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Groundwaters is a grassroots, community-oriented literary quarterly
which serves the West Lane area and all its connections through publication of the local arts, history and information. Volunteers create
Groundwaters. They finance and produce it, deliver copies and improve it. Five Hundred copies of each issue are distributed free of
charge through local businesses and libraries, and is mailed to subscribers across the U.S. for a small annual fee. Material may be submitted from anyone, any age.
Check out Groundwaters at http://www.groundwaters.org/
Our website not only includes current and past issues of our
magazine, but also features much more from our local authors, artists
and photographers and other interesting highlights than can be fit on
our printed pages.
SUBMISSION GUIDELINES
1. Email submissions are preferred. MS-Word or WordPerfect,
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. Submission limit is 2,500 words.
4. Please be respectful to all. Read Groundwaters to understand
its audience and speak from the heart. Every age is welcome here.
Featured artists and authors are representative of all ages and levels
of experience. While the print version of Groundwaters is for all ages,
some areas of the website are more mature in theme. Parents should
be aware of that and surf the website accordingly. We do not accept
political or religious opinion pieces for the printed magazine, but well
reasoned, non-offensive writing of that nature, or writing with a more
mature theme, may be considered for publication on our website. No
pornography will be accepted for either medium.
5. Include a bit of information about yourself and your submission
to share with readers.
6. Artists, as well as writers, are invited. Please submit scanned
images as email attachments in either .jpg or .tif format after first
notifying us that you are going to do so. (We don’t want them to end
up in our spam folder.)
7. Original works are protected under the copyright of
Groundwaters and may not be reproduced without permission of the
author/artist. They remain the property of the author/artist.
8. Works in the public domain may be submitted to reprint, but
credits to authors/artists must be included.
9. No payment (other than fleeting fame) is offered. Groundwaters
will provide two copies to a contributor of the issues in which their
work appears. Please include a mailing address for this purpose.
10. Changes may be made in submitted material due to grammatical
errors and space constraints. Whenever possible, the material and
content will not be altered. Authors need to be aware that published
material will also be available on the Groundwaters web site.
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Themes: Each issue of Groundwaters is assigned a one-word
theme with multi-meanings. Submissions do not have to reflect
the theme, but those that do are welcomed.
Contributors to Spring 2008
Artists & Authors: Josephine Brew, Pat Broome, Elizabeth Tyler
Brown, Jim Burnett, Dade Cariaga, Jennifer Chambers, Debra
Clark, Nick DeAngelo, Pat Edwards, Wanda Edwards, Joey
Franklin, Marjorie Hays, Judy Hays-Eberts, Sonny Hays-Eberts,
Margo Francisco, Colleen Hubert, Alexis Lanham, Gary L. Lewis,
Herbert Medlin, Rhonda Rauch, Wayne & Maybell Robinson, Avis
Rust, Jessie Stinson amd Bob Wendling
With Sincere and Abundant Gratitude To: Patty Byers, Ryan
Chambers, Friends of Fern Ridge Library, Pat Gill, Helen
Winberg and readers everywhere!
————————————
Locations for free copies: Fern Ridge Market in Alvadore;
Cheshire Darimart, in Cheshire; The Book Mine and
Kalapuya Books in Cottage Grove; Creswell Public Library
in Creswell; Crow Country Store and Crow Grange in Crow;
Celeste Campbell Senior Center in Eugene; Lorane Family
Store, Lorane General Store & Deli, the Rebekah Lodge in
Lorane; Alpha-Bit Café in Mapleton; Noti Post Office, in
Noti; Blue Swan Art Gallery, Curves, Fern Ridge Library,
J.C.’s Laundromat, Kelley’s True Value Hardware, Robbie’s
Windowbox Caffe; Secret House Winery, Select Physical
Therapy and The Farm Store in Veneta.
To obtain copies for display or distribution, email
contact@groundwaters.org or call 935-5404.
Mail Subscriptions:
Groundwaters can also be mailed to you, family and friends.
Subscriptions are available for $10.00/year (four issues). Back
issues are also available for a nominal fee.
Advertisements:
Groundwaters reaches a substantial local audience and it
continues to attract more readers. We now offer space for local
advertisements to help support the costs of producing the
magazine. Email contact@groundwaters.org for more
information.
Groundwaters is produced entirely with volunteer labor and
is offered free of charge to the public. Therefore, we also
gratefully accept donations to help defray the costs of
printing.

Deadline for next issue is May 16, 2008
Email to contact@groundwaters.org (correspondence)
submission@groundwaters.org (submissions)
Mail to Groundwaters
P.O. Box 893, Veneta, OR 97487 (Judy)
Send submissions to: P.O. Box 50, Lorane, OR 97451
(541) 344-0986 Pat or (541) 935-5404 Judy

Authors & Artists retain their rights to works herein.
Groundwaters ©2008
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onny Hays-Eberts and John Eberts grew up as Air Force
brats, spending time in Japan, Canada, Germany and
Holland as well as New Hampshire, New York, Delaware
and New Mexico. Sonny currently lives in Oregon , with
Judy and their pets, while John lives in New Mexico with
Chris and their pet collection.

Election Facts
(Taken from http://cltr.co.douglas.nv.us/Elections/History_at_
Work.htm):
In 1800 - Thomas Jefferson was elected President by one vote in the
House of Representatives after a tie in the Electoral College
In 1824 - Andrew Jackson won the presidential popular vote but lost by
one vote in the House of Representatives to John Quincy Adams after
an Electoral College dead-lock.
In 1846 - President Polk’s request for a Declaration ofWar against Mexico
passed by one vote
In 1867 -The Alaska Purchase was ratified by one vote, paving the way
for future statehood
In 1876 - Samuel Tilden won the presidential popular vote but came up
one electoral vote shy and lost to Rutherford B. Hayes
In 1962 - Governors of Maine, Rhode Island and North Dakota were
elected by an average of one vote per precinct
In 1994 - 1.1 votes per precinct in Alaska elected Tony Knowles as
Governor and Fran Ulmer as Lt. Governor out of 216,668 votes cast in
the General Election
In 1994 - Randal Luthi and Larry Call tied for a seat in the Wyoming
House of Representatives from the Jackson Hole area with 1,941 votes
each. A recount produced the same result. Mr. Luthi was finally declared the winner when, in a drawing before the State Canvassing Board,
a ping-pong ball bearing his name was pulled from the cowboy hat of
Governor Mike Sullivan
In 1997 - Vermont State representative Sydney Nixon was seated as an
apparent one vote winner, 570 to 569. A recount, however, gave his
opponent, Robert Emond, the lead at 572 to 571.
In 1997 - In South Dakota, John McIntyre led Hal Wick 4,195 to 4,191
for a seat in the legislature on election night. A recount showed Wick
the winner at 4,192 to 4,191.The State Supreme Court ruled that one
of the votes for Wick was invalid, making it a tie.The State Legislature
eventually seated Wick.
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Editorial Perspectives

T

he times, they are a’ changing. It seems to me that
there is one constant in the universe, change. Things
change, you change, I change – whether we want to or not.
The process can be easy – happening so subtly as to be
hardly noticed at the time. Change can be challenging and
difficult. Sometimes we have to take the bull by the horns
and initiate the change we want to experience. How we
choose to experience it determines the feelings we experience in response to it.
Groundwaters is not exempt from the winds of change.
Some changes have been obvious and openly discussed;
like Pat Edwards’ editorial and publishing contributions
to the ongoing success of the publication. There are no
one-sided coins and the other side of our involvement is a
letting go of some responsibility and decision-making activities by Judy Hays-Eberts. Letting go is seldom easy.
It’s not unlike letting go of your first born, seeing them off
into the unknowns of the world. Groundwaters has been
Judy’s baby, her creation, her dream and it is hard for anyone to let go, even if it is only a little part of one’s vision
for what they’ve created. Those of us who have had the
privilege to be included in the Groundwaters family know
full well the value and importance of what Judy has so
lovingly and painstakingly created. We know too, the financial sacrifice Judy and Sonny have made to keep the
dream alive and to pave the way for its continuation.
We are beginning to look further ahead, to envision
the future possibilities for Groundwaters. How can it best
serve both writers and its readers? Interest seems to be
growing on both fronts and that’s a good thing – up to a
point. The point is, publishing and distributing
Groundwaters costs money and we have not found a money
tree to meet the costs of publication. At the moment there
is no significant source of income to offset the costs of
publication, to pay past publication costs or to support the
growth of Groundwaters. The fact that Judy, Sonny and
the staff of Groundwaters are unpaid volunteers helps defray the costs for labor and time, but not the out-of-pocket
real dollar costs for paper, ink and printing. So, we feel the
need to ask you, the readers and writers, for some ideas.
The first question must be, do you want to see
Groundwaters continue? If yes, should it continue as is or
should we be looking at expanding distribution, making it
more available throughout the community or region? And,
if yes, give us some ideas for putting Groundwaters on a
good financial footing. Groundwaters was not conceived
for the purpose of making a profit, but it should at least
break even. How do we do that? Something needs to change
and we can’t initiate that change without your help, without your ideas. We’d like to hear from you.
~ jb
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A

s Jim mentioned in the preceding editorial, we are in
the process of evaluating the direction that we are heading with Groundwaters. Up until now, Judy and Sonny have
been financially supporting it with the help of generous donations and a few advertisements, but it is obvious that a
permanent solution for funding is going to have to be found
if Groundwaters is going to continue. The good news is that
it is becoming more and more popular. We are now printing
between 600-800 copies of each issue – at a cost of about $1
per copy – and our hope is to continue offering a minimum of
500 free copies through distribution sites around the West
Lane area.
Our main thrust right now is to sign up more advertisers.
If you are a business owner or know of one who might be
interested in advertising with Groundwaters, please let us
know. One of our staff will be glad to work with you on setting up an ad. Our contact information is on page 2.
Our most energetic plan is to begin offering publishing
services such as manuscript preparation, book reviews, photo
restorations, graphic design, letterhead and business card printing, bound books of memories, poems and photos, general
word processing and printing, document and photo scanning
and publications of newsletters and flyers to anyone interested. The services will be provided by our experienced staff
and proceeds will be used to help maintain the magazine. We
will gladly supply free estimates on any proposed job. (See
our ad on Page 7).
Unfortunately, we find it necessary to increase new mail
subscription rates to $10 per year in order to have them cover
some of the expenses over and above actual postage costs.
Our regular donors will receive free subscriptions. Judy’s hope
has always been to provide Groundwaters as a gift to the
community, but with rising postal rates and the cost of envelopes and labels, we need to cover our out-of-pocket expenses,
too. We will continue to honor Judy’s wish by providing 500
free copies at distribution sites, but we must also find funding solutions in order for our work to continue. Thank you
for your understanding and continued support!
The Groundwaters Staff
To the writers, readers and advertisers of
Groundwaters, we really appreciate you!
Thank you for sharing your time and talent, and as always, thanks for your support and encouragement.

Welcome! New Advertisers!
Blue Rooster Inn Bed & Breakfast
Robbie’s Windowbox Caffe
Gloria Slaughter, Broker
Winter Green Community Farms

Muddy Puddle: A Writer’s Choice
by Jo-Brew

I

was introduced to Groundwaters while I was participating
in an Art and Artist Fair to benefit the Lane Library League.
That issue of the magazine included an article about an author who was disappointed with the results of contracting
to publish his book through Publish America. Everything
listed in the article was true to some degree but there is
another side to the story. I’d like to present my view.
First, of the sixty-five authors who took part in the Author event, many of us know each other and the wide variety of publishing experiences we’ve each had. We were all
there to be seen and to sell books: from one well-known
author who does his own publishing, start to finish, to the
author published in hardback by a traditional publisher who
was discounting her books to compete with the paperbacks.
Unlike the romanticized view many of us started with,
the lines of people waiting to buy your books only happens
if you are already a celebrity or have the connections to
become one.
With that understanding, the next step was to decide
my own purpose and potential market. As a member of
Willamette Writers and Women Writing theWest, I attended
conferences, took workshops and became acquainted with
a wide range of other authors. At the conferences, a few
interviews with the agents the traditional firms sent, convinced me I wasn’t going to be the big star they were looking for.
I’ve chosen to write contemporary fictional stories of
women’s real life experiences, set in the Northwest. I wanted
to use a style accessible to all women – not poorly written
but not literary classics either. Because my novels are contemporary, they are also short-lived. Cell phones were rare
when I began my first novel.
I talked to authors who had been published by traditional, but small, presses. Not a fit. I got estimates for self
publishing – a fair amount of money. I’m grateful to the
local writing teacher and author who mentioned the potential of Print on Demand Publishers for runs smaller than
five thousand. Mine may not always be lower but my market is limited and I’m not holding my breath.
I weighed my own financial picture. I was retired but
with responsibilities. I decided my best bet was a publisher
who would take the financial risk of producing a completed
book and I’d put my dollars into three other areas. First, I’d
have my manuscript edited. Next I’d begin building a base
of would-be readers and third, I’d actively work on every
means of promotion available.
Publish America satisfied. They produce a paperback
book that is generally easier to read than the formula romances. When I haven’t liked a change they’ve made or the
readability, they’ve listened and honored my requests.

