name was Americanized as “Crow” and
during the early part of the 1900s a couple of families of
the Lorane branch began adding an “e” to the end of their
name.
The Crow Family of Crow, Oregon
The small community of Crow, Oregon, located approximately 4 miles southeast of Veneta in Lane County, was
first settled in the early 1850s. Following the passage of
the Donation Land Act of 1850, hardy pioneers began to
follow the Oregon Trail to claim free land on which to set
up homesteads for their families. Many of these wagon
trains were comprised of families closely related by blood
or marriage who traveled together. Several of these families eventually settled in what is now known as Lane
County, Oregon. Among those first white settlers to file a
claim in the area now known as Crow, Oregon was Andrew Jackson Crow.
Andrew Jackson Crow was born on June 6, 1808 in
Flint Hill, Missouri to Lewis and Susan Zumwalt Crow. In
the mid-1800s, Andrew and at least 3 of his siblings (William, George and Thompson Crow) left Iowa to migrate to
various parts of Oregon.
Andrew and his wife, Christina Zumwalt Crow, began
their trek over the Oregon Trail with their 10 children,
Ellen, Cynthia, Sarah, William, James, Mary Jane, Lucinda,
John, Lodema and Rosanna, in early 1852. The Crow and
Zumwalt families were closely tied by marriage through
several generations and they apparently traveled together,
8
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Andrew Jackson Crow
Photo courtesty of George Allen

as well. Christina Zumwalt Crow, Andrew’s wife, was a
sister to David Boone Zumwalt who, with his wife Philesta
Cowan Zumwalt Crow settled between Lorane and Crow
near Gillespie Corners about a year later. (The historic
Zumwalt home is now the Blue Rooster Inn Bed & Breakfast.)
As the wagon train traveled through the Idaho territory
along the Oregon Trail, a cholera epidemic struck. Several
members of Andrew’s family, including his wife Christina, caught the disease and died along the trail. Christina
died on August 2, 1852. Two days later, their 18-year-old
daughter, Cynthia, succumbed to the disease; then 8-yearold Lucinda died on August 11, 1852. Thompson Crow,
Andrew Jackson’s brother and his infant daughter, died
about the same time. The remaining family and the decimated ranks of the wagon train were finally able to make
their way to their destinations in the Oregon Territory.
On October 15, 1852, Andrew’s donation land claim
was approved in an area southwest of the present community of Crow. According to documents stored at the
Applegate Pioneer Museum, he soon sold those DLC rights
to Emery Rauch and moved closer to Hadleyville, along
the west side of the current Doane Road, a short distance
north of Territorial Road.
In 1856, Andrew married a widow, Mary Taylor Sanders. They had 3 children, Nancy, Thomas and Margaret. In

the 1860 federal census, John and William Sanders (ages
7 and 12, respectively) were living with the Crow family.
It is believed that they were Mary’s children by a previous
marriage.
On November 6, 1874, the Crow Post Office was established with Alexander Wood as its first postmaster. At
least one unofficial source, however, listed the first postmaster as “Andy Crow.” There are also conflicting accounts
pertaining to which Crow family member the post office
was named for. Ramstead, Lewis and Calarin’s Lane
County, Oregon Post Offices and Helbock’s Oregon Post
Offices 1847-1982 lists Andrew Jackson Crow as the
community’s namesake, while McArthur’s Oregon Geographic Names declares that the post office was named
for Andrew’s son, James A.J. Crow and his wife Helen
Fisk Crow. In any case, it was “all in the family.” The Crow
Post Office existed for 64 years, housed in the local general store, until it closed for the last time on November 15,
1938.
Andrew and his family appear on the 1860, 1870 and
1880 federal censuses, indicating that he lived on his donation land claim as a farmer for at least 28 years. By 1870,
his sons, William and James Crow, had set up their own
households in the area. William, or “Uncle Billy,” as he
was known, was listed on the census with his wife Mary
Jane and their two sons, Albert and Franklin, as were James,
with his wife Helen and their two children, Lewis and
Cynthia. William moved his family to Josephine County,
Oregon, near the community of Merlin, sometime before
1880, where he became a butcher by trade. Two of his
sisters and their husbands, Rosanna and Thomas Hussey
and Margaret and Harry Keyte, and his brother, Thomas
“Uncle Tom” Crow, also moved there. All were buried in
the Pleasant Valley Cemetery in Hugo, Oregon. Their sister, Sarah, died in Josephine County, as well, but was buried with her husband Lewis Dozier Gibson in Lane County.
Two of the other sisters, Ellen Frances (Mrs. James McCoy)
and Mary Jane (Mrs. John Crocheron) moved to Idaho and
Lodema (Mrs. Joseph Sedlak / Mrs. James Bandy) moved
to the Baker, Oregon area. According to family data, the
remaining brother, John, is believed to have died in jail,
but unfortunately, there are no details.
James Crow’s family still lived near Andrew in Lane
County in 1880. He and his wife Helen are buried in the
McCulloch Cemetery on Briggs Hill Road, near Crow.
Although the grave marker shows no death date for him,
James is believed to have died on July 28, 1920. The marker
has Helen’s dates as 1846-1917.
It is known that sometime after 1880, Andrew and Mary
left the area and moved to Heppner, Oregon where his
daughter, Nancy and her husband Columbus Hinton lived.
Andrew died in Heppner, Morrow County, Oregon on
December 13, 1891.
Another early settler in the area was Michael N. Crow.

The following was written in about 1960 by Eldon Crow,
Jr. for the Douglas County Historical Society’s publication. “Michael N. Crow and his wife Harriet S. Foley Crow
left St. Charles, Missouri in 1852 and crossed the plains
by covered wagon drawn by oxen, and arrived in Oregon
that fall where they took up donation land claims at Crow,
Oregon, located west of Eugene, Oregon, which bears their
name. They were not at Crow, Oregon long before they
sold their land and moved to Coles Valley, Oregon, which
is now known as Umpqua. They bought 300 acres along
the Umpqua River...” Donation Land Claim records show
that Michael N. Crow received his Lane County claim on
August 28, 1852. The family shows up in the 1860 Federal
Census in Douglas County, Oregon, so they had moved
from Crow sometime between 1852 and 1860. In checking genealogical records, Michael was apparently a cousin
of Andrew Jackson Crow. According to probate records,
he was probably the son of Henry Crow, a brother of
Andrew’s father, Lewis. In another connection, Michael’s
wife Harriet was the older sister of Madison N. Foley who
settled in nearby Lorane, Oregon in approximately 1854.
Pat and her husband Jim Edwards have lived in the Lorane/
Crow area of Lane County since 1966. Their four children,
Gloria (Slaughter), Rob, Michele (Kau) and Kelly Edwards, all
graduated from Crow High School. They have owned and operated the Lorane Family Store in Lorane since 1977. Pat is also
the author of “Sawdust and Cider; A History of Lorane, Oregon
and the Siuslaw Valley” published in 1987 and it’s major revision called “From Sawdust and Cider to Wine” published in
September 2006.
Please Note: If anyone is interested in helping research a more
comprehensive history of the Crow, Oregon area for publication, please contact Pat at or P.O. Box 50, Lorane, OR 97451.

Credits:
Allison, George, Kroh/Crow Family Historian
Crow, Eldon, Jr., Douglas County Historical Society Publ.
Helbock, R.W., Oregon Post Offices 1847-1982; 1982. 160p.
Mavity, Ruth, compiler. A History of the Community of Crow,
Oregon, Lane County Historian Vol VI, No 4, Lane County
Pioneer-Historical Society, Eugene, OR; Dec 1961, pp 7077.
McArthur, L.A. and McArthur, L.L., compilers. Oregon Geographic Names, Seventh Edition, Oregon Historical Society Press, Portland, Oregon; 1928-2003. 1008p.
Powell, Opal, Crow Family Historian
Ramstead, David and Lewis, Calarin A., compilers; Lane County
Oregon Post Offices; Mid-Oregon History Group, Eugene,
Oregon; 1980. 31p.
Shafer, Violet L., Applegate Pioneer Museum Newsletter, Veneta,
Oregon
Zumwalt, G.R. Zumwalt Family History, Applegate Museum,
Veneta, Oregon
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The Crow(e) Family of Lorane
by Pat Edwards
John Crow was born in Kentucky on August 20, 1796,
to William and Hester Ann Bowen Crow. When he was a
child, the family moved to Missouri where he later enlisted as a private in the Missouri Militia during the War
of 1812. He served his country for a full six months’ enlistment. He was a drummer, fifer and bugler at the age of
16. On August 8, 1824, he married Mary McClure Kent in
Warren County, Missouri. While in Missouri, John Crow
became friends with a neighbor, Daniel Boone, who gave
him two beautifully polished powder horns which still
belong to the Crow family. The family then moved to Iowa
where they lived for 16 years. In 1852, they outfitted with
ox teams and the necessary supplies for a long and wearisome trek across the plains to Oregon on what became
known as the “Bacon Train.” Most of their eleven children traveled with them.
According to a story related by family historian Harry
Crowe in a letter, “In October 1852, they arrived in Oregon and spent the stormy and cold winter at Sandy, not
far from Portland. The ground was snow-covered and their
oxen, horse teams and other stock died. With his son-inlaw, David Norris, John walked up the Willamette Valley
from Portland, looking the country over until they came to
Lane County. Footsore by this time, they had not found
the location they desired. Their relatives in Eugene (probably those from the Crow area) furnished horses and they
went on some 15 or 20 miles until they came to the upper
Siuslaw Valley (now Lorane) where they staked out donation land claims in October 1853.” John’s claim covered
an area along the present Cottage Grove-Lorane Road .
Besides the powder horns given to him by Daniel Boone,
the Crow’s brought with them John’s fife and drum that he
used in the War of 1812, as well as his old Kentucky harmony song book that remains in the family to this day.

John and Mary Crow family. Note how one of the images has
been added to the original picture at a later date. The girl at the
right is probably Zerelda, the daughter who died before their
trek to Oregon.
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John Crow was a blacksmith, gunsmith, wagon maker
and carpenter as well as a farmer by trade and a Republican and Methodist Episcopal by preference. He established
the first blacksmith shop in Lorane and held several minor
political offices in the district. As a gunsmith, John Crow,
who was also a friend of Samuel Colt, developed a revolver that held five cartridges. They were contained in a
clip which had to be manually pushed into the chamber
one cartridge at a time. Shortly after the development of
this hand gun, however, his friend Colt came out with his
famous Colt .45 revolver which automatically turned and
fed a new cartridge into the chamber after each shot. Crow
bowed to the superior invention of his friend.
John and Mary Crow had 12 children altogether, the
last one born after their arrival in Oregon. Most traveled
with their parents to Oregon. Their oldest daughter, Zerelda
Gorsline, died of cholera the year before their journey and
an older son, Richard “Dick,” came with his family a year
later.
Dick and his wife Sarah Crow arrived in Oregon on
February 25, 1853. He was awarded his 161-acre donation
land claim in the Siuslaw Valley on December 21, 1854.
This claim was located along Siuslaw River and Fire roads.
He built his original home on the current Royce property
where he ran a small brick yard.
Dick and Sarah had 15 children of their own and a granddaughter that they raised. On Sundays, Sarah, known as
“Aunt Jane,” dressed each one of their children in their
best clothes and mounted them on horseback. She then put
the two smallest babies into a basket and, riding sidesaddle,
took them all to Sunday School at the Methodist Episcopal Church in Lorane, approximately 4 miles away.
Another of John and Mary Crow’s 11 children, Benjamin Franklin Crow, or “Frank” as he was called, came to
the Siuslaw Valley with his parents in 1852. He homesteaded on a place located near his brother Thomas’s donation land claim, north of the current town of Lorane.
According to legend, Frank Crow and Ellen Wingard
courted each other for some time. About the time the courtship began, Mr. Crow’s mare had a colt. It is said that the
colt died of old age before the courtship was ended. It seems
that the couple had differing political views and both were
too stubborn to change. Neither ever married.
Another story told about Frank Crow was included in a
news article written about J.M. Nighswander who lived in
Hadleyville, situated between the communities of Lorane
and Crow. Nighswander “laughs at the stir his ear tube rig
caused at a July 4th celebration at Lorane in 1902. Old
man Frank Crow was one of those who didn’t think a machine could talk. After listening on it he (Crow) laid down
the tubes and with cane uplifted, ran around a nearby tree
ready to strike the smart-aleck trying to fool him. Nobody
there. The phonograph had arrived.”