They’ve given me covers that fit the story, are colorful and
not offensive. At my age, time is important to me so knowing I’ll have the book in a year while I’m still able to do
aggressive marketing is important. And that’s all on their
dollar. I’m sure there are others who would work as well.
I wasn’t concerned with controlling the rights to my
books. Fiction doesn’t stay long on the shelves of readers. I
try to do a good story, hopefully it will influence the thought
or life of a reader. I research many elements of my stories,
sometimes extensively, but the researched material also becomes part of an essay, column, newsletter or article.
More important to me is the ability to control the price.
Although my career was in education, I did a couple of home
business efforts. I knew the principles of buying at a discounted price and selling to make a profit. Publish America
doesn’t control the price of the books once you’ve purchased
them. As an author, I buy the books for the best discount,
right as they’re released.Then I’m free to set my own profit
margin or meet my own goals. I sell the books in person, to
book clubs, at readings or at trade fairs. My books are available on my web page and I put them at competitive prices
on consignment in nearby independent bookstores. If I want
a group of community college students or seniors to be able
to read them, I sell them at cost. It’s true, the chain stores
don’t carry them but they can be ordered at most internet
booksellers and from Publish America. (Those are at the
high retail price. I know some get purchased that way because I do get small royalty checks twice a year.)When asked,
I let people know less expensive sources.
I have seen some poorly written books published by that
firm but I’ve seen some bad fashions sold by stores who also
carry things I buy. I know a lot of well-established writers
who have also selected Publish America or other print on
demand publishers for some of their work. Obviously, with
five books now published by Publish America, it’s an option
that works for me.
I live with my husband in the Santa Clara area of north Eugene. I have four
grown children who have all settled in the northwest from Springfield to Bremerton.
I was a teacher, first in Southern Oregon and then in this area for twenty years.
Following that, I became a Realtor and eventually a Real Estate Broker with my
own firm.When my husband retired and my mother needed support recovering
from a bout with cancer, I began a new phase in my life.
A son’s gift of his outdated computer led me to the road to fulfill my life
long dream of developing my writing ability. Now I write a column for the
Creswell Chronicle, contribute essays to several publications, publish a newsletter, occasionally sell a short story, maintain my own website and a pair of
blogs. Five novels are published with another ready for editing.
I also belong toWomens Business Network and the Association of University
Women where I’m an advocate of equity for women. For more information see
http://www.Jo Brew.com or http://www.something brewing.com
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What’s On Your Nightstand?...
By Pat Broome

M

y personal library is too large to fit on a nightstand.
It consists of approximately 2500 books, over half
of them non-fiction. I have been collecting books almost
my entire life. My special areas of interest are History,
Biography, historical mysteries, and Star Trek.
I have always been interested in other places and other
times and how people lived. That comes, I suppose, from
my aunt who subscribed to National Geographic as I was
growing up. I also enjoy reading about people and getting
a better understanding of them; what makes them tick.
The Diary of a Young Girl by Anne Frank made me
wonder why a single group of people was singled out for
such a barbaric fate. The result of this led me to develop
an interest in Holocaust studies, to try to find an answer to
that question. Anne was not naïve but she believed that
“despite everything, people were essentially good at heart”.
Reading Doris Kearns Goodwin’s book Team of Rivals, gave me a much better appreciation of Abraham Lincoln the man and his ability to reach out and work with
powerful adversaries for the good of the nation in perhaps
it’s darkest hour; to “appeal to the better angels of our natures”.
This leads me to the two books I have just finished
reading: Dreams of My Father and The Audacity of Hope
by Barack Obama. I was impressed by his candor in describing his childhood being raised by a single parent and
his grandparents and some of the difficulties he went
through as a child of mixed heritage. He also lived in Indonesia for 4 years and witnessed his neighbors’ poverty
first-hand.
He graduated from college in the mid-1980’s and when
tha majority of his classmates chose to go into the corporate world, he chose a different route. He decided to go to
work as a community organizer in Chicago. He later attended Harvard Law School and returned to work in Chicago as well as practicing civil-rights law.
What I took away from these two books was a call for
us as Americans whomever we vote for to come together
to solve our serious problems without all of the poisonous
partisanship that has divided us for so many years and kept
us from doing anything of substance to benefit our country. We have done so before and can do so again.

Dearest Alphi and Meg,
I was inspired by you to pen this…
To the Newlyweds—
A Classic Argument:
Look here, he said, You’re being
oversensitive!
Listen, said she, As opposed to
insensitive?
How to bring these two together?
Well…
If loose lips sink ships,
What does kissing do?….
Sincerely,
Your Good Friend
“Angel”

~ jhe

You are the person who has to decide.Whether you’ll do it or
toss it aside; you are the person who makes up your mind.
Whether you’ll lead or will linger behind. Whether you’ll try
for the goal that’s afar. Or just be contented to stay where you
are. ~ Edgar A. Guest:

Please note: The preceding does not constitute a political endorsement by the staff of Groundwaters.
If you choose not to decide, you still have made a choice.
~ Neil Peart

According to Dax Broome, “BEAGLES RULE!”
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grandmothers

ANNOUNCING!

I stand tall for grandmothers
who feel age is a badge
proudly worn upon the body
those with or without children
who embrace the tumbling
and sometimes sliding years that pass
grandmothers with bodies shaped
and often twisted
by life fully lived
some with sagging breasts
or bellies enlarged and stretched
etchings notched into their faces
arms and hands weatherized
like sandstone mountains

Groundwaters
Publishing Services
Providing services to writers, business owners,
organizations and individuals including:

my own grandmother
bending to give attention
to flowering plants
her bulging thighs poking out
beneath the skirt of her dress
and above stockings not worn with garters
but rolled down below her knee
her white hair
blending and merging into sheets
she always hung outdoors
both of them bleached by sun and age
whitened to nearly blue
by Mrs. Stewart’s laundry bluing
I search everywhere for grandmothers
ones with minds shaped
as oddly as their body forms
ancient wisdom sits in their eyes
like a jeweled crown
sparkling and twinkling
I turn away
from grandmothers who attempt
to remain perpetually unseasoned
in the stupidities of youth
my anger rushes and tumbles
over the absurdities of aging stars
even doctors of one kind or another
who want faces stretched and
clipped and smoothed
To erase the autographs of time

* Manuscript preparation
* Book reviews
* Graphic design
* Photo restoration
* Business design (letterhead, business cards, etc.)
* Bound books of memories, poems, photos, etc.
* General word processing and printing
* Document and photo scanning
* Publication of newsletters, flyers and other
materials
Contact us at 541-344-0986 or
pat_e@groundwaters.org for free estimates

Proceeds will go towards maintaining
free distribution of Groundwaters
magazine

Earth
Our beautiful blue planet earth
Homespun with love
A ship for space
And spinning swiftly on its course
It’s guided by a patchwork star
Safe in its place
Mankind’s family its crew
Following divine design
Resides in grace.

what is this passion for youngness
that urges me to hurry instead of flow
I want to move as pitch from the cedar
easing and oozing down life’s highways
Iembrace the ambling stroll of time
the honors created with advancing years
history and memories drawn in
crooked paths on face and body
old coyote’s secrets
battles of life proudly won

~ Elizabeth Tyler Brown
A Woman’s Book of Writings

~ Wanda Edwards

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. Now 91,
Elizabeth’s spirit will live on through her written legacy.
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Apricot Tree
By Jim Burnett

B

efore I lay this mortal by, I want to become an apricot
tree. Many years ago, I bought a house with a large
yard that included three trees. One was a nectarine tree,
bearing wonderful fruit year after year; one was a white
Dogwood tree which celebrated the coming of each spring
with an abundance of blossoms. The other tree... well, it
was my mystery tree. According to leaf and bark, it was
obviously some kind of fruit, but no one knew what kind.
It had been barren – blossom-less – for many years. Each
year, I tended and pruned each tree, but the mystery tree
continued to withhold its fruit. Then, one fall as I was pruning, I decided that I would replace the mystery tree the
coming spring. To simplify its removal, I pruned its
branches, then cut back its limbs so that none smaller than
two inches in diameter remained. All winter, that stark skeleton-of-a-tree stood deathlike – its doom sealed by my
decision and my cruel saw.
That spring, however, I wore my procrastinator’s mask,
and as the weather warmed, the mystery tree began to put
forth fresh green sprigs which soon became leaf-filled
branches. Because of its seemingly renewed burst of energy, I granted it a stay of execution. Nobody had seen this
tree bloom in several decades, but this year, it bloomed!
And as the weeks passed, blooms became fruit. My tree
was no longer a mystery. There, alongside the nectarine
tree, was an apricot tree bearing round, robust fruit – not
many, but nevertheless, real apricots. Oh! and what apricots they were! Several decades before, I had plucked and
devoured sweet, ripe golf ball-sized apricots from my
Grandmother Zander’s tree in Southern California. The
apricots in my backyard were twice the size of those, and
as they ripened, they radiated an inviting, irresistible golden
glow. The tree produced only a couple of dozen of its golden
fruit and I think I ate every one, directly from tree to mouth.
To say that tree’s fruit was good, is a gross understatement; I had never eaten – before or since – such luscious
fruit!
Then, almost as quickly as its last precious fruit was
plucked, the tree died. Before any leaf had fallen from the
other trees, it had given up its fruit, its leaves and its lifeenergy. I thought at the time, “What a way to go!”
A couple of weeks later, as the last bits of the tree were
reduced to glowing embers and wispy smoke curling up
into the sky, I said to myself, “That’s the way I want to go
– just like the apricot tree! I want my last efforts on Planet
Earth to be spent bearing fruit of such quality that I will be
fondly remembered.
It’s choice -- not chance -- that determines your destiny.
Jean Nidetch
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Children Have No Choice
Children have no choice in the matter
Thrown to the wolves, one must deal with it
Exposed and naked, each must endure
Parents may leave a note about it
But they’ll do what they want anyway
Babies are forced to fend for themselves
One has no defense from cruelty
They’re dependent on care from others
Each is raised by their own pack of wolves
Children are witness to many sins
Vice, murder, ignorance runs rampant
The smallest must yet be the strongest
No one else knows the pain of a child
Innocence is one’s only blessing
They can only offer priceless love
The spirit of God lives in children
It is all they have with which to work
Therefore they are wise in God’s own way
The most worthy are the least rewarded
As the world’s standards are not of God
The play of adults is serious
God’s blessing on those who love children
For they are the wisest among us
Bare pure love is the most courageous
- Judy Hays-Eberts

Hansel Hays-Eberts

Day Trip to Agra
By Dade Cariaga

I

remember getting out of the van, seeing the Red Fort over
there, across that muddy moat with the little trickle of muddy
water meandering in the muddy streambed. The Red Fort looked
like some sandcastle that thousands of little sunbathers, sometime,
way back in the long dream of this timeless land, had dug out of
the river basin, with thousands of little sand shovels and sand pails.
And time and the sun had hardened it, compacted it, made it dense
and strong.
And, then, maybe that’s when the Muslims came and used
their skills, the skills that came from watching the stars and the
moon, and from learning about the magic of numbers, to carve
those palaces and mosques, and dungeons from those mounds of
sand. And the thousands of dark, strangely serene people sprang
up from the sandy soil all around it, and lived out their lives, and
then laid down and melted back into the sand, and then rose back
up again, like the tide of an impotent sea: impotent because the
walls of the Red Fort withstood the ceaseless ebb and flow all
around it.
The men wore loose cotton shirts, and sandals, and baggy cotton trousers tied close around their waists. And the women wore
brightly colored shifts and saris. And they were all so dark that
when they smiled you were taken by how white their teeth were.
Or when their eyes widened, you saw only the whites, and the dark
features around them were obscured, and you were startled by the
limpid whiteness, and you stroked your chin and turned your
thoughts inward.
But I just couldn’t take my eyes from across that bridge that
spanned the muddy moat with the little trickle of muddy water
meandering in the muddy stream bed. Beyond it was the Gate. The
vast arch that led into the opulent fortress the Muslim kings used
to guard their marbled jewel that lay across the river. The Gate,
with its wrought-iron portcullis that could drop right down, like a
set of jagged incisors, slicing through everything, shutting off the
view of the soft parts of the throat, shutting that glimpse of pillowed
bedrooms, and intricately carved walls with semi-precious stones
set into the depictions of peacocks and flowers. And it was strange
to think that these were the same people, through some convoluted
lineage, through some infinitely complex maze of genealogy, that
had built the Alhambra, half a world away, in the dry and friendly
hills of Iberia.
And then, just a glance across the river, across the vista, past
the women threshing clothes in the muddy, meandering river with
children running about their feet, to that white marble jewel with
four domed towers set about a domed building, and... no, it can’t
be marble. It can’t all be marble, and, surely, if I look closer I’ll see
the ruse. No, it can’t be the way it seems from here, standing on the
bridge that spans the muddy moat with the little trickle of muddy
water. It’s something else, some vision, something someone
dreamed about somewhere. And it shines, or shimmers, or somehow defies you to accept it, because, well, we’ve all heard the
name, we all know about the tomb that Emperor Shah Jahan had
built for his wife, for the mother of his fourteen children, because
he loved her and he could afford it. But the photos and the name,
Taj Mahal – that’s not it. Those couldn’t possibly be representations of this thing, this vision that I’m seeing over there, across the
muddy, meandering river with the women threshing their clothes
and the children running around their feet.
But then, just as I was squinting, trying to discern clearly
whether or not it was real, or some ethereal phantasm, there was
scraping and scratching, down near my feet, where I was standing

Dade Cariaga and the Taj Mahal 2001
on the bridge that spanned the muddy stream bed with the trickle
of muddy water.
“Here they come,” said Edward. He was a lawyer for an oil
company, out of Singapore. And he knew what that made him in
my eyes. But somehow, on this long bumpy ride down from Delhi,
we had got past all that, and even exchanged some jokes and travel
stories. And he was always glancing down at his cell phone, tapping in text messages to his wife, back in Singapore.
And then I looked down, and there they were: more of the
dark people, but these were somehow incomplete: they pulled themselves along with their arms, and they had twisted, gnarly clubs
instead of legs, and humps instead of backs, but they still had those
limpid whites set in the dark faces, and then, when they got up next
to you, they stretched out a hand, and the dark pools inside the
whites turned up at you, and you felt fear and revulsion and shame
and…but no, no. Don’t face that now; better to wait until you’re
back at the hotel room, in the dark, after the Sikh has come to turn
down your bed and brought you an evening aperitif, and you have
turned off the television and the darkness has come down whether
you wanted it to or not. No, go back to that vision, over there,
beyond the meandering river, go back to Shah Jahan and the love
he had for his wife, and how these brown people that grew up all
around the Red Fort had achieved tolerance, and openness, and
acceptance, and how it all came down to that, even for these poor
creatures dragging themselves through the dirt to beg for a rupee.
And Edward was a corporate lawyer, but he was still a human
being, and we looked at each other, standing there on the bridge
that spanned the muddy stream bed and we each saw the other’s
jaw stiffen as our eyes met: me, clutching my camera and trying
not to think about it, and he, finger poised over the keypad of his
cell phone, where he had been tap-tap-tapping out a message to his
wife, back in Singapore, and we…said…nothing. Nothing. We said
nothing.
Our guide, an old Hindu man who could speak English as
well as Hindi, and who made a pretty good living taking rubes like
Edward and me to carpet shops and clothing stores, where he received his kickback from the salesmen after they had plundered
our credit cards, stepped out of the van, brushed past the twisted
forms at his feet, took each of us by the elbow, and shepherded us
toward the gate. “The Red Fort was built by Akbar, in 1565,” he
began...
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A Matter of Choice

U.S.WorldWar I Service
medal with AisneMarne, St. Mihiel and
Meuse-Argonne bars
(left) and State of Oregon World War I Service medal. From the estate of Junction City, Oregon veteran, collection
of Sonny Hays-Eberts

By Sonny Hays-Eberts

C

hoice. Rarely does such a simple word impact our lives
so dramatically. Some choices alter our lives forever.
The results of these choices, such as decision to act violently, pursue an unwise business decision or to choose
unhealthy or illegal activities can have lifelong consequences.
Some choices segregate us from others. In the realm of
politics, religion or sex, the difference in our choices can range
from vocally passionate to violent confrontation.
Sadly, I feel, we as a people look at the choices we and
others make and use those to distance ourselves from others. We consider only the result of a choice and not the
experiences we all share which help mold our own individual choices.
Consider two mythical people who grow up poor and
often hungry. As a result of her experience, one person is
determined to never be poor or hungry again, and to ensure the same for her family by ensuring fiscal stability for
all. Her focus may be on employment opportunities or stock
performance. A second individual might use that same
experience and yet make choices leading to his efforts to
ensure community or global hunger is eradicated. It is likely
these people will consider themselves to be at odds philosophically and perhaps find it difficult to understand each
other’s choices when they focus on the results of the choice.
For a more concrete and less politically-charged example of how shared experience can shape our choices, I
will take a detailed look at the hobbies my brother and I
chose to pursue. On the surface, his decision to collect
glass and pottery and mine to collect militaria do not seem
to share much beyond the aspect of collecting. His collection is fragile, colorful and based on art and the beauty of
creation. My collection is musty and, other than some colorful ribbons, drab. It speaks of valor, blood and even destruction.
But, when one considers the experience we had growing up as military brats – having to often leave possessions behind to make weight, exposure to historical people
and places and living overseas and feeling separate from
American culture, it makes sense we would be drawn to
collecting.
Every two or three years, our family would move to a
new home. Often this was overseas, and the Air Force
would only pay to ship a certain amount of weight. The
cost of shipping any additional weight was prohibitively
expensive. This was not a large amount, usually just enough
to cover important items like clothes and some household
items. We oftentimes discarded games, comics and all the
little things important to growing boys. I think this experience we shared helped create an attitude that cultivated a
desire to keep things, and by extension, collect things.
10
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This pottery from the
collection of John Eberts
was made by Richard
Lincoln in 1957. It stands
9" tall. He taught at
Texas Christian University for many years and
exhibited at the Syracuse Nationals, a juried
competition, in the 50s
and 60s.

Photo by Richard Lincoln.

We also lived in many places; New Mexico, New York,
Japan, Canada, Germany, Holland, Virginia, Mississippi,
New Hampshire and other locations. These locations exposed us to a vast sense of history and I think may be why
our collections are composed of older items that share a
link to history. My brother knows the lineage of his various pots and each artist. He knows that some of his Scheier
pots were owned by the youngest scientist in the Manhattan project in Los Alamos. He knows which potters studied under others, where the studios were and what the
timeline of glazing styles are. He knows the founder of La
Luz pottery (his first collection), R. Hazard, who was also
the founder of Alcoholics Anonymous. I know the lineage
of various Army units and what campaigns they were involved in and what insignia was in use at what period.
By the time I was 20 and my brother 18, we had lived
overseas for 11 years. Our collections are focused on American culture. He focuses on pottery created in La Luz New
Mexico, and also the American Pottery movement of the
40s and 50s. I have some militaria from other nations, but
the bulk of my collection is from the U.S. armed forces.
Often it seems our choices serve to separate us from
others. The debates of political, religious and sexual choices
are often incendiary and divisive. The phrase ‘pro-choice’
itself is the basis for contentious struggle.
But what can appear to be widely varying decisions
made by different people may be found to be different interpretations of a shared experience. It is my hope that by
understanding why people make choices, we can more
easily identify with them instead of distancing ourselves
from those who make choices different from our own.

It Doesn’t Seem to Be Within Me
It doesn’t seem to be within me to
smile, lie and say “I’m fine” when
someone says “How are you?”
I just can’t give that line – I say
what’s on my mind to the embarrassment
of my family and others.
So what’s wrong with me? Most of
the world can give the line, I
guess I might as well not breathe.
Stay away from people to not hurt
my family. Are we so sensitive?
Am I wrong?
What is the question – to pretend or
not? Am I just self-centered or
does the truth need to be allowed
out or kept to myself?
I’m tired of the pain, the fights.
Do I need to change? Will it make
things better or worse?
Do I just somehow need to
practice not speaking? Do I need
to practice not breathing?
It seems about the same to me
when I’ve got something on my mind
and words just spill out like
air bubbles.
~ ML
A Local Crow-Ation

Avis Rust’s Spring Holiday Journal Entries
April

A

pril showers bring the sweet May flowers” as an old
saying of long ago goes. It also blooms the April Fools
Day where tricks are played on unsuspecting recipients.
Sometimes Easter Sunday falls in April according to the
calendar.
Let me tell you of a memory long ago that happened. It
is still fresh in an oldster’s memory. At six years old and in
a country school where the teacher and pupil were the only
occupants, sometimes the hours dragged. With school work
finished, they decided to explore the outdoors. The sun
was shining and there were still patches of snow on the
ground. A good time to explore the outdoors. Teacher and
pupil donned coats and hiked around the school grounds.
Not far from the school, a patch of snow was covered with
purple flowers. What a sight for a six year old who loves
flowers! A question was forthcoming. “What kind of flower
is it?” Teacher said it is “Pasque,” related to the early spring
crocus. Every time I see the crocus in bloom, my memory
brings up a picture of that beautiful sight – how beautiful!
A camera would have caught the beauty, but memories
serve in one’s mind. I could hardly wait to go home and
tell my mother.
I think this episode was a beginning of my love for
flowers in general. That was a start of my long history of
plants in general. It has carried through for many years.
I now have a greenhouse and front porch that acclaims
that expression of delight of a six year old girl, who is now
a woman of eighty plus years.

May
May Day. Tradition goes back a long ways when
people were friendly and surprised a neighbor with a token of flowers or produce on their front doorstep. It is a
quaint custom that is almost forgotten. Not so with a grandson who has put or had sent a bouquet to his folks every
year since he was a little boy. He would pick the weeds
that were in bloom along the road home. Then he would
ask neighbors for a bouquet for his mother. He is over in
the Persian Gulf, but the bouquet will not be forgotten and
usually comes in the middle of the night.
Mothers Day. Mothers are important and May is the
month to do something special for her. I have three children that always remember mother is special. It is usually
a beautiful card with money to do what I really want.
God bless all mothers and do not forget to tell her you
love her.
Memorial Day. Memorial Day is a day set aside to
honor those who have traveled many miles and have a special place to rest at last. It is a tradition to place a token of
flowers on their grave. This closes the month of May on a
sad note, but with a note of love.
April 2008
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Roads Taken: A Personal Journey
By Pat Broome
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler…Robert Frost

E

very spring there occurs in the United States a rite of
passage known as high school graduation. It is the end
of one journey and the beginning of another. The students
are happy to be finished with high school, but they are also
anxious about what they will do next. What path in life will
they follow? Will they go to Community College, Technical
School, University? Will they go to work? Will they get
married and begin a family? Will they volunteer for
AmeriCorps or a church mission? Will they go into the military? Some of them may already have their plans prepared
but not all.
I know what they are going through because it was 35
years ago this May that I began my own journey on this
path. The path is different for everyone. Sometimes it is
straight, well-marked and clear. Often it is a meandering
one that wanders here and there. Sometimes the path
branches off in one direction, stays straight for a while, then
branches off into a completely different path altogether. I
started out on one path 35 years ago with just a sketchy
outline of where I was going and did not really know where
I would be at this time in my life. Not many people can
predict the future when they are 17.
The theme of this issue is “choice.” Robert Frost’s poem
“The Road Not Taken” has always resonated with me even
though I am not one for reading poetry. I started to think about
chosen paths and how the path or paths that each one of us
chooses is not without consequences, positive or negative. With
this in mind I am sharing my story with you and some of the
paths that I have traveled down to be where I am today.
I graduated from a small public high school in a rural,
conservative town in South Texas. My graduating class had
48 people, 30 girls and 18 boys. There were fewer options
available to us than there are today, especially for the girls.
Most of my classmates were going straight to work; either
on a family farm or ranch or in the city of San Antonio,
which was 30 miles to the north. Some of the girls were
going to get married and some of the boys were going into
the military. Only about 4 were going to college.
I wanted to go to college very much, but my family could
not afford it. So I decided to do something completely different. I enlisted in the Army because it still offered the GI
Bill of Rights that paid for a complete college education
after the end of enlistment. This was something of a shock
to my friends and people in the community, because while
it was acceptable for males to enlist in the military it was
not so for females. Women who did such a thing had something wrong with them. However, I wanted that college education and if that was the only way to get it, then that was
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what I was going to do.
Because I was only 17 when I graduated from high
school, I had to wait until December when I turned 18. Those
were the rules then; female enlistees had to be 18. I took
several tests to find out what areas I would do well in. I was
interested in photography, but I did well on the language
test. I decided to study Russian because it was in demand
and I would almost certainly be stationed in Germany, where
I could learn German as an added bonus. I also had a more
personal motive. My grandmother’s family came from Germany and she grew up speaking it at home. After she married my grandfather she did not use it again and had forgotten most of it.
My journey along that road began the following January when I was sent to Ft. McClellan, Alabama for basic
training. It was not easy learning to live in a large room
with 39 other women of varying ages and backgrounds. The
noise and lack of privacy took some adjustment. I had to
learn how to do things that were totally foreign to me, like
marching in formation and going out for a week on field
training. No camper, I! The highlight was when we had to
go through the gas chamber to make sure we knew how to
get our gas masks on in case of emergency.
Because you weren’t allowed to have your
glasses on, I think I almost ran into a tree
after exiting the chamber. I felt something
brush against the side of my head but I’m
still not sure what it was since my eyes
were burning and had tears flooding out
from breathing a snoot full of teargas.
Afterwards, I was sent to one of the most
beautiful places in the United States for language
school. The school was located at the top of a high hill in
Monterey, California and if you wanted to go anywhere off
post the only way was down. I spent the next 9 months there
studying Russian for 6 hours a day 5 days a week. It was
very intense. On warm nights after a long day of class and
homework, I would sleep with my window open and when
the wind blew the right way, I would fall asleep to the sounds
of the sea lions barking on the rocks off Cannery Row and
Fisherman’s Wharf.
I met my husband Dennis there. He was studying German and we spent our time off exploring Cannery Row and
Fisherman’s Wharf and Carmel.
The following spring, I got my orders for Germany where
I was assigned to a base in Augsburg, which is located about
40 miles northwest of Munich. The country was beautiful
and I spent as much time as I could traveling around the
area and observing the people. After Dennis joined me, we
found an apartment in a local neighborhood and did our
best to blend in. We bought a small car and went driving
some of the back roads and spending time in smaller towns