William Nathan Crow was 12 years old when the family headed across the plains. He received a good education
by attending public school in Eugene, Oregon, and later
taking a course at a commercial college in Portland. After
completing the course, he taught at several schools in Oregon until he married Lillie S. Harris on April 7, 1883, and
settled on a portion of his father’s farm in the Siuslaw Valley. William, or “Bubb” as he was called, was the first
postmaster of Lorane, and his wife Lillie was the person
responsible for naming the community “Lorane.” William
was a farmer who raised fine Shorthorn cattle on his 400acre property. He was also a skilled blacksmith,
wagonmaker and carpenter and loved to play tunes on his
dulcimer. He served Lane County as a justice of the peace
for several years and was a member of the Republican Party.
Lillie was a staunch Methodist and was active in the local
church. They had four children, Elza H. (Harry), Elmer,
Oral and Pearl.
On November 24, 1944, Lillie Harris Crow, who had
by then moved to Oregon City, wrote a letter to her son,
Elmer, after he moved to California. “I suppose Della has
told you all the news from A to Z ? never the less I’m going
to write you, stale or no stale news. Della stayed two nights
with us. We surely spent half of the nights talking over old
times and asking questions. She said she spent Election
day at the Lorane Grange hall and saw and talked with
many of the old timers when they came in to vote... so
much news about Lorane and the people and how it is growing in population and improvement everywhere there.
“...Well Pearl and her three girls and I spent yesterday
at home. Had a fine dinner. Our turkey was a chicken. Turkeys were 50 cents a lb. If we thought about the vacant
places we did not mention them to one another. We listened to several Thanksgiving programs. Also to the
boming (sic) of Tokyo. I have my radio fixed now and
listen to all war news which I hope means early victory for
us...”
William and Lillie’s son, Elmer, married Della Sharp.
He was a justice of the peace in the Lorane area and ran a
threshing machine during the late summer months. He also
owned and operated the E.R. Crowe Oregon Fir Lumber
Co. in Lorane for a number of years. Elmer was a graduate
engineer with a degree from Oregon State College. He was
known to have designed many implements which were
adapted for use in his own businesses and in the Lorane
Valley Orchard. Della Crowe served as a 4-H Club leader
during the time that they lived in Lorane. They lived, with
their daughters, Lala and Lorna, for 18 years on a farm
located on Cottage Grove-Lorane Road on a hill east of
the present Duane Doughty residence.
Another son of William Nathan Crow, Oral E. Crowe,
owned and operated the O.E. Crowe General Store that
was located in the lower level of the Lorane I.O.O.F. Lodge
building. He and his brother, Elmer, also ran the Crowe
Brothers Cheese Factory, also known as the Lorane Cooperative Cheese Co., in the early 1900s. Oral Crowe served

as the Lane County Court Commissioner from 1924 to
1935. He was appointed to the post initially to finish the
term of a recalled commissioner and was later elected to
the position. There was an interim period between 1924
and 1935, when he temporarily lost the commissioner’s
seat in an election. Crowe was also named the Lane County
Sheriff Pro-Tem from about 1942 until 1945. When the
regular Lane County Sheriff, Tom Swarts, joined the war
effort and was sent overseas, Crowe was appointed to perform the duties of the sheriff until Swarts’ return in about
1945.
A story is told about Oral by his son, Duane. Apparently, Oral Crowe was not a farmer at heart. In the earlier
part of his life, he farmed only in order to add to the family
income and food supply – not because of any special love
of the land. He frequently complained about the poor soil
in his fields and a favorite saying of his was, “This soil is
so bad that a man couldn’t raise Hell on it with seven naked ladies and a barrel of whiskey!”
One day James Chapman, the mail carrier from Cottage Grove (and Crowe’s father-in-law), stopped at the
Crowe home with a letter notifying Crowe that he had been
appointed to the Lane County Commissioner’s post. Oral
was in one of his fields some distance from his house, doing some plowing. Chapman decided that the registered
letter was important enough to hand-deliver to Crowe in
the field. Upon seeing Chapman approach with the letter
in his hand, Oral removed the long reins from over his
shoulder, dug out his pocket knife with which to open the
letter, and calmly proceeded to read the news that he was
the new Lane County Commissioner. Crowe picked up the
reins and threw them with all of his might over the heads
of his team. He all but danced his way back to the house
leaving the team standing in the middle of a furrow. He
never went back to farming after that day. Chapman, in the
meantime, was left to bring home the team of horses and
the plow. The mail was rather late that day for those on the
remainder of his route.
The other children of John Crow married and settled
with their families in Lorane where they lived for many
years.
More on the Crow(e) family of Lorane can be found in the pages
of Sawdust & Cider; A History of Lorane, Oregon and the Siuslaw
Valley (1987) or its most recent major revision, From Sawdust
& Cider to Wine; A History of Lorane, Oregon and the Siuslaw
Valley (2006); http://www.sawdustandcider.com

What is life? it is a flash of a firefly in the night. it is the breath
of a buffalo in the wintertime. it is the little shadow which runs
across the grass and loses itself in the sunset.
—Crowfoot
It’s not having what you want. It’s wanting what you’ve got.
—Sheryl Crow, Soak up the Sun
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Bruce Cutshall: Boots on the Ground
By Judy Hays-Eberts
Bruce Cutshall is in process; he is being recreated. He
knew who he thought he was, but he’s changed. Actually,
he stands on the same foundation that has served him well
for many years: love of God and his wife LaDonna. Bruce
just thought he would be a fireman forever, but his body
was broken last year in the line of duty. Now, he must
adjust and find his true worth.
Indeed, Bruce Cutshall has been a very physical person
for many years. He’s been active in the military and served
a year in Iraq with the National Guard, he has practiced
martial arts with his family and taught his sons to be courageous and prepared, he has coached wrestling at Elmira
High School and helped produce a state champion (his son
Jimmy, who won it twice), and he still runs the Fern Ridge
Wrestling program for boys and girls in grades 1 - 8 who
train as ‘Future Falcons’. He just completed the first year
of a ten-year commitment to the youth of the Fern Ridge
community. To him, it’s “all about the kids.”
No one works harder than we do. We can…We do, reads
the motto on Fern Ridge Wrestling Club T-shirts. What
Bruce teaches can be practiced by anyone, athletic or
not: Courtesy, integrity, perseverance, self-control and
honor. As much as he would like to see another wrestling
championship, his dream is for young adults to remind each
other, to “hold each other accountable to something higher
than themselves.” “So many are weak, forgotten, lost, never
heard any positive encouragement… When I was desperately in need of guidance as a boy, there was an art teacher
and a music teacher and a Campus Life guy. They helped
me enough from really losing it. There’s no way I can pay
those guys back. There’s hundreds, if not thousands, of
Bruce Cutshalls who are all in the same boat,” he shared.
“What’s effective is an adult who cares about them who’s
in their lives more than once, more than a chance meeting,
someone in the community who will always say ‘hello’ to
them. …We’re all given a set of tools – for some there’s
only a couple – so I always want to give them more tools
in the toolbox. You’ve got to choose that legacy.”
“The worst pain is a kid that thinks nobody loves him.
They fight that by getting angry… Half the team doesn’t
stay on the team because they love wrestling – it’s torture.
If we can just get them out there, to get a kid under that
light is such an accomplishment. Win or lose, he always
gets a standing ovation.” Bruce is a lot more concerned
about their grades and respect for their parents and teachers, than about a winning team. He lives “boots on the
ground.” “I’m a selfish person. I believe in helping others,
defending the weak, living a life of freedom – not just talk
about it,” he asserted. He has lived the kind of person he
wanted to be.
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When I visited Bruce and LaDonna Cutshall, it was the
evening after the first campout of the summer for his wrestling club. Twenty-five kids slept over and tested their
equipment. They want to go to several places around Oregon
this summer. Wrestling shuts down for the season; instead,
members enjoy special activities and a continued sense of
family. In general, kids are guided and supported through
the difficult transition of learning to move past discomfort
on their own. Summer allows a slower pace and play, while
the lessons of good citizenship are enforced. Yet, Bruce is
challenged by pain, which wasn’t part of his plan. He feels
exhausted before he gets up in the morning. “I’ve lost so
much from my injuries… I used to be able to press 300
pounds; I can’t do my own weight now,” he admitted.
While Bruce’s body was damaged during his role as a
firefighter, he was also deeply affected by his experience
in Iraq where he served as a medic. “LaDonna gives me
extremely simple instructions. I remember nothing – names
of people I’ve known twenty years… I can hold the baby
(their foster daughter who’s one and a half), but I can’t
hold the baby and reach into the pantry… I want very much
to make LaDonna happy. I try to have her coffee ready, so
that I’ve done one thing right in my day,” Bruce said, with
sadness. “There will be a third life… If I start feeling sorry
for myself, I’ll get a kick in the pants. I’m looking for it;
my radar’s on.” “What is your biggest goal now?” I asked.
“I want to laugh until my stomach hurts,” he replied.
Bruce and LaDonna have lived in Elmira since 1988,
on property that had previously belonged to her family.
Along with their foster baby, they have two sons – Jimmy,
who is currently serving in Iraq, and Jeremiah, who just
graduated from Elmira High School. And then, there are
the family pets – five dogs, two cats, two horses, and chickens. The dogs are all sizes and different breeds, small to
very large. Son and dogs were napping on living room furniture, when I was introduced to the household. Immediately, I felt comfortable.
“What I was searching for was what I pretty much already had,” Bruce shared of his younger days. “Much more
important was faith, a real relationship with the Almighty.”
Bruce Cutshall has developed a “boots on the ground”
version of Christianity, which he puts into practice in every way. He is humbled lately, as life seems completely
changed. Bruce can’t quite see himself as I do: stronger
than ever. A man who truly exercises his heart, who walks
the talk; we’re blessed, he serves.

Calling Quail; The Legend of Alsea Bay
By Fern Ludeman
The legendary stories of the Alsea Indians are very beautiful, but few of them have been preserved. Probably the
most appropriate to print in our first issue is the story of
Calling Quail. The Indian camps at that time were located
where Waldport (Oregon) now stands and the little spring
named for Calling Quail still retains the name and supplies water for a part of the present population.
The flat land and the south side of Alsea Bay is marked
here and there with small mounds of sand. Many of these
are caused by the sand being blown over the buried canoes
of the dead Indians. There were two canoes used in each
grave; one being placed in an upright position and the other
placed above the first one, in an inverted position, forming a roof for the lower canoe. Each Indian was buried in
his own canoe and was provided with paddle, fishing spear
and other necessary articles for the great voyage over the
unknown western seas. At this time, there are few traces
of those canoes. There must have been a great number of
them, for the immense mounds of oyster and clam shells
which are sometimes acres in extent along the coast, bespeak a numerous population.
When the whites first settled on Alsea Bay, three distinct Indian tribes were found occupying the land. The Alsea
Indians occupied the immediate bay and ocean shore and
their principal food consisted of fish. The Klickitat occupied the mountains to the South and East and these were a
tribe of hunters.. The Drift Creek Indians were the third of
those tribes. They occupied the timbered district around
Table Mountain and the upper Drift Creek country to the
East and Northeast at Alsea Bay. It is only on certain occasions that the tribes mingled together, but when this occurred, tribal feuds and differences were set aside and
friendly feelings were encouraged.
As a rule, hunting tribes visited the Alsea bringing with
them a goodly supply of dried meat and furs to exchange
for dried salmon and shell fish. Great fires were kindled
along the shores on these occasions and feasting, singing
and dancing were carried on for several days.
One of these friendly visits, years before the white man
settled on the bay, came the sad ending of Calling Quail
who was a pretty maiden of the Alseas. She was the daughter of a chief, an expert in handling her little canoe and as
kind and gentle as could be. She was beloved by all who
knew her and many of the Alsea braves had sought her
hand in vain.
In the early fall while the days were yet long and nights
balmy, the Klickitats came down the river to pay their respects to the Alseas. Their canoes were well laden with
dried meat and furs. All the finery of the tribe was worn.
As the Klickitat hunters sand and danced around the big