and villages. We enjoyed going down to the local market on
Saturday and seeing the vendors, mainly elderly women, with
their fresh flowers, fruit and vegetables. Some of them were
real characters. They would be chatting with each other and I
sometimes saw Dennis’ face turn red. Since my knowledge of
German was somewhat limited at that time, I asked him what
they had said and he told me it was none of my business. I
figured out that it was probably something quite naughty.
I finished my enlistment in Germany and we stayed there
a total of almost 6 years. I started classes with the University of Maryland and we traveled widely through Western
Europe. Holland was probably our favorite place to go. I
even got the chance to go to Russia when it was still the
Soviet Union. Walking down some of the streets in Moscow in the cold and snow was definitely an experience. It
was somewhat creepy because it felt like being under surveillance. I saw people standing in a long line outside a
shoe store because they heard that a shipment of new shoes
had arrived. One of my most interesting memories of Russia was when we were in Leningrad/St. Petersburg and we
saw dump trucks piled high with snow passing us on the
street as we were going to the Hermitage Art Museum. I
was wondering where they were taking it when I got my
answer a few blocks later. A truck backed up on the bank of
the Neva River and proceeded to dump the entire load into the
frigid waters. I had never seen snow removal like that before.
Dennis and I eventually returned to the United States
and had to decide where we were going to live and what we
were going to do. We chose to move to San Antonio, Texas
because that was where my family lived and I thought I
would go to school and get my Secondary Teacher Certification. Dennis went to work as a police officer at the University of Texas Health Science Center and joined an Army
Reserve unit.
Our path then followed that of many of our contemporaries; we bought a house and had a child. I quickly realized
that trying to teach history to high school students was not
going to work because I found myself being more enforcer
than instructor. I stayed at home with my son for a while
before deciding to go to graduate school at the University
of Texas in Austin and study Library Science. I had worked
in a library in Germany and really liked the job.
Because of his work schedule, my husband remained
behind in San Antonio while Jonathan and I moved into
student housing in Austin about 90 miles away. We stayed
there a little more than a year before a health problem forced
me to return to San Antonio and I was unable to finish.
I wasn’t finished with libraries altogether. I found a job
as a Library Technician/Cataloger at Our Lady of the Lake
University in San Antonio where I stayed for 5 years. As
part of my job, I also supervised a small team of college
students in processing library materials to get them ready
for shelving. They were a great group of young people and
many of them were the first members of their families who
had ever been to college.
Several were from small towns in the Rio Grande Val-

ley and along the border with Mexico. I learned a lot from
them about what life was like there. The Valley is like being
in a foreign country and La Frontera, as it is called, was
fairly open then.
After a few years I decided to return to graduate school,
this time at the University of Texas at San Antonio – a distance of approximately 10 miles from my house. What was
I going to study? I chose to follow my first love; which was
History. A few months later I also accepted another position
as a Library Assistant/Government Documents Specialist
at Palo Alto College, a local community college.
The next few years I was working full time and attending Graduate School in the evenings. It wasn’t easy, but I
was happy doing it. I enjoyed the intellectual stimulus of
both my job and my classes. Finally, I finished the program
and received my Masters degree.
Dennis and I had decided some time before to move out
West. My family in Texas had all gone and his parents lived
in Northern California, but they were getting older and his
mother’s health was not good. We chose to move to Oregon
because it was close enough to them where we could visit
more often. We had visited Oregon on an earlier trip to visit
his family and liked the area. We chose this particular area
because it reminded us a lot of Germany, a place we had
enjoyed very much.
Little did we realize at the time, that this road was definitely going to have a few bumps in it! Just after we moved
up here, the bottom fell out of the economy and it was extremely difficult for me to find a job. I decided to volunteer
at the Fern Ridge Library because I have always felt at home
in libraries and it would probably help when I applied for
library positions. Eventually I found a job working with
books (of course). I still volunteer at the library, mainly at
the Quarterly Book Sale now and more recently as a member of the Library Board.
I also do some writing for Groundwaters and belong to
a Writers’ Group called the Misfits and Mavericks Literary
Circle. The name of the group is a good description of me.
I have always been something of a misfit and most definitely a maverick. After all, there is a prominent family from
San Antonio named Maverick, who live up to their name,
and while not related by blood, I feel related in spirit.
The journey that I began 35 years ago in a small town in
South Texas has taken me down many paths to many places.
I have met many different types of people and lived in different parts of our country and the world. There are some
common themes in the various roads that I have traveled on
my journey. My love of history, travel, and curiosity about
other times and places, and my love of reading and writing
are just a few. I don’t know where the road I am on now will
take me. I guess I’ll find out when I get there. That’s just
part of the adventure.
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference
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Three Sonnets

The King is Dead (An English sonnet)

By Dade Cariaga

His promise full, the tyrant falls to earth;
His wreckage dusts the waves about the throne;
The many mourners weep, recount his worth:
Small appetite have they to weigh his bones!

Long Live the King! (A Spenserian sonnet)
The people shout: Live long in health, Live long!
Like joyous forest peacocks at full plume;
Doubt not that they are earnest in their song
Whilst o’er their heads your scepter’d hand doth loom;
But also dare not dream to flee your doom;
For even mighty Zeus is food for worms;
Now freshly are you sprang from lawful womb,
Yet soon to earth you surely must return;
Amongst adoring throng a fire doth burn:
Behind false smiles assassins are disguis’d;
Behold! Already wrought, your fun’ral urn!
’Tis fashion’d well, awaiting your demise;
Was ever there a king so dearly loved
As he who could not see the fisted glove?

These peasants loved his clever wag of tongue:
Their cries alike to gulls lamenting rain;
But we, who by his sordid works were stung,
Perhaps, should wisely mute our sad refrains;
For how, pray tell, are tears spent nobly now,
When oft we cried to gods stone deaf “Reprieve!”
And for our base assertions, forced to bow,
Lest from him iron wrath we would receive?
Think not that love is absent from my ire;
But ev’ry grief bequeath’d me lights his pyre..
Dade Cariaga was born in 1962 in Corvallis, Oregon. He has resided
in Oregon for his entire life. He is a writer, a guitar-player, a son,
brother, husband, and friend...and maybe soon....a father.

Crown of Thorns (An Italian sonnet)
I wear my crown of thorns for all to see;
It comforts me to bleed before the world,
That all may know the suff’ring I’ve endured
Lest free from guilt or torment they would be;
A martyr’s role it seems is cast for me
To call to mind affliction yet uncured:
Rest not upon the blessing ye’ve incurred,
My torment ‘neath your mattress is the pea;
And why, thou ask, must I berate thy bliss?
Cannot I find some happy state of mind
That might afford the mass a peaceful sleep?
Misunderstood, to this I am resigned;
Concern I scorn; thy pity I dismiss,
The juice for me is just to see ye weep!

My mother’s menu consisted of two choices: Take it or leave
it. ~ Buddy Hackett
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Choice
by Mimi Gee

M

eth reached out with its bony fingers, catching her
in its grasp, and from that day forward (try as she may)
she could never even find her old life, let alone get it back.
To those on the outside, we watched as the once vibrant person we knew faded more, day by day, until she
was nearly gone, chewed up and swallowed, until there
were only the crumbs left as a reminder.
The downward spiral spun so fast out of control that it
was hard to recognize her from one meeting to the next,
the hollow cheeks, the emaciated body, the stringy hair,
the disappearing teeth and the blotchy skin. She had always been so proud of her body, dressing and looking
younger than her years. Where had it all gone?
She was kind, loving and caring but soon she lost control over who she was and the drugs were what mattered
most. The craving was too great to resist. In the end she
lost it all – her loves and her life before she ever reached
the age of fifty.
There’s sadness in my heart over what might have been,
as each day I see something she has missed. How had it
gone so wrong?
The only conclusion I’ve been able to reach is condensed into one final word – CHOICE. I’ve heard it said
if you choose the behavior, you choose the consequences.
Each choice made can be a life-altering circumstance.
Choose carefully!

The Color of the Heart
I saw her on the corner,
her coat was wet and worn.
Her legs were bare, with mismatched socks
her shoes were old and torn.
Her hair was long and tangled,
her eyes were soft and brown.
A sadness lay within those eyes
when our eyes met, she quickly looked down.
I was on my way to somewhere
I can’t recall just where.
I could not see and walk away,
I couldn’t just not care.
She watched the people pass her by,
but mostly she looked down.
She brushed away the snowflakes
that fell upon her crown.
She gently smiled at me, a crooked,
timid grin.
I waved, she waved and smiled again
with a face so wistfully thin.
She shivered as the snow fell
clutching her coat to her chin.
She huddled beneath the thin jacket
searching for warmth from within.
In the storefront, I spied a long coat
robin red, fur-lined, with a hood.
I hurried to the park bench.
There she sat, covered in snow, still as wood.

Lake Perspective
By Herbert Medlin

L

ake Perspective” is what I have come to call an old
mill pond in Horton Oregon. It is bigger than some of
the high lakes I fished as a child, but was man-made to
hold logs for a mill long since gone.
I call it Lake Perspective because when my life is a bit
down or there is a crossroads in my life, I find myself drawn
to this place of solitude to gather my thoughts. An answer
may not come to my quandary yet when I leave, all is
clearer. This pond is nestled in a valley surrounded by timber as green as emeralds, and in the fall it is accented with
the reds and yellows of maples and oaks, all reflected in
the waters of the pond.
In the summer, the sun dances off the ripples as pixies
at a dance, with the wind in the trees as the orchestra, with
the songs of birds and the scolding of squirrels as the vocal accompaniment.
In the winter, the grey of the sky with a bit of rain
work to mirror the quiet purity of this place and add a different feel to its tranquility.
As an added bonus, just down the road is the Horton
Market where you can still get a free cup of coffee and a
piece of candy for a penny. This is but the smallest reward
for stopping in, as the intelligent, witty and humorous conversation with Sandy makes the day complete. When this
mountain pond in itself does not restore my perspective,
the chats with Sandy do.
Thanks Sandy and Lake Perspective for being there
for those of us in search of a place of calm, to refocus and
recharge our good energy till our next visit to this place of
peace.
I am a native to Eugene, Oregon. I enjoy time with my
friends and family, walking in the woods for quiet time,
alone to reflect and enjoy nature. I enjoy cooking. My
writing is another way for me to find peace. I enjoy putting my thoughts down in words. ~ hm

I touched her shoulder, slowly she turned.
Her eyes, filled with tears, looked so lost.
I wrapped her in luxury, kissed her stained cheek
only a heart can see the invisible cost.
~ Debra Heisler Clark
I love writing and reading poetry, as so much meaning
can be expressed in so few words. I was so excited to hear
about Groundwaters. I grew up in the Veneta area and
still have many family members and friends there. And,
yes, when it rains here, I just want to run through it and
feel every drop on my face. (Debra is from Redmond, OR)
April 2008
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Scarves of Many Colors: A Tribute to Tom Page
By Pat Edwards

D

uring the course of our lifetimes, most of us have en
countered people who leave indelible marks upon our
lives – marks that begin small but gradually deepen until
we suddenly realize how important they have become to
us. Tom Page has left such a mark on countless families in
the West Lane area over the years. He filled the scrapbooks of hundreds of teenagers during the almost 21 years
he covered high school athletics for the West Lane News
and Tri-County News. He not only wrote about the “stars”
of each game, but the supporting cast, as well, and he became an icon whose footprints can never be filled. As Mike
Thoele, current owner/publisher of both newspapers, said
“There will never be another Tom Page!” During those 21
years, Tom wrote much about others for the readers of our
local newspapers, but little has been written about Tom
himself or his contribution to the communities he served.
When asked to choose what came first – his love for
sports or his love for writing, Tom didn’t hesitate. “Sports!”
was his immediate answer. During his childhood, his family regularly attended University of Oregon football, basketball and baseball games. As a young boy, he and his
friends became members of the Knothole Club where they
rooted for the “Green and Yellow” from the end zones at
Hayward Field. They shagged foul balls at baseball games
and could usually be found at Mac Court watching UO
basketball games and 4A tournaments.
Tom was an observer, never a player, during school. “I
was one of those kids who was always the last one chosen
for a team. If there were an odd number of us, I would be
designated the referee.”
After graduating from South Eugene High School, Tom
enrolled at his beloved University of Oregon and in 1969,
earned a B.S. in Business Administration. With diploma
in hand, he began to wonder what in the world he was
going to do with it. He decided that advertising might be a
good career to get into, but
he would need to continue
his education if he was to
succeed. Unfortunately,
about that time, the UO
closed the enrollment in its
School of Journalism, so he
began work on a master’s
degree at Portland State
University.
While at Portland State,
as part of his studies, Tom
was required to take a reporting class that immediTom wearing his Junction City ately caught his interest.
scarf
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Soon he joined the
school newspaper
and began covering
women’s sports. He
later returned to the
University of Oregon where he
completed
his
master’s degree in
journalism in 1971.
U n f o r t u n a t e l y,
there were more diplomas in hand
than jobs available
locally, so Tom
took a position at a
newspaper in Lakewood, Washington.
His beginning assignment in Lakewood was to cover
news and to help with sports. Soon, when an opening became available in the sports department, he was covering
all of the athletics in eight suburban high schools in the
Tacoma area, Pacific Lutheran University, Pierce County
recreation programs, Fort Lewis Army and McChord Air
Force bases, and the meetings for two city councils, multiple school boards and the county commission. It was a
Herculean task that called for diplomacy and tact. The
military families in the area were transient and were hard
to connect with and the rivalries and jealousies between
schools sometimes involved coaches measuring the number of inches he wrote about their program, comparing them
to those he wrote about their rivals. The pressures finally
took their toll. After seven years, Tom reached his burnout point and headed home to Oregon.
Upon arriving back home, he took a job with Fred
Meyer in Springfield where he worked in the paint department. Four years later, while reading the soap opera previews in the West Lane News, he noticed an opening for a
sports writer. He sent in his resume in answer to the ad,
and one day while he was at work at Fred Meyer, he looked
up to see Joe Cannon, owner and publisher of the West
Lane News, standing before him. Joe said that the editor
was going on vacation and he wanted Tom to fill in for
him so that Joe could see him in action. A few months
later, he was offered a job as freelance sports writer at $40
per week – his almost 21-year reign began in January 1983.
Tom’s assignments included coverage of athletics at
Elmira, Crow and Triangle Lake high schools for the West
Lane News and at Junction City, Harrisburg, Monroe and
later Christ Center high schools for its sister-publication,
the Tri-County News. He was the photographer, as well.