fires kindled in the drift logs, the Alsea maidens looked on
in admiration.
Prominent among the visitors were Wrestling Bear, a
young hunter who had gained his name from a fierce battle
with a great monster over whom he had been victorious
and whose hide was now a cherished possession. Wrestling Bear seemed very popular among his comrades. He
wore the finery and trappings of the tribe with fitting grace.
Even his canoe which he had carved from a giant cedar
seemed better packed and more plentifully supplied than
the others.
It was but natural for Calling Quail to admire the young
hunter. The two became close friends and before they days
of feasting were over had become lovers.
After the Klickitats returned to their homes, Wresting
Bear made frequent visits to the bay. His canoe would be
seen coming swiftly down the stream and just as the
evening shadows began to lengthen, he would land somewhat below the village where Calling Quail would be waiting. The favorite trysting place of the lovers was near a
little spring whose bubbling surface lay hidden from all
eyes in a deep dell among the pines and rushes.
The elk were plentiful that season and it was necessary
for the young hunter to spend most of his time hunting , so
the meetings were altogether too rare for the lovers. Wrestling Bear must secure more meat for the coming winter
and the hunting grounds were some distance from the village.
Later in the season came the time for the visit of the
Drift Creek Indians. Again the big fires blazed at night and
the Alseas welcomed their visitors with their usual hospitality. The chief of the Drift Creek tribe was Gray Wolf.
He was of stern disposition and very much deserved the
name he bore. Silent and stern, he spared no means to receive the objects of his desire or fancy. When his eye fell
on Calling Quail, he told her father when his people’s canoes were once more turned upstream, he would carry her
with him to share his home where the broad river had its
source far away in the glorious solitude of the hills.
The Indian parent hesitated to trust his daughter to the
mercies of Gray Wolf, but the friendly relations of the tribes
must be maintained. The Alseas were of one mind. As to
the poor little Calling Quail, she knew how useless her
prayers would be. Her price was agreed upon and paid.
The time was set for the departure. The last evening came
and she sadly took her way to the little spring she loved so
well.
Gray Wolf had been warned that even if he carried Calling Quail away with him on the morrow, a young and active enemy would quickly follow. He therefore resolved to
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keep an anxious eye on Calling Quail and when she thought
she was alone on her little journey to the spring, her jealous pursuer was following stealthily in her footsteps. At
the familiar trysting place, young Wrestling Bear was awaiting his loved one. Night fell on the lovers vows and kisses
and with renewed hope, Calling Quail retraced her steps
between the rustling bushes and under the heavy pines
knowing that when Gray Wolf’s canoe passed the rapids
next day noon, rescue would be at hand. But, Alas! As
Wrestling Bear passed into the darkness following the trail
that was near a big tree where his canoe was fastened, an
agonizing cry was heard. Calling Quail shuddered as she
stood near the firs and caught the sound of this sudden cry.
When the next day’s sun rose and mists lay heavy on river
and bay, Calling Quail was stirring about early looking
after the morning meal and went among her companions
telling each a pleasant goodbye and finally went to where
Gray Wolf’s canoe lay packed and ready for the journey.
Soon she saw him slowly drawing near, his dark face sullen and lowering. He seemed struck now and then with
sudden pain and approaching Calling Quail, he told her
Gray Wolf is sick and cannot go today. This is all the greeting he bestowed upon her and turned again to the shelter
where he seemed to have passed a restless night. Her heart
sank as she thought of that other canoe impatiently waiting there at the rapids where the river rolled and tore over
the big rocks. How long will he stay for me, she thought.
The day wore slowly on, the shadows lengthened and
grew darker in the woods and the setting sun threw long
rays across the quivering waters of the bay. The fire was
fed with pine knots and Calling Quail moved impatiently
about the camp. The maiden could wait no longer. “I go to
get clams for tomorrow’s feast,” she said, and hurried down
to her canoe. The tide was nearly low and her paddle dashed
into the crimson flood as she headed along the beaches of
the Alsea.
The supper ended and the hosts and visitors gathered
around the fire. They attempted to sing a well-known fishing song used by the Alseas as their boats start out on a
fishing try, but gloom and foreboding seemed to hang over
all. Soon, all was quiet and nothing disturbed the silence
but the roaring of the distant bar.
Suddenly, a song was heard far out on the bay where
the rushing tide now turned outward, struggling on its mad
rush to the sea. With blanched faces, they recognized the
death song of the Alseas and the voice was Calling Quail.
Nearer it came and out from the darkening shadows came
a canoe bearing Calling Quail and her lover. Only once
where the channel runs close to the southern shore were
the lovers near shore. Calling Quail sat in the bow, her
arms hanging idly by her side, her face grave and set as
she sang the solemn strains. Her lover plied the paddle
silently and a gleam of moonlight showed him torn and
bloody from the blows delivered by Gray Wolf and the
death look was on his face.
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Those on shore called loudly to them, urging them to
come ashore, but they maiden only shook her head and the
canoe sped swiftly toward the bay. Some of the younger
men rushed to their canoes to overtake them and bring them
back, but it was useless. All that could be done was to
listen spellbound to that distant song growing fainter and
fainter as Calling Quail and her faithful lover passed out
to death in the great peaceful sea.

Northwest Coastal Indian plankhouses. Artist unknown.

Do You Hear It?
He is in the air,
The heavens and the Earth.
He is in the clouds,
The rain and the sun
Shows his glory,
Colors the rainbows.
His light is in the lightning,
His voice is in the thunder.
His tears, the rain drops
To wash and nourish the Earth.
He is everywhere.
Do you watch and listen?
Don’t put your light
Under a bushel basket
Nor hide in the darkness,
He sees and hears all.
There is no place to hide,
He can find you out.
Have you looked up lately?
Have you heard his voice?
I’m sure he called your name.
Open the door, let him in,
He loves you so much.
Come in, I wait for you, come in.
By Jessie Stinson
Astoria, Oregon

Marj’s Diary: August 6 & 7, 1952
By Marjorie Hays
If I had been a Yachats Indian, I would have given some
big war whoops when the pale face took my happy hunting ground.
I can’t think of a better homesite for a tribe than this
productive peninsula bounded on the south by a fish laden
stream; the east, game invested hills; the north, fields of
camas and a variety of wild berries; and the west, the
mighty Pacific - the cornucopia of fish and fowl.
Even today with an influx of pale face squatters, who
have wrecked some of these natural feeding grounds; there
is a land of plenty waiting to be plucked by the hardier of
the white man’s bucks and strong backed squaws.
The ole saying, “When the tide is out, the table is set,”
could have originated in Yachats. The long sandy beaches
to the north and smaller ones by the river’s mouth and to
the south, still have razor clams. And in some rocky spots
one can find the rock oyster and the butter clam. The holes
around the stranded rocks, at low tide, provide an abundance of crabs.
One wonders what tool the Indian used to capture all
these succulent treats; but we do know he ate these shell
fish as the shell mounds attest years of such feasts. I would
guess whole tribes gathered in these chosen spots year after year and dumped the refuse in one heap. In the years
past, one could find other treasures in these mounds; but
they have all become so dug over, nothing of interest is
left.
Not too many moons in the past, the Indian returned to
Yachats and enacted for his pale face brothers a scene from
“Fishing for Smelt the Indian Way.” To fully appreciate
the ritual smellavision” would have to be invented. The
smelt were caught in crude nets or reed
baskets. Anyone having experienced one of the large runs
of the ocean smelt, could see how easily this is done. Some
waves are literally waves of a million fish and the squirming fish can easily be caught with the hand.
The Indians snared these fish by the thousands and laid
them with their heads pointing inland (so their spirit
couldn’t return to the sea) on a tray or rack to dry. Now if
it should happen to be a foggy week; any nose could tell
the smelt were running.
B.S.F (before sport fishermen) the Indians had great
sport spearing salmon in the shallow entrance of the Yachats
River. This was still done to provide fish for the pioneer
white man; but we folks now only go down to the river’s
bank in the Fall and view the spawning fish go over the
riffles; or if we are a real Isaac Walton, spend a sizeable
sum for fishing gear and fight for a perch on a rock at the
mouth of the river and freeze there all day while our arms
are paralyzed casting in and out to lure the crafty salmon.

The Redskin found meat and clothes in the hills to the
east — the green hills abounding with deer and elk and
bear and many other smaller animals. The forest provided
materials for shelter and wood for fires. Wild berries;
salmon, thimble, elder, blackberry, and huckleberry kept
the squaw’s back in a continual kink because one berry
season, from late June to late October, melted into the other.
The marshlands of deep black loam, that surround the
present site of Yachats, have a jungle growth of camas
plants and wild blueberry and strawberry. The Indian probably dried many of the berries for winter use; but if he
didn’t, there would be still a well filled larder in the
Wigwam from just eating the day’s catch of fish and meat.
From the agate of the beaches and the wood of the forest, the true American fashioned his bow and arrows. The
great spirit provided well for his earthly people in food,
clothing, shelter, and arms. Today he does as well; but the
peoples must learn to practice conservation that they, too,
may live in the land of plenty like Yachats.
The casual observer does not realize that Yachats does
abound in all these natural provisions; but I know – I have
picked the strawberry, blueberry, blackberry, huckleberry,
and others for jelly and jam. I have enjoyed clamming and
fishing and smelting; and tasted the tender steaks of the
deer and the elk.
But one does not advertise, too highly, the favorite berry
patches or the clam beach; there are too many pale faces
for the bounties that are left and too much greed and destruction.
My neighbors probably say, when they peek from behind their curtains, “There goes that old squaw again after
berries.” But there is one thing certain, the papoose doesn’t
go along — she refuses to pick berries and wont’ eat them.
************
Thanks to Virginia Vandehey, for sharing the diary of
Marjorie Hays.

The bird of paradise alights only upon the hand
that does not grasp.
—John Berry, Flight of White Crows
“The eagle never lost so much time as when he
submitted to learn from the crow.”
- William Blake
“As the old cock crows, so crows the young.”
- Unknown
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Memoirs of a Pineapple Bride
by Claire Hutton
She stood in front of me, a delicate eighty-seven-year
old woman. Before we could begin this story, she led me
into her bedroom. We halted in front of a romantically
carved kukui wood dresser. She instructed me to pin curl
her bursting white hair. She grabbed my wrist and helped
guide it around her head as she divulged the age-old secret
of those beautiful movie star waves. We sat down to let
the hair dry and she launched into crossing and uncrossing
her legs. Apprehensively she began to tell me of her life.
She was a tropical girl. On any given day she could be
found barefoot and smiling with big picturesque dimples.
For the majority of her life she surrounded herself with
the sweet smell of oranges, lemons, mandarins and other
sugary, tantalizing fruits. She was born in the year 1917 in
Jacksonville Florida, the most promising city in the south
and one of the largest regions of citrus production in the
world. Her name was Elizabeth Tyler, but for as long as
she can remember everyone had called her Betty Ann. Her
mother’s name was also Elizabeth.
As a young girl she was closest to her father, who
worked at the city utilities office. On Fridays he would
give his workers the day off to go fishing. All of the families would then gather together to have a hefty fish fry.

Elizabeth Tyler Brown
The “Pineapple Bride”

She would cozy up to her father those nights and breathe
in the spicy aroma of fresh fish. He would tell stories of
aggressive lightning that reached out and struck weather
vanes and massive alligators that plugged up the local storm
drains with their stout, scaly bodies.
On one particular warm and balmy night, five-year-old
Betty Ann was wearing a beige silk pongee dress that her
mother had embroidered with vibrant multicolored butterflies. She was twirling sparklers like a baton girl and running wildly around the yard when an ember flew and ignited her dress. Her father had to roll her across the prickly,
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stinging grass that was full of red fire ants. The little girl
got all bent out of shape at her father. She was afraid she
would disappoint her mother because the outfit was ruined. The butterflies were burned and bizarrely shaped
and the colors appeared even more brilliant next to the
black and grey ash. Betty Ann argued to wear the dress
long after her mother had thrown it away.
“I had stretched across the curve of my mother’s feet
that afternoon and I watched with wonder as her hands
darted and slid across the smooth fabric of the dress. She
was feverishly finishing the needlework to have it ready
for my birthday celebration. I never understood why my
mother didn’t let me keep that dress.”
When she was nineteen, Betty Ann got permission from
her parents to visit her brother Orville Zelotes Tyler whom
she lovingly called O.Z. He was stationed on Oahu as a
career military man at Schofield Army Base. He asked
her to join him there for the summer. This was a time
when the mainland had a love affair with everything Hawaiian.
She had dreamed up a romantic vision of the blossoming native islands while listening captivated to the “Hawaii Calls” talk show on her daddy’s radio.
“I was in love with the strains of the slack key guitar,”
she said. “I packed a trunk with aloha shirts adorned with
wooden buttons, my favorite skirts, flamboyant sarongs,
and my fishing pole.”
She took the Sunset Limited railway clear to San Francisco. She would lean her head on the glass and watch the
sun drop below the line of tracks as she headed west. At
pier fifty-seven she embarked a colossal cruise liner to
Oahu, the crossroads of the Pacific. For two months she
was immersed in the slow paced, intensely cultural lifestyle of the island. She would go for a dip every morning,
slicing her body through the glassy ripples just south of
Waikiki beach. She decided to leave the all-girls college
she was attending in Florida and transfer to the University
of Hawaii. She was studying to be a writer and poet.
She lived with her brother and his wife on the army
base. They had a lively and magnificent time. They attended dances, baseball games, and parades with the most
beautiful floats made of tropical fruits and hibiscus flowers. They watched native Hawaiian dancers swivel and
step to the rhythm of the hula. She fit in well with the
married crowd and could keep up with the weekends of
profound drinking. She loved bourbon and water. She
would tag along to the beach, bridge games, or the Scoffield
Barracks Officers Club. One night while attending a dinner party with O.Z., Betty Anne met a young haoli man
named Louis Brown.
“Haoli means white skinned,” she pronounces, making
sure I understand.

He was exceptionally tall and had placed around his
neck an alluring, fragrant plumeria lei made from trumpeted white Singapore flowers, as if he had known this
was to be a special night. He had donned a tailored tuxedo
that complimented his awkward physique. He had skillfully maneuvered the silk tie into a perfect bow. She had
on a gleaming and reflective black dupioni silk dress and
expensive jeweled sandals. She sparkled that night as
bright as the stars that dangled over the palm umbrellas in
the humid air.
“He asked me to call him Luau because he had such big
feet,” she said “I was a spunky young woman and despite
his big cumbersome manner we waltzed all night.” She
reveals a few lines in her gruff and syrupy voice.
I took one look at you,
That’s all I meant to do,
And then my heart stood still!
My feet could step and walk,
My lips could move and talk,
And yet my heart stood still!
Though not a single word was spoken
I could tell you knew.
That unfelt clasp of hands
Told me so well you knew.
I never lived at all
Until the thrill
Of that moment when
My heart stood still.
My Heart Stood Still
lyrics by Lorenz Hart

Luau was a proud pineapple farmer who labored in the
fields on the north shore of Hawaii, handpicking lush greenleafed pineapple. Betty Ann would visit him at the fruit
stands where she would buy mangoes, coconuts, and vegetables. He would give her juicy, bright yellow slices of
pineapple to nibble on while shopping. Plantation workers were usually housed in camps near the field. Within
the camps, workers celebrated festivals, shared food, and
participated in traditional Hawaiian activities. For Luau
and his friends, traditional meant flipping cards, slinging
craps, and drinking. The plantation was located just outside the mature town of Wahaiwa. Luau was born and
raised on the island and was deeply embedded in the local
culture. His father had worked for the Oahu Railway and
Land Company for numerous years as an engineer. Luau
quickly asked this charismatic, fair-haired, tropical girl to
marry him.
Betty Anne felt she had been maneuvered into the marriage by her brother O. Z. and the rest of her family since
Luau’s family was upper middle class a proposal for marriage to a young girl from Jacksonville was considered an
attainment. Bess, Betty Ann’s mother, encouraged her

daughter to accept the proposal but try to remain devoted
to her studies.
“So, with a gentle but persistent thrust from my family
I was suddenly engaged to be married.“
“Were you in love with him?” I ask timidly
“Not at the time, darling!”
She became fast friends with girls from the university.
They would drive around in a charcoal black and grey camouflaged truck that the military base had loaned to Betty
Anne. The truck stuck out like a sore thumb amongst the
rainbow of green in the jungle. The chattering group of
girls always wore scarves on their carefully manipulated
hairdos and tortoise-shelled sunglasses with mirrored
lenses. The group would attend polo matches and local
picnics with arms weighed down by wiki wiki pineapple
pies made from vanilla pudding, graham crackers and juicy
crushed pineapple. She had a relaxed and casual relationship with the four girls that were in her wedding. There
was the general’s daughter, the plantation manager’s daughter, the warrant officer’s daughter, and the maid of honor
was her brother’s wife. The best man was the son of a
wealthy milkman.
The wedding took place at Saint Andrews Episcopal
Cathedral, a grand and dignified building situated among
the carefully groomed gardens of Queen Emma’s square
in downtown Honolulu. The stained glass that adorned
the west wall of the cathedral was intricate and the invading sunlight shot beams of multifaceted color onto the bride
and groom. Betty Ann had been strong-willed when it came
to choosing her wedding dress from Liberty House of Hawaii. She chose a mock tuxedo style with small, vibrant
buttons climbing to just under her chin. She claimed that
she felt masculine in it. The color scheme for the wedding
embraced a luminous blue, a shimmering gold, and the
shiny white of the anthurium flowers.
The reception followed at the local beer brewer’s threestory house on Diamond Head. Betty Anne’s mother decided there would be only rum punch to drink and as a
result Luau’s dad set up a bar in the basement and served a
harder drink made from the roots of ti leaves called
okolehau or “white lightning”. For the honeymoon Betty
Ann and Luau drove a maroon six-passenger Pontiac to
Uncle Fred’s beach house in Kailua, a small town located
on the handsome northeast shore of Oahu. They spent two
weeks playing amongst the sultry fishes, in the warm and
zealous ocean waters, on one of the most stunning beaches
in the world. At twilight every evening they would fold
into a hammock and watch the bright orange sun fall behind the secluded islands that loom close to the horizon.
The couple moved into a house in the town of Wahiawa,
which is located close to the pineapple plantation on the
King Kamehameha highway, near the Koolau Mountains.
The silky clouds sat so close to the tips of the mountains
Betty Ann could raise her arms to touch them. The breeze
would glide the misty air in and out of the exposed rooms
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of the house rotating the braided palm fans. They would
have parties and Betty Anne would make American food.
They belonged to a beach club that had a large hua tree
near the pool. The tree’s branches were so large and gnarly
Luau, Betty Ann, and ten of their friends could sit in it.
She would tromp around in a two-piece bathing suit her
mother made, soaking up the sun. The suit was dark jungle
green with white hibiscus flowers; it had a bandeau bust
and brief bottoms. The year was 1937 and the bikini was
about to hit mainstream. Betty Anne was living the model
island lifestyle. Four years later during World War II, girls
in bathing suits were often used as pin ups for the men of
the armed forces who were fighting.
Pearl Harbor was bombed during pre-dawn darkness
on a Sunday morning December 7, 1941. Luau and the
plantation men of Wahiawa ran around the sugar cane fields
with weighty iron golf clubs searching for the Japanese.
Betty Anne and the plantation wives stood surrounded by
pineapple watching with fear and cheering for the Americans as the first round of Japanese dive bombers went down
over Wheeler Field.
“I had just been to see “Gone with the Wind” at a picture house down the street from the field,” she said “We
could see it burning from the upcountry.”
Many of the wives who had families on the mainland
were returned home for the duration of the war as refugees. She couldn’t believe she was a refugee. Betty Anne
departed to Florida in 1942 because of the fragility of the
island and at the sharp request of her family.
“I knew I could get training for a job helping to rebuild
the war-torn island, so I attended welding classes in Florida
to keep my mind busy. I felt that the jobs geared towards
men were the ones that paid the most money. Everyone
thought I was foolish and my mother was somewhat upset.”
During Betty Ann’s days off, she kept house with her
mother. She would make the beds with sweet sun-parched
sheets and brush the cool tile floors with a broom. Sometimes she cast a long, lazy line with her father and his
employees. Luau stayed on Oahu to take care of the land
and its workers. They would write to each other often that
year. She was frightened and restless back home among
the soft brown sand and the fresh perfume of citrus. She
knew Luau was crouched low among the razor edged mountains in the pineapple fields, sternly waiting until the following year when the war would end and they could be
back together again.
“I missed him” she says, struggling to keep the
sadness from escaping her throat like a baby bird clinging
to a jagged eggshell. She became calm then. Her legs
were still and her big chocolate brown eyes were closed.
She told me to go and look on her dresser at the photos
from her past. There shadowed by the heavy frames of her
children, grandchildren and great grandchildren was a delicate bamboo, double-framed photo of Betty Ann and Luau.
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The images were taken the year they were reunited and
evoke the soft timeless aura of black and white photographs. When I take her hair from the pins and brush it
slowly and awkwardly with an antique brush, it begins to
resemble the highlighted brown hair in the photograph.
She looks up at me and smiles and deep beneath the
wrinkles and soft curves of her skin, I can see her dimples.

Farewell to Waipio
By Elizabeth Tyler Brown
November 2, 1988
We settled in Huelo at Waipio Bay
Where wild waves break on the rocky cliff
Rising shearly three hundred feet or more.
A fertile meadow lies between two gulches;
In the northern gulch a waterfall cascades
Between two old stone pillars
Moss bearded, one is crumbled, one standing still.
Awestruck one stops in contemplation
Of ancient ways in ancient days.
The land slopes from the road seaward
To a breathtaking panorama;
Lying at the edge of a tropic rainforest
The growth is lushly green
And tradewinds cool the fragrant air.
Nature set the scene with a lavish hand.
On Maui’s Hamakua Coast it faces east
And the sun rising out of the ocean each day
Calls us to be thankful for our home.

On the Road to Hana, Maui, Hawaii. December 2006
(photo by Pat Edwards)

The Writings and Poems
of Elizabeth Tyler Brown

Robert Hladky-Barnett

By Judy Hays-Eberts

Robert Hladky-Barnett leans forward in his steel-gray
chair, hands clasped on the table. He listens intently as the
other members of the library board discuss the salary for a
new library director, interjecting comments that show his
attention to and knowledge of the proceedings. Though
holding his own with the other members of the board, he
is clearly the youngest member; only 18 years old.
Hladky-Barnett has been serving in the Fern Ridge community ever since he was 16. He serves on both the library
board and the Parks Advisory Board for Fern Ridge.
It was Hladky-Barnett’s mother that introduced him to
community service, through her service on the library
board.
“Watching her do community service is what got me
curious,” Hladky-Barnett said. Hladky-Barnett said he
began doing community service because he wanted to make
a difference.
“I was always encouraged to join student government,
but ever since my sophomore year I have wanted to make
a difference in the real world. School can be a very manufactured reality,” Hladky-Barnett said. He joined the Parks
Advisory Board as their youth member when he was 16,
after one of his mom’s piano students, who had formerly
been the youth member of the parks board, mentioned the
position.
The Parks Advisory Board is an advisory board to the
city on matters dealing with landscaping and park issues
“We’re are essentially their work board, a sub-committee,” Hladky-Barnett said. Three months ago, after several
members were unable to continue participating, HladkyBarnett applied and was appointed to the library board.
He is currently serving on both boards.
Hladky-Barnett has lived in Veneta his entire life. He
was home schooled up until the fourth grade, and from
then on went to public school part-time. He currently attends Elmira High School for lab courses and studies his
other subjects through correspondence.
He plans for the future include attending Lane Community College, then transferring to a four-year university
to earn his degree.
His hobbies include trains, models and the real thing,
gardening, and music, especially singing.
His advice to other youth wanting to get involved in
the community is to tell them that there is something for
everyone to do.
“There is a shortage of people who want to get involved.
Just ask people in the organization what you can do,”
Hladky-Barnett said.
“We need people who will step up and say that they’re
willing to invest time. My mom says that a lot of people
expect that services just magically happen. It takes real
people putting in time,” he said.

Elizabeth Tyler Brown is a lifelong writer. Her poems
and memoirs have been published in Groundwaters, beginning in its first year; however, she has written poetry
since childhood. At 90, she has quite a body of work. Until
recently, her poems were scattered among personal journals and collections she created for each of her children.
Lately, her hands won’t cooperate, though she can still
communicate. She is frank and witty, with a humorous
approach to change. Sharing her work through its publication is ever important to Elizabeth and to her family. Her
daughter Bev and her son Russ shared her homemade collections with me, with the hope that the work could be
compiled into an actual book.
This year, Pat Edwards offered her skills to help with
Groundwaters and was accepted. (I’ve been slipping…).
Though we had a good team before, Pat brought considerable experience to the magazine. It’s a breeze for her to
use publishing software in ways that we others besides
Sonny have yet to learn. And, she’s a hard worker. When I
brought up the request from Elizabeth’s family at a team
meeting, Pat immediately took it on, as she “needed a
project to do during recovery from surgery.” Yet, she compiled most of it before she went to surgery. Afterward, she
included more work from and about Elizabeth that surfaced and a photo of her. Pat researched the best, most
cost-effective way to have the book nicely bound. That
was in Corvallis. Pat paid for the entire project out of her
own pocket.
The result, The Writings and Poems of Elizabeth Tyler
Brown is beautiful. Pat Edwards figured out who’s who in
the family and organized the body of work by subject in
the Table of Contents. Poems from as early as 1936 are
included. Everyone is thrilled with the book, inside and
out, which was presented to Elizabeth on Mother’s Day.
The binding is gorgeous and the content captures its writer’s
love and passion. Now, the problem is how to afford more
copies and produce it for the public... I know I want a copy.
That’s the next step in the process. Timing is important.
Elizabeth won’t be with us forever in body, but her spirit
will be present as long as we can read what she leaves to us.
September 2003
I no longer sigh I want to die. There is no doubt I will.
My health won’t fail but if it does I’ll take another pill.
I’m 86 – sometimes it seems I’ve not much left to do;
I still can write and make up poems just for me and you.
- Elizabeth Tyler Brown
Please contact Groundwaters, if you would like to purchase a
copy of Elizabeth’s book.