He attended each game respectfully dressed in a sports
jacket, tie and slacks. During the cold months, he wore,
wrapped around his neck, a long scarf bearing the school
colors of the team he was covering at the time. These
scarves became his trademark and when asked about where
he got them, he proudly declared, “My mother knitted them
for me.” On the occasions when two of “his teams” were
playing each other, he wore both scarves at once. When
Crow played Harrisburg or Monroe, Tom carefully wrote
two stories – one for the West Lane News, slanting it towards Crow and another similar story written from the
Harrisburg/Monroe angle for the Tri-County News. The
same occurred when Elmira and Junction City met in the
3A ranks. When Triangle Lake and Monroe, for instance,
played other teams in different locations, the logistics became more difficult – but Tom proved up to the challenge.
He simply went to the first game for the first half wearing

“Hey! You made it sound
as though we were good!”
the proper scarf and jumped in his car and headed to the
other game for its 2nd half, changing scarves before he arrived. Each week, he spent a good deal of time figuring
out the strategies that would get him to as many games as
possible and he logged hundreds of miles in his faithful car.
When one of “his” basketball teams went to the state
tournament in Pendleton, as they frequently did, he was
sometimes unable to take the time off from his job at Fred
Meyer to attend. Instead, he borrowed a videotape from
the coach so he could write his articles. Tom always made
sure that he was “there” for his teams whether it be in
person or electronically.
Some of his teams struggled. Elmira was in the beginning stages of an eventual 36-game losing streak in football when Tom came on board. He covered the last 27 of
those games until they had their first win. Junction City
had a 22-game losing streak. “It was difficult to write positive stories during those times, but I knew that I needed to.
It was a challenge to stay upbeat. As a writer, you have to
do the best that you can and hope that it comes across to
the readers.” At one point, a member of one struggling
team exclaimed, “Hey! You made it sound as though we
were good!”
Tom enjoyed challenging some of the tall post players
from the girls’ basketball teams to one-on-one exhibition
scrimmages. At Elmira, these events were referred to as
the”Tom Page Challenges” and were held in conjunction
with its winter sports “desserts.” Crow and Monroe girls
participated at their respective schools, too. He won some
and lost some and once went on a 10-game losing streak.

Tom had a very strict credo: “I tried to include a picture of every team in action every week and feature as
many of the players as possible.” He not only wrote about
the high scorers in each game, but about the key rebound
or good pass that a non-starter made. Whether a team won
or lost, he always strove to present it and its players in a
positive light.
When asked what his favorite sport was, Tom was quick
to respond, “Football.” He qualified it by saying that from
a reporter’s standpoint, the once-a-week games and shorter
seasons allowed him to be more creative in his coverage
than the more frequent and longer basketball seasons. He
also loves the excitement of the game and the color of bands
and cheerleaders. Track runs a close second on his favorites list. He grew up with it and respects the fact that the
participants are competing against their own abilities and
constantly are trying to improve their own personal bests.
Tom’s personal life revolves around his mother. They
travel to most of the University of Oregon bowl games and,
being huge fans of the U.S. Navy football team, they have
attended six of the last seven Army-Navy football games.
“The pageantry
and patriotism of
the pre-game entrance of the
West Point and
Naval Academy
cadets into the
stadium is better
than the actual
game,” according
to Tom. While
traveling, Tom
and his mother
hunt out every
college bookstore
they can find
where
they
search for pennants to add to Tom scrimmaging with Crow High School
Tom’s collection student,Tania Thompson, in 1990.Then Crow
of college pen- teacher, Tim Carmichael, is referee. 1990
nants. He has col- Crow H.S.Yearbook.
lected 180 of them so far.
Tom has never married. “Besides my mother, the athletes, their parents, the coaches and my readers in the West
Lane community are my family.” Tom lives in a house in the
University district that he inherited from his grandmother in
1979. “If my grandmother could visit me today, she would
feel right at home. It hasn’t changed much over the years. I’m
still using her rotary-dial phone and I’ve never owned a computer.”
Even though he is no longer writing for the West Lane
News or Tri-County News, he still attends games whenApril 2008
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ever possible and the love and feeling for family still remains. But, towards the end, his job became “a monster
that devoured me.” People were wanting more coverage
of the Territorial Sports Program (TSP) and junior varsity
games. He had to cut back his days at Fred Meyer and
negotiate vacations in order to try and cover everything he
felt he needed to do.
Following a game in 2001, Tom drove himself to the
hospital where he was admitted with a heart condition that
required immediate by-pass surgery. Since then, he works
out four days a week at a fitness center and has brought his
weight and his health back in line. He turned in his resignation to the newspapers in July 2003.
“I loved my job, but after almost 21 years, I was tired.
I felt the quality of my work slipping a little and mentally,
I just couldn’t do it anymore. It was time to get out.”
Tom’s dedication and the care he took to portray each
athlete in a positive light did not go unnoticed. Although
his by-line quietly slipped away from the pages of the West
Lane News and the Tri-County News, he hasn’t slipped
from the hearts of his readers. He sold a lot of newspapers
in those 21 years. Parents and grandparents of every athlete eagerly awaited each issue where they knew there
would be a memory waiting to be clipped and pasted into
the pages of their scrapbooks. He deserves recognition for
the very special service that he gave to his “community
family” over the years.
As our interview wound its way to the end, I asked
Tom one final question: “Do you plan to take on another
sportswriting job?” His response was immediate, “No. I
wouldn’t want to start all over in a new place, new schools.
There is only one coverage area I’d consider writing for
again. That’s where I already have family. It’s a special
community with special people.”

The King
(a song lyric)
I Remember, Love Me Tender,
I Remember, Burnin’ Love.
now The King and The Creator,
are in Heaven up above.
A victim of his Destiny,
He changed You and me.
The King of Rock-N-Roll,
seen some sights we’ll never See.
A southern boy, some songs of Joy,
some, melodies of time.
He gave us all, a feeling tall,
Some happiness, some rhyme.
Gone, but not forgotten,
now Heaven sings his songs.
we’ll remember Those memories,
our mortal lifetimes long.
I Remember, Love Me Tender,
I Remember, Burnin’ Love,
now The King and The Creator,
are in Heaven up above.
~ Spyder

To be human or humane…?
The American College Dictionary, ©1948 by
Harper & Brothers, includes this definition of ‘human’ as a synonym:
1. HUMAN, HUMANE may refer to that which
is, or should be, characteristic of human beings. In
thus describing characteristics, HUMAN may refer
to good and bad traits of mankind alike (human kindness, human weakness), with, perhaps, more emphasis on the latter, HUMAN being seen then in contrast to DIVINE: to err is human, to forgive divine;
he was only human. HUMANE (the original spelling of HUMAN, and since 1700 restricted in meaning) takes into account only the nobler aspects of
man: a HUMANE person is, specifically, one actuated by benevolence in his treatment of his fellows,
or of helpless animals; the word once had also connotations of courtesy and refinement (hence, the application of HUMANE to those branches of learning intended to refine the mind).

Outlaw Edwards
18

Groundwaters

April 2008

Thoughts on War Games
by Wanda Edwards

M

y dad, born and raised mostly in Oklahoma, had a lot of
southern attitudes. The two of us, or maybe just me,
had a war going for forty years or so. It went on until I decided one day to try and understand if he had actually taught
me anything that was worth the trouble of having him in my
life. To my surprise, I found a lot of my ideas directly related
to his theories of life. The bottom line, or perhaps the main
ingredient, of dad’s walk in life, was his self-proclaimed laziness. I personally think it could be called the path of least
resistance, but, he called it lazy.
Dad said that given any objective, and this included conversation, the first thing to do was think about it. You figure out
how it can be accomplished with the least amount of time, energy, supplies and factor in never redoing it. Dad claimed it
showed higher intelligence to do things the lazy way. He thought
everyone who had to redo, patch up, apologize or fix a botched
job — be it a marriage, a house or a country — was wasting a
lot of time when they should have been smarter and lazier to
begin with.
I was raised anti-war even though dad served in the Navy
during World War II. The path of least resistance, or the lazy
man’s way, is anti-war. The people who start conflicts should
do a lot more thinking about the results of their actions. Wars
are a waste of time, money, energy and people. I’m definitely
of the opinion that using our brains a little more and our energy a little less would do away with most conflicts.
A lot of my opinions about war and conflict were gleaned
from the chicken coop episode. My dad and his cousin Jack
acquired chickens about the same time. This meant, of course,
that they had to build coops and runs. The way they handled
this endeavor was like comparing a gunny sack to a silk dress.
Cousin Jack was quick to speak and act. He jumped right
into his project as he had a lot of other things to do. He decided
to put it on the backside of his fruit trees, even though that was
not really a permanent place. It could always be done again in a
different spot once he got the rest of his place figured out. He
did know he wanted them away from the house where he couldn’t
hear or smell them even though this also meant he couldn’t see
them.
Knowing that the coop was probably temporary, Jack took
his least desirable lumber and quickly tossed up a frame,
slapped on the sides and top and tacked some tar paper over
the roof and biggest holes. For the run, he tacked some chicken
wire (the big-hole kind) to a couple of trees. Where the trees
were far apart, he tacked some two-by-four pieces to the bottom of the wire. It took part of one afternoon and he was
done.
The dogs, skunks and a few human critters found it easy
to get under the chicken wire. With all the traffic, the tar paper was soon as useless as the fence. Pretty much, the predators got in, the chickens got out and the egg supply vanished.
Jack got angry – well, maybe I should say rip roarin’ mad.
He stomped to the neighbors and did a lot of shouting about
them, their dogs and their kids. His accusations and the manner he presented them, created quite a bit of resistance that

grew into neighborly negligence. One man failed to notice
there were chickens on the road and smashed a few. One
chased several out of his garden but failed to tell anyone they
were out or even notice where he might have chased them to.
Cousin Jack spent more time and energy yelling and threatening. Sometimes, he just happened to have his gun along.
The neighbors became aggressively resistant and got the local law enforcers involved. His wife picked this time to sort
of join the opposition and threaten to go back to her parents.
About twice a year there would be a chicken problem, which
always brought up neighbor problems and sometimes wife problems. Jack would eventually have to spend more time re-doing
what he already had done and use more materials to get it done.
Even Jack knew by now that he should do a permanent fix for
the chickens and he would — when he had the time — which
he never did. When the chicken problems escalated, some other
members of my family spent time trying to keep everyone from
becoming a war casualty. There were a few pets that we did
bury with honors.
The experience at my house was different. Dad was always
slow to speak, slow to start and probably last at the finish line.
He thought quite a bit before he started our coop and run. Before you all think he was actually a lazy man, he did most of his
‘mulling over’ while he was slopping hogs, pitching hay, pouring concrete or doing numerous don’t-need-to-think-about- them
chores. Dad thought about the chickens for a day or so. He then
proceeded to use the best available materials and several days to
finish the project. Dad knew he wouldn’t do the job a second
time.
We had the fanciest chicken coop in the whole county if
you believed the people who stopped by to take a look at it. We
had two chicken runs so one could grow back while the other
one was being used. It was fairly close to the woodshed, so he
ran electricity over to it in case we needed light, which turned
on from the back porch. He dug holes and put the fence posts up
on high ground because chickens don’t like water. He shingled
the roof.
We lost one chicken when my brother put the neighbors
wicked dog inside the run. Dad had to repair a ruined part of
the fence when a second brother showed us he could climb it,
then showed every kid within three miles he could climb it.
No critters of any breed stole our chickens or eggs. Dad had
no wars with the neighbors, nor my mother.
Peace Pilgrim, my sister’s hero, said, “What we suffer
from is immaturity. If we were mature people, war would be
no problem – it would be impossible.”
I think the chicken coop episode proves her statement.
Although, my dad would say, “You just have to think like a
lazy man.”
I live in Eugene and am one of those few who was actually born
here. I have a granddaughter who lives with me. Through the
years I have dabbled with writing. I wanted my granddaughter
to pursue her talent in writing so we joined a group together.
Both of us are having a wonderful time and I have started a
collection of stories about the family. ~ we
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The Gift
By Margo Breckenridge Francisco