By Kate Fisher
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Tipis and Trees: Long Tom Custom Sawmill
By Jennifer Chambers
Groundwaters caught up with local business owner
Ponyboy Gilbert as he took a break in between telling
fantastical stories to a whole lot of elementary school students.
In his spare time, Pony, who is Mescalero Apache,
shares Native American culture with others, including
storytelling, crafts, native dancing, and song. He and his
wife, Jeanne Howell-Gilbert, who is part Cherokee, brought
their family of five to Veneta Elementary School on May
16 and 17, 2007 and stayed in their Tipi on school grounds
to educate children about many aspects of Native American society.
The Tipi they stayed in is a modern version based on
traditional form, and a big one like theirs can take about
four hours to set up. Light comes in through the small
entrance hole, and diffuses through the Tipi skin to glow
warmly on the patches of green grass, the mats for seating
and the furs they use for warmth at night. During their
time at Veneta Elementary, it held a class of fifteen to twenty
comfortably, with room to spare for Pony and Jeanne to
perform.
All heating, (and s’mores,) are done with an enclosed
fire-pit that has animal-shaped cutouts on the sides. “At
night, the shadows from the pit dance on the sides of the
Tipi,” said Jeanne. The family plays shadow games at night
too, a game that was traditional in years past; one person
stands outside and makes the shape of an animal, and the
people inside try to guess what it is, based on the shadow
the person’s body makes. At night, they tell stories and
sing songs as well, just like anyone would when camping.
During a presentation to the classes, the family tells
stories and sings songs. “My main focus has been
Longhouse-style singing for the last couple of years, but
we also sing modern Pow-Wow songs,” says Pony.
At other times, Pony says, they camp and “participate
in a Longhouse Community, a ‘Wasit,’ style longhouse as
opposed to a ‘Potlatch,’ style up along the Pacific Northwest Coast. A Wasit style Longhouse is traditional to Selilo
falls, the Columbia River Gorge, Umatilla, and Yakima
areas.”
The family is part of a group in Cottage Grove that is
working to build a longhouse there. They hold several
festivals on the site behind the WOE fairgrounds. A big
celebration this spring was the Root Festival, held over
Memorial Day weekend; it is held in conjunction with the
flower of the camas, whose roots were used for food. Pony
and Jeanne set up their Tipi, and the weekend was full of
vendors, concessions and traditional dancing.
“We’ve participated in storytelling conferences as far
south as Ashland and as far north as Selilo. As for the
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dancing, we try to stick to within four hours of here,” Pony
remarked. “Before I had kids and a family, that’s all I used
to do, going around to Pow-Wows and Craft fairs.”
Their six-year-old son, Sol, joins the dancing, as does
his brother, Forrest, age two. Ten month-old Aulun (her
name means Abalone,) dances in her parent’s arms, and
she and Jeanne have matching outfits. “Sometimes I do
music,” (in the presentations,) says Sol. “Sometimes I do
the Sneak-up.”
“Tell her what the Sneak-up is, Sol,” Jeanne gently reminded him in our interview.
“It’s a dance where you’re hunting or tracking an enemy. I think I would say the sneak-up is my favorite.” Sol
chooses to participate in the same types of dancing as Pony.
“I’m a Men’s Traditional dancer. “
“There’s the sneak-up, the Duck and dive,” said Jeanne.
Sol elaborated, “The Duck and Dive is a war song and
when you bang a drum really hard you have to duck down.”
This remarkable family spends their spare time doing
things like this on top of normal family stress, school, and
owning their own business, Long Tom Custom Sawmill.
Pony’s work can be seen on the beautiful log front of the
Veneta Medical Clinic on Territorial Road in Veneta, as
well as on the front of their home and other private and
public residences.
They have a site and a log yard for the mill and have
recently expanded the business capabilities with a boom
truck and a dump truck. Pony has done all types of construction work, including concrete work, and with the expansion of the business they are taking all kinds of jobs,
from small to large. The great benefit to a set-up like the
Gilbert’s is that the sawmill is portable; big jobs can be
done on-site, or not, depending on the needs of a particular project. As their slogan goes, “Got Wood?” and they’ll
work with it.
The whole Howell-Gilbert Family is active in the local
arts community. Pony, Jeanne, and Sol were recently in
the production of “Lumberjacks and Wedding Belles,”
through the Applegate Regional Theater. Pony manages
to squeeze in performances at LaVelle Winery on occasion as part of their murder mysteries dinners as well.
For more information about Long Tom Custom Sawmill, contact Pony or Jeanne Howell-Gilbert at 935-1289 or check out
their website at: http://www.longtomcustomsawmill.com

So, you kill the crow... and destroy the man.
-Grange
A crow is no whiter for being washed.
—French proverb

A Moment of Valor: Veral Crowe – United States Marine
By Pat Edwards
Since Judy and I offered the editors’ columns to Jennifer and Pat Broome for the quarter, I thought it would be
only fitting for Pat Edwards to choose the content of A
Moment of Valor. Not only did she supply a wonderful
history, she also dovetailed it with this issue’s theme.
As always, if you know of a WWII veteran who should
be profiled, please contact Sonny at (541) 935-5404 or
grndwtrs@epud.net.
- Sonny Hays-Eberts
——————
In 1946, after spending 3½ horrifying years in a prisoner-of-war camp in Japan, Staff Sergeant Veral Harris
Crowe stepped off of a plane in Hawaii and within 2 hours
was reunited with his brother, Duane. Pvt.1st Class Duane
Crowe had recently enlisted in the U.S. Marines and was
stationed in Oahu at the Marine transient station awaiting
further assignment. “Duane had no idea that Veral was alive
or dead,” according to a newspaper article written by Staff
Sgt. Jack C. Smith. “The last letter he had received through
Japanese hands had been written in April of last year (1945)
and delivered only 2 weeks ago.”
“On the chance that Veral might still be alive, and might
some day be among the groups of repatriated allied military prisoners pouring through Hawaii on their way home,
Duane left word to be notified with Red Cross workers...”
They did, indeed, notify him and within 2 hours, he and
the brother he had not seen for 5 years were reunited.
In 1996, Duane recalled, “When Veral and I finally met,
my commanding officer said ‘Crowe, take my Jeep for as
long as you want. Go wherever you want to, and if you can
figure out how to drive it to the mainland, Fly at it!’”
Veral and Duane were the sons of Oral and Verona
Crowe who at that time lived in Eugene. In 1853, the
Crow(e) family was one of the original families to settle in
Lorane, Oregon and they have a long and colorful history
in the valley.
Veral Harris Crowe was born on September 26, 1920 in
Lorane. He enlisted in the U.S. Marine Corps in January,
1939. He received training in San Diego, California as a
high speed radio operator and in 1940, was shipped to
Shanghai, China where he spent his first 2 years overseas.
He had been on Corregidor as a member of the U.S. Marine garrison for only a couple of months when “the fortress was surrendered to overwhelming enemy forces on
May 6, 1942.”
Smith, in his newspaper article, continued, “After his
capture on Corregidor, Veral was held at Cabanatuan Prison
on Luzon for 3 months, then transferred to Yokohama by
way of Formosa and Kyushu. He remained at a camp near
Yokohama until May, 1945, when he was transferred to

the northern tip of Honshu to work in a steel mill. He was
there when the war ended.
“Together with other repatriated allied military prisoners, Crowe was sent by ship to Guam after his liberation
and from there, flown to Hawaii.”
Veral’s wife, June Crowe, said that Veral was still a
patriot when released, but his Marine training was tested
severely. Finding himself a prisoner-of-war demanded an
extremely difficult and challenging adjustment, not only
for just himself, but for all POW’s in similar situations.
“When Veral came home, he found a different place
than he had dreamed of while in captivity, but he was eager to begin a new life.” Veral and June were married on
January 1, 1946 following his return home. In March, Veral
enrolled at the University of Oregon and graduated with a
degree in Business Administration in 1948.
According to June, “He never forgot his buddies who
did not make it, yet what he experienced as a POW, he
rarely talked about. Youth’s spirit of competitiveness, lightheartedness, and bravado were deeply affected. War leaves
scars that take longer than a lifetime to heal.”
June’s reflections on their marriage provides a thoughtprovoking finish to Veral’s military history. “It’s strange
that I grew up with a Dad who was excused from World
War I duty to care for his mother and the farm in Iowa, and
a Mother who was a pacifist of Quaker heritage, that I
should become the wife of a Marine. Well, life takes strange
turns.
“Veral’s death in 1975 at the age of 54 was due to stomach cancer, compounded by grief. I will always be grateful
that we had 30 years together. We shared many happy hours
camping, hunting, and fishing. His ashes are now a part of
the beautiful Pacific on Oregon’s Coast near Yachats, Oregon.”
Veral was posthumously presented with a Bronze Star
and Commendations from both Presidents Truman and
Ford.
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Applegate Pioneer Museum, Veneta
By Pat Edwards
I met Violet Shafer on the porch of the pretty little white
building in Veneta, Oregon that still-warm day in September 2006. I had stopped by to deliver a complimentary copy
of my new book on the history of Lorane, Oregon. When I
got there, however, the museum was closed. There was a
contact phone number taped to the door, though. Not wanting to make a return trip if I didn’t have to, I dialed that
number. As soon as Violet knew that I was there, she
dropped what she was doing and came right down to meet
me.
With dedicated volunteers such as Violet overseeing
the operation of the little Applegate Pioneer Museum, it is
bound to have a rosy future.
The idea of a museum to maintain local history became
reality on March 25, 1973 at the Crow, Oregon Grange
Hall. Bob Mikkelson, then owner of Crow Market, presented the idea to a group of others interested in preserving the local history. He and his brother, Gary, who operated Crow Mercantile, offered to donate the site for the
museum on a piece of ground above and behind their businesses. The next step was to try and locate a building that
could be moved to the site in hopes of saving the costs of a
new building. Word spread and soon the organizers were
contacted by the officers of the Spencer Creek Lutheran
Church who were willing to donate the former Pine Grove
School building to the project. Before the actual move could
be made, however, funds needed to be raised to pay for the
costs involved. Dances, bake sales, auctions and other
fundraisers were held, and in July, 1973, only 4 months
later, the building was moved to the site in Crow. Volunteers from the community, namely Virginia Nelson, Ila
Shields, Red Welch, Zelda and Ray Harwood and Ray’s
brother, Glenn Harwood, as well as the Marine Corps Reserves Company B, 10th Engineers Battalion, worked weekends to reattach the roof and the porch which had to be
removed for the move and to prepare the building for use.
Once the building was assembled, the next step was to
begin gathering exhibits to populate the building. The
board, under the leadership of its first chairwoman, Zelda
Harwood, slowly began to add memorabilia, old tools, letters, family histories, utensils, furniture – even farm equipment.
The Grand Opening took place during the Fall Festival
held at Crow on September 11 and 12, 1976.
Funding was still needed to maintain the exhibits and
to later add a shed to the back of the building. Memberships were offered at $2 per year and there were soon 90
charter members. The museum opened one Sunday a month
with all-volunteer help.
In 1999, neighboring Veneta city officials offered to
host the museum within its city limits. The city offered to
lease to the museum a corner lot at 7th and Broadway streets
for $1 per year. They arranged to pay for all permits and
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two-thirds of the cost of the move. It was an offer the museum board could not resist, bringing the museum closer
to a denser population which would help support it with
not only additional memberships, but with volunteers, as
well.
Violet Shafer began volunteering at the 12-year old
museum in 1985. Soon, with the help of others with similar interests, she began publishing the Applegate Pioneer
Museum Newsletter. It has gained much popularity not only
in the West Lane area, but out of state, as well. Each issue
(6 per year and 66 issues to date) includes bits and pieces
of history on families, businesses, people, buildings and
events in the West Lane area with many pictures. The newsletter is sent free to those who pay at least the $5 family
dues annually. Other annual dues options range from $10
to $100 for organizations through patron memberships. The
museum is supported entirely through dues, donations and
photocopy fees. Without the donations and the dedicated
volunteers, it would be impossible to provide the West Lane
community with this very vital link to its past.
The present active board of volunteers include Violet,
her husband and son, Leonard and Kerry Shafer, Helen
Sparks, LaVonne and Jim Wilcox, Billie Duke, Frances
Cooper and Rick Gedeon.
When asked what the visions are for the future of the
Applegate Pioneer Museum, Violet Shafer was quick to
reply that they badly need a reading room where visitors
can comfortably sit and browse the many books, letters,
scrapbooks and documents that are available for use by
area researchers and genealogists. It is needed so that these
same items can be displayed and be more functional. They
are looking at an approximate cost of $88,000 for the proposed reading room – an amount far beyond what they are
able to afford at this time. But, they have come such a long
way over the past 34 years. The original vision of providing the area with its own museum has come to be. Who is
to say this vision won’t happen if there are people in the
community willing to donate their time and energies to
make it happen? If you are interested in helping, please
call Violet at 541-935-1836 or email, kshafer245@aol.com
Museum summer hours (April - October 2007): 1st & 3rd
Saturday and the 2nd and 4th Sunday of each month from
1:00 to 4:00 p.m.
Credits: The Applegate Pioneer history was taken from
the March 2007 newsletter (Volume 11 Issue 2)
“We were all on this ship in the sixties, our generation, a ship going to discover the New World. And
the Beatles were in the crow’s nest of that ship.”
- John Lennon