I

t is Valentine’s Day and my husband and I have awak
ened to a winter wonderland outside our windows. Our
property has a blanket of white covering these sloping
grounds of the beautiful Willamette Valley. The sunlight is
glistening off the boughs of the snow-laden fir trees surrounding our pond. It is gorgeous living here in the foothills
of the coastal mountains of western Oregon.
My darling husband is working on his computer in our
home office today. What a stroke of luck that he is down
with a cold – not that he has a cold – that he’s not going into
the city. He will be home with me all day. What a bonus for
Valentine’s Day.
Of course, I am all prepared. I have gone to the Harley
store (more commonly referred to as the “hundred
dollar store”) and purchased an automatic garage
door opener for his motorcycle that he has posted on
his never-ending list entitled, “Chrome, Sweet
Chrome.” I have a perfect card that says all the right
words and I even have the gift wrapped up inside a lovely
gift bag that looks like a castle. This holds some significance for us as our country home is a Victorian with two
turrets and our grandchildren do refer to it as “The Castle.”
As you can see, I have gone to trouble here.
As per my usual schedule, I start my day with a shower,
make-up and hair. This sometimes proves to be a lengthy
process because more days than not I am taken captive by
the mirror. I could be held there for hours waiting for ransom that will never arrive. It makes perfect sense to me. I
wouldn’t pay good money either for a menopausal woman
whose face is falling as we speak. Oh, well….. While I am
getting ready, I am thinking. I know he doesn’t have anything for me. He is such a procrastinator. He always waits
until the last minute on everything and with his cold and the
eight inches of snow on the ground….he doesn’t have anything for me. I know it. So, the best thing for me to do is to
wait until evening to give him his gift and then my entire
day won’t be ruined. But, what if just by chance he does
have something for me? Then, if I wait all day to give him
his gift I will have cheated myself out of all those extra hours
of happiness. Still, I know he doesn’t have anything for me.
I just know it. I’ll just hold off for awhile and see if he produces anything.
I finish getting cleaned up and as I am gathering up wet
towels to take to the laundry room downstairs, I’m still thinking. When I go by our office, I can hear his fingers just flying across his keyboard while he listens to our favorite song,
“Old Time Rock and Roll” sung by Bob Seger. He works so
hard. I decide to move his gift from our upstairs sitting room,
where it has been sitting in plain view by my Victorian white
wicker rocking chair for a week, (you see, I give him every
chance) to a more strategic position on the seat of the antique hall tree in the foyer. Now, he has to pass it every time
he goes to the kitchen for a fresh cup of coffee. When he
notices it he will be reminded to go and get my gift (undoubtedly unwrapped) from whatever ingenious hiding place
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where he has squirreled it away. Possibly his car? Probably,
otherwise I would have found it by now. I know he doesn’t
have anything for me. I know it.
The morning passes by as I continue with my normal routine. I do the laundry, fold the clothes, unload the dishwasher,
take out the garbage, babble with my grandbaby on the phone,
call my aerobic buddy and tell her that I am not going to venture out in the snow today, water my plants and make a scrumptious batch of homemade chicken noodle soup.
It’s time for lunch and I am still thinking. I’m beginning
to worry. Not because he hasn’t produced anything yet
but because if he doesn’t have anything for me, when
I give him his gift he will feel bad. I don’t want him
to feel bad because that would take all the joy out
of Valentine’s Day. Oh, the heck with it! If he
doesn’t have anything for me it’s his fault. He
should have been more “thoughty.” I guess I’ll just
go ask him if he wants lunch. If he says “no” after
I’ve gone to the trouble to make this soup for him, I
might just have to hurt him in his sleep. Menopause can
make you kind of mean.
I leave the kitchen and wander through the foyer on the
way to our office and I notice something lying on the floor. I
can’t quite make out what it is from my vantage point so I’ll
have to get closer. (I haven’t been able to figure out if menopause or age has stolen my eyesight but you can bet that just
as soon as I get it figured out my plan is to sue one of them.
Possibly they are in cahoots? I have lots of menopausal
friends and maybe we could start a class action suit.) I start
walking closer to the mystery pile on the floor. When I get
right up on it, I discover that it is only a large piece of towel
lint and strings off the old cleaning rags that I had just laundered. I am secretly relieved. I was afraid that my face had
fallen completely off and was lying on the floor. I hope I
don’t end up looking like those cleaning rags. Oh, well... I
look in on my red-nosed husband hoping he doesn’t have a
fever and I can see he is fast at work. I said, “Honey, I think
some homemade chicken noodle soup would be good for
your cold. Why don’t you take a break and come in the breakfast nook and have a bowl?” Also, another chance for you
to walk by and notice your gift, honey, just in case you haven’t
seen it already. I know he doesn’t have anything for me. He
leans back in his chair, stretches his shoulders a little and
still looking at his computer screen he says, “That’d be great,
honey. I’ll be there in just a… He stopped in mid sentence
as he looked up at me and said, “You are so beautiful.”
My husband carries his gifts within – no wonder I
couldn’t find it.
I was raised in Centralia, WA and have traveled the markets of the
globe in support of my husband during his military career of 26
years. I have two children and three grandchildren.Upon
retirement, my husband and I came to settle here in the Crow Valley
in 1991. My husband was killed on his Harley on February 10,
2006. This story was written as a tribute to him on the second
anniversary of his death. ~MBF

Two Teachers Wore a Dozen Hats
By Wayne Reid and Maybell Dey Robinson
This is Part Two of a story that was begun in the last issue of
Groundwaters. It is part of an unpublished manuscript written
by Wayne and Maybell Robinson about their experiences teamteaching at the Lorane High School in Lorane, Oregon for three
years during the Great Depression...

F

rom 1930-1936, the two of us taught 38 different high
school subjects to meet the standards set by the State of
Oregon for small schools. We were, of course, not always
fully-prepared for all subjects that we had to teach.
The sewing class was somewhat of a hazard for Maybell.
Teachers used to be expected to know everything about everything – and, especially, about the many subjects that they
had been hired to teach. The Lorane girls had been making all
their own clothes at their farm homes since they were old
enough to work the treadle of a sewing machine. They were
accustomed to “whack out” their garments without a formal
pattern. In class, the patterns that were supposed to be used
were often complicated to decode. When Maybell suddenly
realized that she didn’t understand some of the directions,
she would sidetrack the girl for the remainder of the period,
telling her that they would cut the cloth from the pattern the
next day when they had a greater block of time. That evening,
Maybell and I would study out the pattern together, so that
she could nonchalantly show the girl how to use it the following day.
Washing our clothes in an old galvanized tub on a washboard with large bars of strong soap took more weekend time
than our schedule would allow. Occasionally, we took our
laundry to the home of a woman in the community who needed
to earn grocery money. Later, we learned that our laundress
thought one of Maybell’s undergarments was more stylish than
the local version, so she cut a pattern from it and passed it
around to her friends. Cloth cost money, too, so some of the
ladies made up underclothing from unbleached flour sacks.
One portly woman who took advantage of the free pattern
was said to have “Pillsbury’s Best” still boldly printed across
her bottom.
A universal teaching difficulty in the austere ’30s was
money for teaching supplies. Maybell often laughs about
teaching the Lorane girls how to bake a cake as required by
the State Course of Study. Many of the girls had helped cook
for harvesting crews for years. When the cooking class period started, Maybell had to make a quick dash downstairs to
the home economics room to build a fire in the wood stove –
hurried along with a “swish” of kerosene. $10 for a year’s
supply of materials didn’t go very far for this class. so the one
cake had to be a cooperative enterprise. The recipe used was
for a “Cheap Sponge Cake” from the “Boston Cooking-School
Cookbook” by Fannie Merritt Farmer. One girl beat 3 egg
yolks until thick and 1emon-colored – the second added a
cup of sugar gradually and continued beating – the third added
one tablespoon hot water – the fourth one cup of flour which

the fifth and sixth girl cooperatively mixed and sifted with
their 1½ teaspoons baking powder and 1/4 teaspoon sa1t –
the seventh added her 3 egg whites beaten until stiff – the
eighth threw in two teaspoons vinegar – the ninth greased the
cake pan, and the tenth floured the cake pan. Throughout the
process, Maybell was opening the oven door periodically to
give a hand-test to judge when the oven reached “moderate”
heat as mentioned in the recipe.
Even the people in the community expected Mrs.
Robinson to be a home economics expert. One evening, we
were invited to a bachelor’s home for dinner. He had prepared an excellent meal. In the course of our conversation, he
said one of the things he was never sure about was how much
tea to put into the strainer for each cup of freshly-brewed tea.
He wanted Maybell’s “expert” opinion. She made a guess
and crossed her fingers. Our friend followed her directions
and was extremely pleased with her recipe and thanked her
for her expertise when we left his home.
Each year, there was the traditional annual smelt fish fry
benefit for the P.T.A. We always cringed when the time approached for the smelt run. The frying of smelt for the community was done in Maybell’s home economics room. The
room had no ventilating fans, and the fish were deep-fried in
large pans of grease. By the end of the evening, the stove,
tables, walls, ceiling, curtains, and everything that happened
to be in the room were covered with a thick coating of grease.
As custodians of the school, it was our job to clean the room
up that night in preparation for the next day’s classes – a job
that usually took us well toward the morning!
Basketball was always the important sport in small high
schools. The Lane County play-offs for championship in the
“13” League were exciting events. Lorane missed winning
the championships twice in the three years that we coached
there by being eliminated in the semi-finals. I had anticipated

*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
The first practice, dressed in her modest black
bloomers with her referee’s whistle on a string
around her neck and a big lump in her throat, she
tossed the ball up at center, blew her whistle, and
a new basketball coach was on her way to fame!
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
coaching so had taken some college courses in how to coach
several sports. We had not expected that Maybell would have
to coach, so when it became known that she was to be the
girls’ basketball coach, we considered the assignment with
genuine alarm.
The Lorane girls were recognized as the “Midget” team
of the “B” League. They averaged less than 5'-2" in height
and less than 110 lbs. in weight but compensated for their
size with speed, skill, and determination.
Girls’ and boys’ rules were not the same, so we bought a
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Spaulding’s rule book at Hendershott’s Sport Store in Eugene
for girls’ basketball, and we both studied it carefully together.
Before the basketball season started, we went up to the gym
by ourselves, and I taught. Maybell how to pivot, block, shoot,
guard, and to set up plays. The first practice, dressed in her
modest black bloomers with her referee’s whistle on a string
around her neck and a big lump in her throat, she tossed the
ball up at center, blew her whistle, and a new basketball coach
was on her way to fame!
Producing a play was always a big excitement in our
schools. Maybell and I worked together on our nightly play
practices when a play was being rehearsed. She would help
the students with their lines and do the prompting. I would do
the staging and directing, and both of us shared the make-up
job. Every production was an unqualified success from the
very first. Our secret was student and community “involvement.” Every play and every program had a speaking part for
every member of our student body. The entire community
would come, and every one felt a personal interest which guaranteed success for the evening. Casting a three-act play had
some unique problems in the 1930s. “Store” clothes were not
always readily available. As the result, Maybell’s wardrobe
was automatically “drafted” by the amateur actresses. We
sometimes found it necessary in casting the lead to limit it to
a girl who wore size 16 clothing and size 8 shoes! The properties on the stage usually came from our apartment. Davenport, chairs, tables, and incidental items moved from our apartment gave it an unfurnished appearance when a play was ready
for presentation. All of the stage lighting was improvised.
Overhead, spots, and foot lights were made from coffee cans
with light globes inside them. On one occasion, we were putting on a “who-done-it” in which the house lights had to be
dimmed. I made a dimmer by attaching the house current to
two long pieces of iron which were immersed in a jar of blue
vitrol solution. ~. pulling one bar out of the solution, the lights
were .dimmed. Shoving it in more deeply brought the lights
up. I have wondered since then how I avoided burning the
building down or how I escaped electrocuting myself. Standbys for parts in a play were seldom possible in a small school.
Maybell and I always memorized the lines of all the characters – she the female parts, and I the male parts – so that we
could substitute for any one in the cast who was unable at the
last moment to participate. One spring when we were ready
to present a three-act play, the lead character was caught smoking in the locker room. My sense of justice required that he be
suspended at once. His suspension created two problems for
the next day. In addition to having the lead in the play, he was
pitcher for our baseball team. Our “star” performer probably
had visions of both events collapsing without him. I took over
the lead part in the play, and a junior boy who had potential –
but no chance to pitch – was given that assignment, and he
pitched a no-hit game on his first trip to the mound.
We had fun with the Junior-Senior Banquet. Students in
farm communities had very little opportunity to practice the
etiquette of “fancy” dinners so were reluctant to attend until
we decided to rehearse the banquet with all the “Do’s” and
“Don’ts” drilled upon. The boys and girls then, without em-
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barrassment, looked forward to the dinner where they could
practice the etiquette of eating that they had learned together
in the group lessons. At Lorane, we seldom had an absentee.
One girl went through grade school and high school with a
perfect attendance record – in spite of having to milk several
cows twice each day. Another girl and boy walked five miles
each morning to meet the bus and five miles home from the
bus line each night with perfect attendance records throughout high school. In small schools, teachers had a unique position of importance and respect. In a spirit of deference, we
were seldom called by our names. I was “Prof,” and Maybell
was “Mrs. Prof.” We were invited into the homes of our students. During the fishing and hunting seasons, we were kept
supplied with fish, venison, and game birds.
At the end of our third year of teaching at Lorane, the
board announced that it would be necessary to cut all teaching salaries drastically. When I objected to the terrific slash,
one board member maintained that we as a couple made more
money the past school year than all the farmers between Lorane
and Gillespie Corners, several miles down the road. The clerk,
also, showed me a stack of applications of teachers willing to
take our places at almost any salary. One family man offered
to take over my job for a total of $35 per month if the community would provide him with milk, meat, vegetables, and the
use of the apartment in the school building. We accepted positions for the next year (1933-1934) in the Lostine High
School in Wallowa County.
The Lorane Union High School was consolidated with
the Crow School District in 1958. Lostine maintained its twoteacher high school until 1964 – one of the very last small
high schools in Oregon to give up its local independence.
Small high schools have disappeared from the scene in Oregon, but those teachers who started their careers in them no
doubt have been better teachers as the result of the varied
experiences they provided. Often during our 27 years in the
Portland Schools we have been able to use techniques that
we learned in our six years of “wearing many different hats”
in the two-teacher high schools in which we worked.
Information about the Authors
Wayne R. Robinson was a 1926 graduate of Coquille High School and
later earned a B.S. degree in Business Administration and a M.S. degree in Education from the University of Oregon. Prior to 1945, he was principal-teacher
and superintendent for 10 years in small rural high schools in Oregon – Lane,
Wallowa, and Coos Counties. He retired in 1972 after 27 years of service at
Grant High School, Portland, Oregon, where he worked as a guidance counselor.
Maybell Dey Robinson was a 1926 graduate of Myrtle Point High School
and earned a B.A. degree in English and a M.S. degree in Business Education
from the University of Oregon. She taught with her husband in two-teacher high
schools of Oregon for 6 years and retired in 1972 after 27 years of teaching
Business Education classes at Roosevelt High School in Portland. In 1967, she
originated an office education on-the-job training program for senior girls which
received National attention from educators interested in career development.
In addition,Wayne and Maybell traveled extensively, visiting almost every
country in the world.They wrote wonderfully long and detailed Christmas letters
telling about those travels each year. I was fortunate to be added to their mailing
list following the publication of S&C in 1987. Currently, their son-in-law, Bob
Wendling, is in the process of publishing a book from the wealth of journals,
diaries, manuscripts, and letters that the Robinson’s left as their legacy. pe