The Last Word: Crow
By Mildred “Millie” Thacker Graves
Whenever I hear the word, Crow, it dredges up all
kinds of memories. The first memory is as a youth while
living in the wonderful state of Oregon nestled in the coast
range on the banks of the Nehalem River. Our house was
located three miles from Vernonia on the road that goes
from Vernonia to Timber, therefore known as Timber Route
for mail delivery purposes, as well as addresses. On the
way to Timber, you must cross the Sunset Highway, known
as Highway 26, going from Portland to Seaside with each
city around 50 miles distance from Vernonia. Our house
was very near the Vernonia Golf & Country Club and Vernonia Airport, as the crow flies, as they say.
On a warm spring morning, my mother and I were
engrossed in busily planting long rows of corn by hand in
the freshly tilled, rich, dark soil within 100-150 feet of the
banks of the Nehalem River. When we finished the row
and turned around to admire our efforts, we discovered
the crows had quietly moved in and had dug up and eaten
nearly all the shiny kernels of corn we had so carefully
placed in the ground with all the hope and expectations
that comes with planting the crops each season. The only
seeds left were those quite close to the spot where we had
completed the row, or so we thought. This is only one of
the many things that can go awry when you plant a crop.
So then you play the game called Begin Again and the
other game called Wait and See.
Other than that memory, the word, Crow, brings forth
a bubbling of many pleasant and cherished memories.
As I was growing up in Columbia County, I would
occasionally see the name, Crow, Oregon, listed in the
sports pages, as the school I attended, Vernonia High
School, was in the same classification when qualifying
for state. I searched various maps, but never could find
out where Crow, Oregon, was located. I assumed it was
located in some remote region of Eastern Oregon, much
in the way east and west often seem to be disconnected in
many people’s minds.
Time passed and it was now 1957. I had married,
became a mother and settled into a comfortable life in the
same town where I had attended all my school years. Soon
the huge mill, Oregon-American Lumber Company, where
my husband was employed as an electrician, and which
now was owned by Long Bell Lumber Company, was to
be shut down permanently. The old growth timber, for
which the mill had been designed and built, had long disappeared and the second-growth was nearly depleted.
There were no large stands of timber nearby to be cut.
My husband was to be transferred as head electrician to
the plywood mill Long Bell owned in Vaughn, Oregon.
In researching, we discovered that Vaughn was twentysome miles west of Eugene, so in August my husband
rented an apartment and moved to Eugene, while the chil-

dren, Dana and Vicki, and I remained behind to make preparations for a new beginning for our family. Sometime later
he phoned me to say he’d rented a house for us and he’d
bet I’d never guess its location—Crow, Oregon, which is
between Eugene and Vaughn by way of Crow Road, Territorial Road and Vaughn Road, which at that time was
known as Crow-Vaughn Road. Finally after all these years,
we found out where Crow, Oregon, was. In October (Halloween) we rented a U-Haul truck and loaded up all our
worldly belongings and moved to Crow.
The job offer was a great opportunity, but I had no
idea of the many benefits of living in the country with a
creek running through the property and room for the children to roam. I did not learn until later of the warm loving
spirit that is the fiber of the community of Crow. It took a
tragedy, the death of our daughter, to learn of the kindness
and caring of strangers and their willingness to be of assistance and to realize that we had moved into a truly exceptional community. I continued to believe we must have
been guided or led into this special area for raising our
four children, as well as for entertaining their friends.
In 1958, we bought a house on 40 acres within one
mile of our rented house. We refer to this property as the
Crow’s Nest, due to its location. It was exciting and challenging for the neighborhood children and for the Seattle
city cousins, who spent much time during the summer
months occupied out of the range of close adult supervision, an ideal life for a child. Mainly they roamed the
woods and hills, followed the creek and camped, built forts,
both of the tree and ground variety. Later they used our
jeep to drive the hills and valleys and created their own
roads and trails in the woods. They, too, were busy creating their own memories.
As our son became older and in high school, we took
him to basketball camp and met the personnel at the camp.
They, of course, wanted to know where he went to school.
They must have been intrigued by the name “Crow” because my son said that all during the two weeks of camp
whenever they were setting up groups, they would say,
you, and you, and Crow go here or do this, or do that.
Some of the other boys wondered why he seemed to be the
only one whose name they knew from the very beginning.
The boys at camp called him Crow, thinking it must be his
last name. Camp was a great experience and some of the
positive effects came from just being from Crow, a little
spot in the road, or sometimes blip on the map that no one
has ever heard of.
This brings me to another event in which Crow plays
a major part. One of the Seattle cousins, who liked to
spend time building tree forts and exploring the woods
and pond areas at his aunt and uncle’s house at Crow, spoke
to some friends of these times during his ski bum days as
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an adult. We didn’t find this out until some time later when
we received the proverbial phone call out of the blue. These
young adults (in their twenties) were at the store in Crow.
The conversation went as follows:
“Hello, we’re good friends of (pause). What was Ape’s
name?” I heard voices off to the side saying, “I don’t know,
all I ever heard, was Ape.” The voice went on.
“He told us his aunt and uncle lived in Crow and if we
ever got there to look them up.”
“Oh, “ I said, “You must be friends of Jerry’s.”
She repeated the name, Jerry. I heard all the voices
agreeing, “Yeah, that was his name.”
I told them to wait at the store and we’d drive there to
meet them and bring them to our house, so they could see
for themselves what he had told them. There were eager
youths waiting to follow us home, where we learned, as
they say, the rest of the story. They said Ape spoke fondly
of his aunt and uncle and often of his days at Crow. They
repeated the phrase about looking us up and mentioned
that they remembered our name and that we lived in Crow,
but none of them recalled the state in which it was located.
In their travels, each time they would get a road map, they
would search for Crow, but to no avail. At some point
they began to doubt its existence, but finally they opened
the map of Oregon, and low and behold, there it was—
Crow, Oregon. So of course, being footloose and fancy
free, they must follow the road to wherever it might take
them. They spent the day with us and insisted they must be
“movin’ on” by evening. It was a very pleasant day for us
all, but something we probably would be more reluctant to
do during these times instead of the early 1970s, when it
was a less dangerous, more trusting sort of world.
I love meeting people, therefore I enjoy traveling.
When meeting new people, invariably, it comes around to
where are you from? I used to say Crow, but no one knew
where it was, so eventually I changed my method. I start
out by saying Eugene, Oregon. If they appear interested,
then I will say Veneta. If we make some kind of connection, I will say “actually it is a little don’t-blink-spot-inthe-road called Crow.”
This brings me to another point. In 1973, our daughter, Vicki, was an exchange student in San Jose, Costa Rica.
Her Costa Rican father called me the “Big Crow” and our
children, including Vicki, “The Little Crows.”
As they say in real estate, “It’s location, location, location. In the case of Crow, Oregon—it is. It’s an ideal
location to my way of thinking. We’re located in the heart
of some of the most outstanding grape growing areas of
the state with noteworthy, award-winning wineries surrounding us. We’re on Territorial Road, the north-south
road leading from Veneta to Lorane. We’re about 16 miles
from Eugene, a bit more to Springfield, 52 miles from Florence and 35 or so miles from the Cascade Mountains and
practically in the coast range. Our house is about one and
a half miles from the school, store, and gas station.
It’s been a delight living in Crow for 50 years. It re24
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freshes my spirit every day of my life.. I am glad to be
from the sleepy little community that time has overlooked
and progress has bypassed. I love the warmth in my heart
and the feeling in my soul whenever I think of Crow, Oregon—my home. I could say my hometown, but it isn’t
even a town. It’s a gathering place, a place to belong and
feel at home. I’m so happy my path led to Crow, Oregon.

Long is the Night
Poem by Rhonda Deidre Rauch
Sometimes I wake
At the edge of the highway.
I see the bird fly,
High and hard, in the midnight sky.
Yes, but the night is long.
Rainwater covered the
Stone day and night.
And the rain spoke
Making loud and rhythmic
Sound.
Once I cried out loud;
But the hungry sea
Swallowed my voice
Under dark, weaving waters.
And the year turned to
Dust in my hand,
Waiting for the golden eagle
As in a dream.

In memory of Angel Hays-Eberts. Photo by Sonny Hays-Eberts

What Happens Next. An “Anna,” Story
By Jennifer Chambers
(In the previous installment, Anna and her friend Spencer found themselves really in the pages of a book Anna was given at a strange bookstore, and dropped into the life of a young queen Elizabeth the first…)

The woman in the wilted, white headdress approached Anna
with a folded letter bearing the wax seal of her sister, Mary, now
living in France.
“Rumor has it, Lady, that Mary is trying to curry favor and
have you put to death for being illegitimate.” Sir Robert Dudley,
whom Anna recognized as the man who had made inappropriate
suggestions to her the last time she’d fallen into the book, was at
the side of the woman Anna labeled in her mind as “Headdress.”
He looked intently in Anna/Elizabeth’s face. And again she could
smell his sour rank odor.
“I saw the men ride up as I was out hawking, milady, and had
it brought to you straightaway.” His breath came fast, and he
waited as if he were to be awarded a prize, preening like an obedient pet.
Anna caught Spencer’s eyes and thought madly, how can I get
out of this, as if she could telegraph her panic to him through her
eyes. She was the one who had the power here, she realized. In
a haughty voice, she said, “I- we- don’t wish to be bothered with
this just now.” She hoped that her status would brook no argument, but she was thinking of Elizabeth’s status as queen, not
just of a girl fighting for a crown, who some saw as having no
rights due to the circumstances of her birth.
“Aren’t we high and mighty, Lizzie,” the grossly made up,
rotund woman flanking Headdress interjected. Her low-cut
neckline was outlined by stitched down, flat ruffles, and she did
not wear a shift for modesty the way most of the women around
them did. “Too fine to take a message from your betters, are
you? It’s not enough that we suffer you here on love of your
father alone. Show a little respect.”
The third woman in the group was a younger version of the
woman minus a chemise, and dressed much the same but in less
sumptuous fabric, worn thin. In her case it was like a velvet sack
on a coat hanger, however. Bony shoulders showed through a
bald patch of her dress, making the formerly dark blue color
light
. “Ta! Isn’t she always, Mama? Give it here, you dog,” she
meanly attempted to rip the letter from Anna with long, dirty
hands.
Spencer stepped in front of Anna just in time. The daughter
drew back in distaste. “How dare him, Mama. As if I would let
a common tradesman, “she said the word with venom,” touch my
person.”
He shuffled back, clearly uncomfortable still in the newly
acquired adult limbs. “Beg your pardon, um, Lady.” All he was
trying to do was protect Anna, for crying out loud. He directed