Recollections

The Flour Sack

By Avis Rust

By Colleen B. Hubert
In that long ago time when things were saved,
When roads were graveled and barrels were staved,
When worn out clothing was used as rags,
And there were no plastic wrap or bags,
And the well and the pump were way out back,
A versatile item, was the flour sack.
Pillsbury’s Best, Mother’s and Gold Medal, too
Stamped their names proudly in purple and blue.
The string sewn on top was pulled and kept;
The flour emptied and spills were swept.
The bag was folded and stored in a sack
That durable, practical flour sack.
The sack could be filled with feather and down,
For a pillow, or t’would make a sleeping gown.
It could carry a book and be a school bag,
Or become a mail sack slung over a nag.
It made a very convenient pack,
That adaptable, cotton flour sack.
Bleached and sewn, it was dutifully worn
As bibs, diapers, or kerchief adorned.
It was made into skirts, blouses and slips
And mom braided rugs from one hundred strips.
She made ruffled curtains for the house or shack,
From that humble but treasured flour sack!
As a strainer for milk or apple juice,
To wave men in, it was a very good use,
As a sling for a sprained wrist or a break,
To help mother roll up a jelly cake,
As a window shade or to stuff a crack,
We used a sturdy, common flour sack!
As dish towels, embroidered or not,
They covered up dough, helped pass pans so hot,
Tied up dishes for neighbors in need,
And for men out in the field to seed.
They dried dishes from pan, not rack
That absorbent, handy flour sack!
We polished and cleaned stove and table,
Scoured and scrubbed from cellar to gable,
We dusted the bureau and oak bed post,
Made costumes for October (a scary ghost)
And a parachute for a cat named Jack.
From that lowly, useful old flour sack!
So now my friends, when they ask you
As curious youngsters often do,
“Before plastic wrap, Elmers Glue
And paper towels, what did you do?”
Tell them loudly and with pride don’t lack,
“Grandmother had that wonderful flour sack!”

T

he year was 1934 and I was a young girl of fourteen.
We lived twenty three miles from the closest town
which was Wheatland, Wyoming where I was born.
My brother had come home and brought my dad’s
check which was thirty dollars. It was decided to visit my
sister in Wheatland. When we arrived there, we were told
they had gone to my brother-in-law’s place preparing to
leave for the state of Washington on the sixth of July.
My grandmother lived in Lancaster, Oregon, so Mother
gave them the thirty dollars if we could go with them and
could go on to Lancaster where my grandmother lived.
A Model B Ford truck with a tent covering the bed
would be our transportation. Thirteen people were to travel
west. We went back home and made ready to be picked up
on July 6, 1934 to start the journey west.
We camped along the highway at night. Meals were
campfire meals. Potty breaks were infrequent; so, with
children aboard, a makeshift porta-potty was established.
Not much to look at along the way across Wyoming,
Idaho and Eastern Oregon, maybe an antelope or a big eared
jackrabbit. I had seen plenty of open country in my fourteen years.
As we entered the Columbia Gorge and what a difference was the scenery, I was awed by what I saw. No river
was so big as the Columbia, or the trees like giants reaching for the sky. One stop we made was at the Vista House
that overlooked the Columbia Gorge. The scenery was almost beyond my belief.
We crossed the great Columbia River at Portland, Oregon into Washington. Some of the passengers were to stay
in Vancouver. Back across the majestic river and along the
Willamette to Junction City or, to be specific, Lancaster,
where my grandmother lived on a little five-acre tract of
land.
We made a trip to Junction City and were stopped by a
policeman at the Highway 99 junction. He wanted my
brother-in-law’s driver’s license. Sorry, Wyoming did not
require a license. It took a while to establish the fact. We
were soon on our way to finish the business at hand.
Our stay with Grandmother Dudley was delightful. Met
some more of the family and enjoyed peaches and raspberries. What a treat to be able to pick them for ourselves.
Our visit over, we headed back to Wyoming. After
Mother saw the possibilities and grandmother needed help,
she vowed to come back and take care of her mother. One
year later we packed up a 1926 Model A sedan and, pulling a trailer with all our worldly goods, we were on our
way to live in Oregon.
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Working Undercover
By Jennifer Chambers

B

y the time Cheryl got to the cocktail party it was in
full swing. She brushed off construction debris on the
foot brush inside the tall pillars of the entryway. “And these
were my best black heels,” she muttered to herself. Cheryl
smoothed her dress and felt through her evening bag to the
newly minted badge for luck. She
trusted her cover as an art dealer
was deep as the months of careful
set-up had planned, but she had a
hard time figuring out the directions, with so many houses looking the same. And she’d
never been invited to the
home of such a big-wig
before. Darn these
McMansions, anyway,
she thought.
A maid in a crisp black
dress opened the door. The
lines in her face were deeper than the pedigree of the new
home’s owners but her smile was warm. Cheryl allowed
her to take her aunt’s fur wrap and snagged a glass of champagne from a wandering waiter. Ugh! The obligatory bottles
of Cristal sat on the shelf behind the bar, but what she was
served was not it.
“Ms. Bridgers! How nice to see a member of San Jose’s
finest art buyers in the flesh,” Randy Veenendahl was overly
polite but his eyes were glassy, pupils dilated.
“Mr. Veenendahl. I couldn’t resist coming to see the
exhibit. I hope you don’t mind me crashing your party,”
Cheryl parried with more confidence than she felt.
Ohmygosh, the central subject of the investigation is talking to me! She covered the thought with a smile, cocked a
hip and tried to give him a sideways flirty glance. “I’ve
always loved De Muir. I know his work has become only
more valuable since his death. You’re lucky to get your
hands on so many of his paintings,” she said. Veenendahl
took the bait and put a friendly hand on her shoulder.
“Of course! De Muir was a personal friend of mine.
We shared business interests. Enjoy the party… maybe I’ll
see you later.” The letch! He just looked down my shirt.
Cheryl felt dirty. She tried another sip of the champagne,
then winced and surreptitiously dumped it in a fake plant.
Abstract art displays teemed with more of Veenendahl’s
“business associates,’ and Cheryl saw with relief an undercover agent on the third stair. She made her way over
to the refreshment area. Plexiglas towers held mounds of
fruit, sliced cheeses and meats, but flies swarmed over the
meat. A cracker looked safer. She strolled to the wall of
windows and looked out at the backyard. The sod was just
laid over dirt; the seams were beginning to darken and die
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and the whole had a hastily watered, undernourished look.
OK, this fit the profile. Veenendahl wasn’t here for long,
Cheryl decided, despite the seeming opulence of his “estate.”
Several people crowded into a small bathroom adjoining the kitchen for a few minutes. When they returned,
their interactions were jovial to the point of frantic. Randy
had a lot of new best friends, she noted.
Cheryl exchanged banalities with the flashy people
strewn across the granite living room and excused herself.
The bathroom was of a piece with the rest of the house, an
expanse of white tile, carpet and towels. She wrestled her
phone out of her tiny purse and pressed a button. “Chief,
send them in.”
“Are you sure?” The phone crackled with static. She
had been on this investigation for just under a month and
it was her way to prove herself to a new boss. The transfer
from Property Crimes to Undercover hadn’t been easy. The
phone in her hand vibrated with the pre-arranged signal,
and she went out to station herself in the right spot at the
base of the stairs. She knew Chief would get in position
and interact with the subject, and she could feel her pulse
pound in her throat.
“Veenendahl?” When her phone transmitted Chief's
gruff statement to the suspect, she swiftly pressed a button
to end the call she'd inadvertently left on and shoved her
hand in her purse. It almost ripped the lining, but hey, she
was a rookie. Cheryl tensed her hand on her bag and the
miniaturized equipment she kept there. She hoped not to
use it, and held her breath. The chief, in his cover as a
local car lot owner, had managed to talk Randy into putting on the cuffs quietly. She let out her breath in a long
puff.
“Okay folks,” she waved her hands for attention.
“Party’s over.” The other officers helped shepherd the
partygoers out of the building.
Just another day for San Jose’s finest.

A man either lives life as it happens to him, meets it head on
and licks it, or he turns his back on it and starts to wither away.
~ Gene Roddenberry

Camp Adair
By Sonny Hays-Eberts

C

amp Adair now lies abandoned north of Corvallis. Lo
cated just off Highway 99W, few motorists notice the
sign promoting the four Army divisions that trained there
almost 70 years ago. Some crumbling chimneys, some broken foundations and a memorial sign are all that remain to
indicate this was once one of the most bustling places in
all of Oregon. Interstate-5 has replaced Highway 99 as the
main travel route and Camp Adair is probably more wellknown now as a growing township of Corvallis south of
the historical training camp site. I noticed the sign while
driving to Monmouth for work, and a few weeks later, Judy
and I made a trip up to check it out for some photography
and to bring the dogs along. What was once a bustling
little town is now a hunting and wildlife reserve which
also features a mini-aviary of chukkar, quail and pheasant.
It is difficult to imagine how different this landscape
was in 1942. The United States had just declared war and
the massive mobilization of manpower was underway.
Hundreds of new towns sprang up across America as the
Army ramped up training, and ranks swelled. These ‘towns’
would be home to tens of thousands of young men undergoing training and maneuvers. In addition, sporting events
and social events were part of the mix. Local citizens were
quick to support the war drive, hosting USO dances and
events in Corvallis, Salem, Albany, Eugene and Portland.
The University of Oregon baseball team played (and lost)
to the Timberwolves division team, which was one of the
best baseball teams on the coast, sporting several players
with Major League experience.
The Timberwolves, as the 104th Infantry Division was
known, was the federalized National Guard units of Idaho,
Montana, Wyoming and Nevada. The citizens of Oregon
adopted and supported all the units at Camp Adair, but the
Timberwolves had a special place in people’s hearts, as
Mrs. Winston of Corvallis penned…
“Wherever go the boys of the 104th and whatever they
do will always concern us in Corvallis who witnessed the
birth of the outfit. They’ll always be our bunch of boys.”
Mrs. Winston would have plenty to keep up on. The
th
104 would serve with distinction in Europe; fighting
through France to the Siegfried Line, fighting in Holland
and Central Germany and linking up with the Soviet Union.
They inflicted over 18,000 casualties and took over 50,000
prisoners while suffering 1,447 dead and 4,776 wounded.
They took over 2,000 towns and communities and fought
with valor and distinction, fully living up to the motto
‘Nothing in hell can stop the Timberwolves.’ They earned
one Medal of Honor and 25 Distinguished Service Crosses.
The citation for the Medal of Honor awarded to Cecil
Bolton indicates the strength of character found in the men
of the 104th.

“Lt. Bolton, leader of the weapons platoon of Company E, 413th Infantry, on the night of 2 November 1944
fought gallantly in a pitched battle which followed the
crossing of the Mark River in Holland. When two machine
guns pinned down his company, he tried to eliminate, with
mortar fire, their grazing fire which was inflicting serious
casualties and preventing the companies advance from an
area rocked by artillery shelling. In the moonlight it was
impossible for him to accurately locate the enemies camouflaged positions; but he continued to direct fire until
wounded severely in the legs and rendered unconscious
by a German shell. When he recovered consciousness, he
instructed his unit and then crawled to the forward rifle
positions. Taking a two-man bazooka team with him on a
voluntary mission, he advanced chest deep in chilling water along a canal toward one enemy machine gun. While
the bazooka team covered him, he approached alone to
within fifteen yards of the hostile emplacement in a house.
He charged the remaining distance and killed the two gunners with hand grenades. Returning to his men, he led them
through intense fire over open ground to assault the second German machine gun. An enemy sniper who blocked
the way was dispatched, and the trio moved on. When discovered by the machine gun crew and subjected to direct
fire, Lt. Bolton killed one of the three gunners with carbine fire, and his two comrades shot the others. Continuing to disregard his wounds, he led the bazooka team toward an 88-millimeter artillery piece which was having a
telling effect on the American ranks, approaching once
more through icy canal water until he could dimly make
out the gun’s silhouette. Under his fire direction, the two
soldiers knocked out the enemy weapon with rockets. On
the way back to his own lines, he was again wounded. To
prevent his own men’s being longer subjected to deadly
fire, he refused aid and ordered them back to safety, painfully crawling after them until he reached his lines, where
he collapsed. Lt. Bolton’s heroic assaults in the face of
vicious fire, his inspiring leadership and continued aggressiveness even though suffering from serious wounds, contributed in a large measure to overcoming strong enemy
resistance and made it possible for his battalion to reach
it’s objective. HARRY S. TRUMAN”
Camp Adair is silent now. But if you visit it, take a
second and listen to the ghosts of the soldiers past.
The Groundwaters staff would like to apologize to
Carl Puchacz for misspelling his name in the “Moment of Valor” feature of the January 2008 issue.
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Town Hall Magic
By Jennifer Chambers

H

annah walked briskly to the town square through her field,
over the wooden stile and on to the town. Her next-door
neighbor Edward, it transpired, owned quite a bit of her newly
adopted town of Stow. He was in fact something of a feudal lord,
even if the title had disintegrated long ago. She would give him a
piece of her mind after this city council meeting. He had some
nerve, acting like a starving artist.
As she neared the low-roofed, whitewashed city hall, she
noticed a steady stream of townspeople filing inside. She gave a
friendly wave and nod to those she passed and went in to a typical
bureaucratic office. It was large and industrial looking, with rows
of metal folding chairs set in front of a long wooden table that
served as the seating area for the councilors.
The front right chair at the table was occupied by a large
man of florid complexion, sparse blond-gray hair, and a beaming
smile. “Hello, there, miss,” he rumbled.
She returned his smile. “Hi,” she said, and walked up to extend
her hand in greeting. “I’m Hannah Jones. I inherited my grandma’s
farm – on the side of Mr. Landingham?”
“Oh yes, Hannah, I’m Roly Parrish. My father was very good
friends with your grandmother. She is missed.” The man’s rumbling grew lower and he cleared his throat. “A lot of folks will
miss Violet.” He dabbed his eyes and a woman of middle age slid
into the chair nearest him.
“Hello dear, did I hear you say you were Violet’s girl? I’m
Anita, Anita Watson.” The short woman spoke as fast as lightening and moved almost as quickly. With her red hair and jeweltoned clothing she reminded Hannah of a hummingbird, fast and
fluttery.
Hannah reached out to shake her hand warmly. “I’m Hannah.
Nice to meet you. Thanks for your words about my grandmother.
I inherited Violet Cottage, and I’m at City Hall today about starting a business.”
“She’s planning on starting a little shop selling soap, of all
things,” a voice called from the doorway. Edward entered the
room and Hannah felt her heart fall with a whoosh to the pit of
her stomach. He looked windblown and delectable, all wild brown
hair, and wore incongruous dress shoes with the scruffy motorcycle jacket. “Eh, love?”
He winked and warmth flooded Hannah from the roots of
her professionally highlighted hair to the tips of her pedicured
toes. She was self conscious suddenly, awkward and defensive all
at once. “Edward. I was beginning to tell the council...”
“Wait a minute for all of them to get here and you can tell
them all. Have a seat,” he said.
Put off by his imperious manner. Hannah sat across the room
from him on what she suspected was the least comfortable folding chair in creation. The hinge pinched her bottom painfully
and it squeaked to boot. She sat up straighter and smoothed her
hair, checking the leather notebook at her feet reflexively.
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Roughly fifty people filled the room. It was surprising for a
small town like Stow, but a lot about the town was more than she
expected. Many of the people who filled the room went out of
their way to greet her, a stranger. She halfway expected Edward
to sit up at the table with the other council members He was
instead seated laterally opposite her in the semicircle of townspeople. The spicy, cigar-like scent he wore lingered beside her
where he had been, however briefly, and she closed her eyes a
moment to clear him from her mind.
The preliminary introductions and minutes from the last
meeting were read. “New business?” Anita, who appeared to be
the secretary, said.
Hannah stood. “May I speak?” A bead of sweat trickled down
her forehead and into her eyes, and she hoped she wiped it off
surreptitiously.
“Yes?” Roly Parrish coughed after he answered.
“I want to introduce myself to the town,” she said, “My name’s
Hannah Jones, for those of you who haven’t met me. I’ve inherited my Grandmother Violet Jones’ farmhouse a mile or so down
the road.” She clutched her notebook a nervously. “I want to put
down some roots here. Violet was my only grandma, and I didn’t
see her as much as I wanted to. But she taught me how to do
something practical and I’d like to try to make a go of it. I want
to start my own business, making soaps and beauty products, out
of her house.”
She took a deep breath and started to speak but was interrupted once again. This time it was a man in the back of the
room with a grizzled beard.
“I object.” the man said, “That land aren’t fit for a business,”
he frowned. He wore ancient looking trousers and a threadbare
tweed shirt. “And what business does she mean to do here, the
foreigner?”
Hannah was worried. “I did some research. I didn’t see
anything about this land not being applicable for business. It’s in
the city limits, and it’s a home-based enterprise. I’ll pay taxes, of
course.”
“Oh, hold your water. Carthage’s just trying to scare you,
aren’t you lad? As far as I know, you’re perfectly within your
rights. You were born here, yes?” Edward stood on the edge of
the room now but his voice rang out clear. “You’re all right.”
Roly Parrish, cowed by Edward, bent over backwards to
agree. “Then you’re English! Right, right. Welcome home, little
lady Good luck to you.”
“Thank you. I have a business plan to show the council,” she
opened her folder and set a stapled document on the table. Relieved, she sat down, and shot Edward a grateful smile. She
couldn’t figure him out. Cranky one minute and helpful the next.
It was only nice to thank him with a home-cooked meal. Maybe
that would help her figure out what he was all about.

An interminable time later, the town’s business was complete,
and Hannah walked out the door with a fistful of forms and the
assurance that they were merely a formality.
The darkness outside was the kind peculiar to the countryside. Even though Stow was on the tourist trail, it was deserted
at night. She started her short walk home in the town center.
In a moment, Edward Landingham pulled up alongside her
in an ancient farm truck. “D’you need a ride?”
Though the night was beautiful, the heat of he day lingered
and rose up in waves from the road. “All right. You are going my
way,” she gave a short laugh, triumphant in her victory over the
council.The seat was almost as threadbare as that man Carthage’s
pants, but it was patched in places with silver tape.
“The belt is the lap kind,” Edward said, studiously avoiding
her eyes as he reached over to help her adjust it.
Settled, Hannah turned to him. “Well, I should chew you
out,” she said. “You come off all good-old-boy, poor farmer type,
and come to find out you own half the county. Whatever you call
it here.”
The enigmatic smile he gave her in return was enough to
sway her just a little. “We don’t like outsiders,” he said. “And we
all loved Violet.”
Well, that was understandable. Mollified for now, she sat
back. She felt lucky it was a short ride.
“So, you’re takin’ up where your grandma left off?”
Suddenly she felt the cold rush in through a loose window
panel. “What do you mean?’
“Well, Violet helped half the people ‘round here with their
problems, with her herbs an’ the like. Most people here wonder
if you’ve got her… skills too.”
Hannah was shocked into silence. “Oh, look! We’re here.”
They had pulled into the drive of Violet Cottage. She wasn’t sure
how much she wanted the town to know about her, and equally
sure that if she told Edward Landingham anything and asked him
to keep it to himself, he would. She made a decision. “Let’s
just say that everyone can judge for themselves, when
I open the shop.”
“Hmmm.” He was looking at her with new
appreciation.
“Meanwhile, do you want to have dinner
with me on Friday next?”
He drove off. Hannah’s mind was filled with
plans for the shop, and for the meal she planned
to serve once she got the kitchen put to rights.
As she laid down before sleep, she got the precious book she had found in the lower kitchen
cabinet, tucked away out of sight.
“Recipes,” the book’s cover read. But it was
not just any cookbook. It was Violet’s, and the
recipes weren‘t just for food. Hannah turned to
the first section, and began to read.
She couldn’t have seen the glow and sparkle
that emanated from her bedroom window.

Marj’s Diary
○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

April 18, 1952

W

hen God created woman, he knew it was a necessity; not because man was lonesome, but because
he couldn’t find anyone to blame for all his troubles.
Of course she didn’t help the situation any when she ate
the forbidden fruit; but he was there and could have stopped
her. Anyway, he had been wondering for a long time what
would happen if the fruit were eaten; and it just saved him
the blame.
Henceforth, we poor females have had to bear the blame
for all the ills of man. When a man must choose between
situations he asks the advice of his spouse; but if her solution
goes wrong—oh, man! Is she in the doghouse; but if he is
right—oh, man! The bragging you will hear.
Any woman holding high political office suffers such ridicule and certainly is a bulwark of courage and stamina and
must have a cast iron curtain to shut out all the guffs.
According to statistics there are more women in the world
than men. I don’t know if this has been true through all the
ages; but if the proportion remains, the women should be able
to rule through numbers rather than size.
For centuries the woman was in the background—man’s
slave. Now she is gradually crawling forward into equality
with the man; and perhaps before too long, he will have to
take the blame and like it.

By Marjorie Hays
(Thanks to Virginia Vandehey for sharing the diary of
Marjorie Hays)

Coming Soon! See Marjorie Hays’ complete diary on the
Groundwaters website at http://www.groundwaters.org
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Cookin’ With Jen

I

n these uncertain financial times, it’s refreshing to look
back at the tips our forefathers and -mothers used for eating
economically. In addition to a home garden, an effective cooking
technique for saving money comes down to the method used.
This article from a 1927 edition of Good Meals and How To Prepare
Them, (International Magazine Company, Inc.) illustrates the idea
beautifully—and can easily translate to meals today.

ing grass and flowers, every house-keeper has a feeling of sympathy, and begins to talk of house-cleaning. The first bright sunshine of spring reveals unsuspected dust and cobwebs, and to her
imagination even the scrubbing-brushes and brooms seem anxious to begin this campaign.” —Buckeye Cookery, Buckeye publishing Company, 1885

Whole-Wheat Muffins

From “A Week of Menus Prepared in the Electric Range

1 c. scalded milk
1 c. cold water
2 T. fat
¼ c. sugar
¾ t. salt

Monday:
Breakfast—1927 fuel cost, $.063
Orange Juice
Rolled WheatCream
Scrambled Eggs, Whole Wheat Muffins
Coffee Milk
Luncheon—1927 fuel cost, $.051
Cheese fondue
Cabbage and Nut Salad Rye bread
Sliced Peaches Cream
Dinner—1927 fuel cost, $.067
Delmonico Roast Brown gravy
Baked Potatoes
Asparagus with Butter sauce
Endive French dressing
Baked Custard Coffee”
The menu goes on for a sample spring/summer week, and is
prefaced by this paragraph; it makes as much sense now as it did
in 1927:
“The following meals for a week that can be easily changed
to suit any season were prepared in the electric range with view
to using the oven as much as possible. In preparing Monday’s
luncheon the individual custards were baked in the oven for
Tuesday’s luncheon. For Tuesday’s luncheon, the bacon for the
Baked Peas (Tuesday’s menu, not in article) was broiled under
the top element while the oven was heating. The Cream puffs for
dinner and potatoes, diced, sufficient for dinner and Wednesday’s
luncheon were cooked while peas were baking.”
From this resource, we can glean the important and littlevalued skill of planning ahead. Much of the 1927 menu depended
on what was in season or preserved. Granted, it takes a lot to
plan a day or week’s worth, or in the case of planning a garden, a
half year’s worth, of meals. But with proper planning, you can
save money and time. And that can just as easily be used for a
stressed working mother as a depression-era, at-home one.
“Housecleaning: When Mother Earth summons the stirring winds
to help clear away the dead leaves and winter litter for the com28
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1 t. yeast
1 egg, well beaten
4 c. wheat flour
(for graham muffins, substitute
2 c. graham flour, 2 c. wheat)

Add fat, sugar, and salt to liquid when lukewarm. Add yeast, egg,
and flour. Beat five minutes. Let rise overnight. Fill muffin pans
two-thirds full. Let rise until full; bake 30 minutes at 425 degrees.

Cranberry Relish
• Dice a peeled tangerine.
• Finely chop 1/4 cup fresh ginger.
• Combine in a food processor with 3/4 lb. fresh
cranberries and 3/4 cup sugar.
• Blend until even. Refrigerate for 2 days.
Submitted by Rhonda Rauch

A

Garden Tip
zaleas can be tricky to maintain. Too little water
is the most common problem.

1) Azaleas need to be kept in a cool place with 3 to 4
hours of direct sunlight per day.
2) Keep plants out of hot, dry air.
3) Keep the soil moist but avoid drowning the flower.
4) Do not fertilize while in bloom. Once blooms fade, re-pot
into a larger container and use acid-forming fertilizer.
5) In early summer, transplant to outdoors in a cool,
protected area.
- Avis Rust

A

s I type this I am thinking about how the word emer
gency is used in cooking. Now days when you cook, an
emergency meal is anything that is ready in 20 minutes or less,
but in my mother’s day emergency meal meant anything you could
make out of the ingredients in your pantry and what meat you
had on hand. (For some families’ like mine, it still means this
plus the 20 minutes or less.) My family loves this dish and we
have made it with many different vegetables. Again whatever we
have on hand. This casserole is easy and can be doubled, just use
a bigger dish or pan so it is not too thick and extend the cooking
time by 20 to 30 minutes so the middle gets done. (I test mine
with an instant read thermometer 165 degrees or above.)
~ KarenVosika

Emergency Casserole
1 pound Ground Beef (not too fatty), pat into bottom of
oiled casserole
1 large Onion, chop and spread over meat. (You can use
dehydrated)
1 16-oz can Green Beans, drained (If you use fresh make
sure you cook them first.)
1 can Mushroom Soup, spread over green beans (Any cream
soup will work.)
1 bag Tater Tots, flat or round shaped
Cover with