his comments to Anna, and Anna alone: “Should we um, complete this picture,”
“This setting?” Anna interrupted delicately.
“Yeah, this setting. Another time, uh, milady?” He was trying to give her a way out, and also a way to see him again.
Anna tilted her head, considering. It seemed like the whole
crowd was waiting for her to decide, and they were, she realized,
just like before when they waited for her to go through the door
before they did. “Leave me,” she said with a wave of her hand,”
and they all turned to go, including Spencer.
“No, you shall stay,” she told him. “You may continue while I
read the message. In private.” The pointed comment sent the
stragglers, notably Sir Robert, off to the other side of the orchard, backing away. It was disconcerting that they faced her while
walking backwards. Oh, well, she supposed it was something a
leader would get used to.
Once they were gone, she sat down again on her stool and
gestured for Spencer to draw his easel near. “For the close studies,” she said, louder than necessary so that they had a plausible
cover story.
“What’s in it?” He could barely contain his excitement and
went over as if to help her open it.
“No, shut up, you idiot, go draw something,” she whispered
furiously, and once she was sure he was looking at his drawing
paper, opened the letter. The seal was already broken; something
to file away for a future explanation. The letter read,
Mary, of England and France, wishes Elizabeth to attend to her at the
court of France. Arrangements will be made for her to travel in a month’s
time. In good faith,
Mary
Anna caught sight of her- Elizabeth’s- small, pinched face in
the pool of a fountain nearby. She looked worried and anxious.
Well, the real Elizabeth would have been, too. “I gather that that
woman is my stepmother? Or a friend of the family?” she said, as
quietly as she could, hoping Spencer could hear.The women who
had brought the letter were scattering corn for a flock of ravenous black birds, no doubt to keep them from eating the fruit on
the trees. “We aren’t at court, I don’t think. I certainly think
Elizabeth should not go to France. Mary has too much power
there, and too many allies.”
“But didn’t Anne Boleyn come from France?” Spencer added
more details on the line drawing in his hand. He spoke to the
page, but she could hear them. “Maybe the group she was part of
is there, like that man at the chapel who approached you as you
were standing at her mom’s rose-shaped grave marker.What’d he
call it? The Society of the Rose?”
Elizabeth’s youthful face scrunched into a frown, reflected in
the pool. “Or maybe she needs to learn to live with the wicked
stepmother,” she said, “like me.”
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The Desk
By Vicki Sourdry
The moving truck pulled up slowly in front of the house
with a squeak of its brakes. It was old. Like me. Like the
desk.
Two men got out of the cab. One was young, tall, barrelchested and well-muscled. The other was older, shorter, and
tended towards flab around his middle. As I opened the front
door of my house, the tall man waved as he headed up the
walk.
“Where do you want the crate, ma’am?” he asked politely.
“In the front room, please,” I answered. “I’ll open it there.”
He turned around and headed back to the truck. The two men
flopped down the tailgate and pulled a crate onto it. The
hydraulic motor squealed as it lowered slowly to the ground.
The young man pushed a hand truck, moving the crate up to
the front door. Then the two men lifted it and carried it into
the living room, setting it down where I pointed.
“That will be $500, ma’am,” the short one said, looking at
me with squinted eyes. “Seems like an awful lot of money
just to move an old desk. I helped crate it up, and it’s nothing
special.”
“Yes, it is a lot of money.” On that part, I agreed with him.
I gave him cash, as they had made it very clear when I arranged for the delivery that only cash would be acceptable
payment. He gave me a receipt, and they left. I could hear
the truck engine start up with a cough and move away from
my house, leaving me alone with the crate.
I had already brought the crow bar, hammer and screwdriver in from the garage. Carefully, I started work.
An hour later, an aging, non-descript blonde wood desk sat in
the middle of my living room. I walked around it and smiled.
The rough marks all along the back, about two feet up
from the floor, were from the Conestoga wagon sideboards.
My great-great-grandparents had tied it in the wagon for the
long trip west from Kansas City. It had rubbed with each
movement of the wagon over the rough trail. I touched the
marks and felt the movement of the wagon and tasted the dust
of the trail.
The top had several water rings from cups that had been
set there. I knew they were caused by my great grandfather.
He was a doctor, and a bookcase had been next to the desk in
his office. He often put his coffee cup on the top of the desk
while he searched for answers to the medical questions that
came up in the small town where he practiced. I touched the
rings, and tasted the coffee.
I opened the flap on the front of the desk to reveal the writing
surface. It had once had leather on it, but it was now just
wood with a few of the brass brads that had held the leather in
place originally. On the upper right hand side, there was a
large ink stain. Black ink. My grandmother kept the accounts for the store that she and my grandfather had owned
until the depression in the 30’s. The stain had been made
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when she knocked the ink well over when lightening struck
the barn behind the house. The volunteer fire department
saved the house, but the barn and all their animals were destroyed. I touched the ink stain and felt the fire and smelled
the smoke.
There were cigarette burns on the writing surface too. My
father’s. He had used the desk when he wrote his books. As
he was inspired and wrote at a furious pace on his old manual
typewriter, his cigarettes would be forgotten and burn themselves out, sometimes falling out of the ashtray onto the desk.
He would always laugh and say it was his muse trying to get
him to quit smoking. I touched the burns in the wood and
smelled the unfiltered cigarettes and heard his hoarse laugh.
I closed the writing surface back up into the frame and
tugged at the top drawer. It stuck, just like it always had. But
I knew the trick. I lifted the left side slightly and pulled it
over the warped wood of the drawer slide. It moved easily
after that. I pulled the drawer all the way out and saw the tape
marks on the back of the back plank. My mother had hidden
money there. She called it our “escape money.” After my
father died, we lived with my aunt and uncle. We weren’t
very welcome there. Every time she had a little extra money,
she would add it to the hidden envelope. When I was sixteen,
we moved out to our own apartment. The desk was about the
only thing we took with us, except for our clothes. I touched
the mark from the tape, and saw her smile and smelled her
perfume.
I looked in the second drawer. The bottom was a brighter
color than the rest of the wood. I had replaced it when I was
in college because I dropped a pile of books into the drawer
and broke out the floorboard. With time, the wood would age
to match the rest. I touched the ‘new’ wood and felt the pride
of my mother when I got my masters degree.
I looked to see if I could find the crack my son had told me
about. Yes, there is was. The right front foot had a crack and
a chunk missing. And the caster on the bottom had been replaced. He had had the desk moved into the bedroom so he
could get to it more easily from the hospital bed in his home.
The movers caught the leg on the door jamb and broke it. He
had used it as long as he could before he was so ill he could
no longer get out of bed. I touched the crack in the wood and
felt the pain and smelled the sickness.
Fifty was too young for him to go. He had never married,
so the desk was mine again, with no one to give it to when I
was gone. As I stood, a tear ran down my cheek and dripped
onto the top of the desk, creating a new blemish on the wood.
The family history would end with me.
Vicki Sourdry lives in Lane County and writes mostly science
fiction. This story came from a writing exercise that instructed
her to “write about something over time”. She has no such desk
-- it is a complete work of fiction.

Take A Book For a Walk:
Coming out this summer:
Adults:
Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows
Lean Mean Thirteen, by Janet Evanovitch
The Harlequin, by Laurel K. Hamilton
15 Stars: Three Generals who saved The American Century, by Stanley
Weintraub
Kids:
Happy Potter and the Deathly Hallows
Summer Ball, by Mike Lupica
The Neddiad, How Neddie Took the Train,Went to Hollywood, and Saved
Civilization, by Daniel Pinkwater
Artemis Fowl: the Lost Colony, by Eoin Colfer
The Giving Tree, by Shel Silverstein
Recommended by Shekinah Gill
Fancy Nancy and the Posh Puppy by Jane O’Connor
A Second is a Hiccup by Hazel Hutchins
Snuggle Bunnies by L.C. Falken
Shekinah just turned four and will
start preschool in September. She’s
practicing learning numbers, holding
a pencil correctly, color recognition,
listening…there’s a lot to learn.

Recommended by GW staff:
Adults:
A Salty piece of Land, by Jimmy Buffett
(Buffett = summer—Jennifer Chambers)
The God of Small Things, by Arundhati Roy (One of my favorite
books in the last few years—fragrant, evocative, all about the
politics of India—Jennifer Chambers)
Whitethorn Woods, by Maeve Binchy (A delightful book filled

with vignettes featuring the colorful citizens of a small Irish
town when progress threatens to disrupt their lives—Pat
Edwards)
Strapless: John Singer Sargent and the rise and fall of Madame X, by
Deborah Davis (the story behind the infamous portrait Madame
X, and immersion in nineteenth –century Paris)—Jennifer Chambers)
The Tea Shop Mysteries, by Laura Childs, especially Blood Orange
Brewing. (Southern mystery with a twist of lemon and a spoon of
sugar—Jennifer Chambers)
Kids:
Mommy? By Maurice Sendak, (pop-up book.)
Nancy Drew Mysteries, by Carolyn Keane (good to re-read before
the movie comes out)

August the Twenty-Fifth
An economical day in an “Old Dominion” kitchen.
——————
BREAKFAST
Muskmelon
Flapjacks
Fried Apples
Quaking Omelet
Coffee
———
LUNCHEON
Jelly fritters
Frizzled beef
Watermelon Diamonds
Rusks
———
DINNER
Virginia fried chicken
Mashed potatoes Egg corn bread Tomato mayonnaise
Grandmother’s apple dumplings
—————
Watermelon Diamonds—Take a fully ripe watermelon, put
on ice until thoroughly cold, slice, remove the seed, and cut into
diamond shapes; place in a glass dish and sprinkle each layer with
sugar. Serve as any other fruit in saucers. You will be delighted.
That nothing need be wasted, you can make delightful preserves out of the rind.
Virginia Fried Chicken—We will omit the soup today, as we
have cream gravy with the chicken, and begin our dinner with
this dish. If you live in the city, we will suppose you have bought
your spring chicken ready dressed (though it is cheaper to buy
them alive and have them dressed at home). At this time of year
it should be of good size, so we will divide it into eleven pieces,
but we will take only the best for our fry, leaving the bony parts
(which it is a waste to fry) for a breakfast stew; these cooked with
potatoes and a dressing of milk and butter added are very nice.
Take two tablespoons of flour, into which you have sifted one
teaspoonful of salt and one-half teaspoonful of pepper, roll the
pieces of chicken in this and place in a frying-pan in which two
tablespoonfuls of suet and butter mixed has been heated; cover
until brown on one side, then turn and cover again. When both
sides are a golden brown, set on the back of the stove where it
will cook slowly until you are ready to serve it. Dish on a hot
platter and garnish with curled parsley.
…This is an economical and delicious dinner, prepared as an “old
Virginia” cook would do it. It is nicest served in two courses
only. The order in which it should be prepared, so that no dish
may be spoiled by waiting for the rest to cook, is as follows:
First, prepare the tomatoes, omitting the dressing, and place
on ice; next pare the potatoes and lay in cold salt water; then cut
up and wash the chicken. Now see to your fire and get the water
for your dumplings ready; then prepare the apples and make the
dumplings; this should be done about one hour before time to
serve the dinner. As soon as they are bobbing about in the boiling
water, put on the potatoes; now it is time to make the corn bread
and put the chicken on to fry; by this time the potatoes are ready
to prepare for baking, and you have all your dinner under way.
Margaret M. Withrow.
- The Daily News Cook Book, published by The Chicago Daily
News Co., 1896.
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Showtime
By Pat Broome
I was talking to my son Jon one day when we heard a
loud bark that made us both jump practically out of our
skins. Garak, our Number 2 Beagle, was on his perch by
the dining room window when he saw IT. He took off
toward the back door like he’d been shot out of a cannon.
The door was slightly ajar because Nelson the Ancient
Cocker Spaniel was outside taking care of some business.
Garak bounded down the back stairs going full-tilt toward
the bird feeder where he had spied THE ENEMY. Dax,
our Number 1 Beagle lumbered down the stairs behind
him, bellowing loud enough for the whole neighborhood
to hear him
Their quarry was small, gray, and furry with beady black
eyes. It high-tailed it out of there and up the nearby fir
tree. Garak ran to the base of the tree and stood on his
hind legs, barking up at his NEMESIS in a loud piercing
tenor. Dax ran around the base of the tree, nose down
snuffling the ground, tail wagging like a metronome, and
baying in a baritone counterpoint. All the while NEMESIS looked down from its safe perch in the fir tree at the
two noisy creatures below. Every so often a high-pitched
rapid stream of chatter erupted from the tree as a third part
in the aria. This continued for about twenty minutes or so
until all parties gave up in exhaustion.
However, this was only the first act of the performance
for the day. It would be continued at a later time to be
determined by the participants. The final score in this round
was Squirrel 1 – Beagles 0.

Dax's Opinion of the World

Stress Release
It’s one of those weeks,
The world’s full of freaks.
I’ll never get this done,
Am I having any fun?
Forgot what I can’t find
I’m losing my mind,
The phone keeps ringing,
It’s hard to be pleasing.
Late for another appointment,
I really need to vent.
Some friends I will meet
On Friday we will greet.
It must be my fate,
Again, I am late.
We finally meet
And find a seat.
Conversation and laughter,
A sip of wine thereafter.
Like smelling sweet flowers
We could do this for hours.
A recipe to change a mood,
Who needs food.
Like a warm summer breeze
The week’s tensions ease.
Jim
I am a native Eugenean with the last 20+ years in
the Veneta area on Fern Ridge Lake. Hobbies include golf, fishing, running white water rivers, photography and playing with my card program on the
computer. I didn’t start writing poetry until after I
retired five years ago. A thought just comes to me
from time to time. I will be moving to Winchester
Bay this summer.
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When Inspiration Comes
Oh, Oh, I think I’m awake
It’s four o’clock for heavens sake,
My mind is racing
The thoughts are twirling,
I’m tired, I need my rest
Back to sleep, I’ll do my best,
I closed my eyes and fought and fought,
What was that, another thought?
This one had focus
Is that a plus?
It started to expand
I had not planned,
Get up, get up and write it down,
No, No, I want to lie down.
By morning I’ll forget,
Of course I will, and regret.
OK, OK, leave me alone,
I’m up, I’m up, save your groan.
Where’s my pen, where’s my pad,
To forget would be so sad.
Scribbling it down in hand,
The idea begins to expand,
It’s taking shape,
Man it’s late.
There, it’s recorded
The misery has ended.
Hoping it’s unique,
Tomorrow I’ll critique.
And I don’t want to be fed,
Just go back to bed.

Red Glider -- Beacon of Destruction
By Alyksys Lename

Jim

Soaring above the sky, the glider was a beacon for destruction. The war tanks would soon come and destroy
the small city. Thousands of feet up, circled the glider,
only noticeable to those looking up and squinting. The
wings were red, so the tanks could see it through the telescope.
A small child holding a teddy bear so worn the stuffing
was falling out, looked up. She saw the glider of destruction and ran shoeless to the lean-to house.
“Ma, Ma, Ma! There’s a red bird in the sky! It’s the
red bird of destruction,” she shouted. Ma wiped her hands
on the stained rag for an apron and walked outside ready
to scold Child for wiping. When Ma saw the glider she
gasped and put a hand to her chest.
She bent down and said to Child, “Quickly, run to the
fields and tell Oldest Brother to come here. Tell him to
run quickly. Tell the others to head for the bomb shelter,
and show them the red bird.”
Child ran to the fields. She reached Oldest Brother,
and pointed to the sky. “Oldest brother, the red bird of
destruction has come. Ma wishes you to come home, and
the rest of us should go to the bomb shelter,” she said.
Oldest Brother motioned at Papi, Middle Brother, and
Little Brother. He quickly signed Danger-Red-Bird-HideUnderground-House-Hurry with his hands. Child follows
Oldest Brother to the lean-to house and watched as they
each filled a Back-Basket with provisions.
Warning bells tolled the danger signal as they readied
to leave the house. They would have to hurry if they were
going to get in the bomb shelter. Ma and Oldest Brother
slung on their packs. “Child, grab a blanket and hurry,”
she said.
Child picked up her little blanket sitting on the spot of
floor where she slept. She toddled out of the house, taking Ma’s hand as she went.
Just as they reached the bomb shelter, Child shot a look
up at the glider circling the city. She did not notice it, but
she dropped her teddy bear so worn the stuffing was falling out.
By now the tanks had arrived and crushed the small
city. Child noticed her teddy bear missing, and she slung
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herself at the door, banging on the metal in vain. Her tears
stung her face, and Child sunk to the ground without comfort.
When all was quiet, the door was cracked open. The
tanks were in the far distance. Everything around the bomb
shelter was flat rubble. No building stood left.
Child came out still crying. Suddenly she saw a sight
that made her run and pick something up. Her teddy bear
so worn the stuffing was falling out was sitting among the
rubble, no more worn than before. All around, the villagers had tears in their eyes from the destruction of their
meager town.
Child looked up as the red glider flew away. It flew
away and toward its next victim, as she hugged her teddy
bear so worn the stuffing was falling out, and knew that
the glider had both saved her life, and destroyed it in an
instant.
Alyksys Lename has been writing since she was little. When she
was two, she would draw pictures in comic book form and have
her father add the words. Today, she works on short stories and
longer novels. Alyksys enjoys horse back riding, reading, swimming, photography, and watching Northern Exposure and Monk
from Netflix among other things. She hopes to become a writer
and an explorer of Antarctica when she grows up.
Red Glider Anime by Shelby Jensen

2071: Age of Decay (Part 1)
By Nick DeAngelo
Tony stood on the balcony of his glass home. He looked
out upon the ocean all around. The only signs of land
were the tips of the Rockies, and beyond that, the other
scattered tips of nameless mountains.
Tony stirred in his Smart Suit. He wished he could
take it off. The cold, silvery rubber of the suit, which cooled
him from the now red-hot sun, bothered his skin.
He looked through the floor of his glass porch. Underneath the ocean, small schools of dolphins amused young
children through the windows of the underwater society.
The hot sun blazed down on Tony’s Smart Suit. Tony
turned around to face the small faucet and drain. He stood
over the drain and uncapped the suit near to his ankle.
The water poured out and tumbled down the drain.
When Tony had released all of the water in his Smart
Suit, he reached for the faucet and refilled his suit through
a cork in the neck.
He felt much cooler now. The instructions on the suit
had said to refill every six hours.
There was a loud KLUNK behind him, suddenly followed by a large HISS, as well as an assortment of other
mechanical sounds.
Tony turned around to see a large machine protruding
from the water. First, a large green hand came up, holding
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a torch. This was followed by a woman’s crowned head.
When the enormous machine was fully ejected from the
water, Tony found himself looking up at the form of a giant, green, robed woman.
To be continued…

Nick DeAngelo, also known as Frederico Pastrami, has been
writing stories ever since he could remember. Along with writing stories, Nick’s other hobbies include writing comics, discovering new, unique planets and hypnotizing ducks.
Nick grew up in Oklahoma City, Texas, and moved to Tokyo,
Korea, as well as other places. Nick has not had a decent home
in over two years, as he is currently wanted by fourteen cops,
seventeen mafia families, eleven secret agents, and forty-six
paparazzi. He is currently hiding underneath a boulder, with no
intentions of coming out until the next issue of Groundwaters.
[Note: A version of this story that is slightly different appears on
the Groundwaters web site.]

Monday Morning
By Jessica Abegg
I stepped off the school bus on this sunny, but chilly, Monday
morning and looked at my high school’s double doors at their main
entrance.
There he was. Just like he should be-and should have been all of
the previous week. I walked confidently to the entrance, but couldn’t
bring myself to look at his face, barely even at him.
Since he didn’t say anything to me as I got closer, I reached out
and took one of his hands. Without stopping, I pulled him along
behind me as I made my way to my locker.
Once at my destination, I let him have his hand back so I could
open the locker that we shared-even though we really aren’t supposed to. However, he put his hand (and the other) on my hips as he
stood behind me. I felt his head rest against my shoulder. I could
tell that something was wrong, so I tried to finish my task quickly.
We only had about five minutes before the first bell was due to ring,
and then only five minutes later, first period was going to start. I
wanted to find out what the matter was before then.
I shut my locker, with my biology book in hand. He moved his
hands away and I quickly put my things in the science room and
returned to our normal morning spot, which was just down the hall
from our locker. He was leaning against the wall, and as I came to
be right in front of him, he looked up at me. I could definitely see
that something was wrong, I walked closer to him and he held his
arms out to me. I fell into them and put my own arms around his
body.
The embrace was comforting, but I knew that it would solve
nothing if nothing was said.
“Hi,” I said. I didn’t want to start with too much.
“Hi.” His reply was plain, and not very enthusiastic.
“You don’t’ seem all to well. What’s wrong?”
“I’m not too well. But nothing concerning you.” He never told
my anything. I don’t know why I thought this time would be anything different.
“Come on. I know something’s bothering you and I want to know.
I want to do something, even if it’s just listening. So please, tell me?”
I was pleading now; I just wanted him to be happy. And if I could do
anything to help that, I would.
“If you must,” he said as he led me outside.
We sat on the stairs that led to the middle school. He was looking out at nothing. I was looking into his eyes, to try and see what
the matter was, but I didn’t find much-just an angry and almost
confused pair of gorgeous blue eyes.
“Would you do anything for me?” he asked after a moment of
silence.
“Ya. I love you-you know that-and so, ya, I’d do anything for
you.” I was looking deeper in to his eyes,
trying to see where he might be going with the conversation. “Why
do you ask?”
“Because I want to know...”
“You already should know that,” I interrupted with.
“OK, OK. Don’t get too worked up. But you’d do anything?”
He sounded skeptical.
“Yes!” I wanted to shout it at the top of my lungs to get it through
his skull.
“Would you run away with me?” Now he sounded excited, but
not like this was a new concept to him-running away together. No,
it sounded like he’d thought of this before.

“Ya.....But you know it’s not that easy.” I would go with him, but
only if there was a plan first; I wasn’t about to run away with just the
clothes on my back.
“I know it’s not that easy. But you would, so that’s good.” He
sounded pensive this time.
“Ya......What are you thinking?”
“Wednesday.”
“What?” Being that today was Monday and he just got back,
Wednesday was a long time away.
“Wednesday. Run away with me. I don’t know where we’ll go,
but we’ll go.” I could tell that his mind’s wheels were spinning.
Furiously spinning.
“Run away with you?” I wanted to, with all of my heart, but I
didn’t’ know if I could do that. “Run away with you?” I repeated
after a minute.
“Yes. Let’s just go, get away from here, because I need to-I want
to.” He spoke so quickly I barely caught all of it, but I could tell that
he was sincere.
“OK. Let’s go. But why wait? Why not go now?” I didn’t want
to wait and then change my mind before Wednesday came.
“OK.” He stood up and stretched. I stood up too. He looked
back in the direction be was looking before. Then he turned to me.
His eyes. They were so beautiful, I couldn’t help myself. I threw
myself at him and wrapped my arms around him. I felt his arms
wrap around me too.
I let go and stood next to him. He took my hand and started
descending the stairs. I followed him and looked where he was looking-off in the distance, the middle of nowhere.
Together, we walked away from the school. Together, we walked
away from all we knew.
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Community News

A Look Back in Time

Calling all ART, Inc friends:
Now that the play is over, new plans are afoot, and you
will be hearing more about those exciting chances to display your talents. Until then, there are a couple of things
that you can do to help ART, Inc. grow.
On July 21, we are holding a fundraiser at Rainsong Winery. ART, Inc. is buying a cask of Oregon Merlot, and on
the 21st, people can come and bottle the wine that they
purchased from that cask. It will have its unique ART, Inc.
wine label and will make great gifts in addition to good
drinking.
Rocky Mountain Chocolates will also be there with
samples and chocolates for sale. ART, Inc will provide
cheese, crackers and fruit. Can you imagine a more delightful summer evening?
The wine will be $15 a bottle, $12.50 if six bottles are
purchased, and $10 a bottle for a case of 12 bottles. Get
together with a couple of friends and buy some quality wine
at a very reasonable price! If you are not able to join us on
the 21st, we will bottle your wine for you, and you can pick
it up from a Board member at a later time. (Note: Rainsong
is open for tasting twice a year:Thanksgiving and Memorial
Day Weekend. If you would like a taste of their Merlot,
enjoy a little drive up there and check it out.)
Order wine from Joan Mariner at this email address, from
our website at http://www.Art-inc.org, or from Vicki
Sourdry at art-inc@hotmail.com.
Need something to do with the kids?
It can be a long summer when you have to make peanutbutter and jelly sandwiches day in, day out. Food for Lane
County sponsors a free lunch in the park program in Veneta
for kids 18 and under. Just show up at the city park on
Broadway, behind the pool, at 12:00 to 1:00, Monday
through Friday until August 17. They serve nutritious sack
lunches and you’ll get to play in the park, too. The program
is open to all regardless of income level, so come on down.
The new Veneta Farmer’s Market is open on Fridays,
from 2:00 to 7:00 p.m. on the corner of Territorial and W.
Broadway in Veneta. Support your other local farmer’s
markets, such as the stand at King Estate’s Winery’s
Marketplace in Lorane, and check for Harrisburg’s market too. Look for fresh produce at local farm stands like
Bush’s Fernview Farm (Territorial,) Deterings’ (Coburg,)
and Stillpoint Farm (Territorial between Veneta and
Crow.)
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Crow Indians dance, 1941, Library of Congress, Marion Wolcott,
photographer.

Ongoing Community Calendar
Crow Grange offers many services, including a Senior Social on the first and third Tuesday of each month
at 11:30 a.m. The Crow Grange is next to the grade school, on
Territorial Road in Crow.
Applegate Pioneer Museum’s Summer Hours:
1st & 3rd Saturday, 2nd & 4th Sunday; 1:00 to 4:00
7th & Broadway in Veneta
The Misfits and Mavericks Literary Circle, aWest Lane
writer’s group, meets the first Thursday evening, 5:30 to
7:30, every month in the Fern Ridge Library conference
room. Open to all writers – fiction, non-fiction, poetry, essays,
songs… Members read their works, exercise creativity, and talk
about the art and joy of writing.
The library is located at 88026 Territorial Road inVeneta.
If you like what you read, pass it on.

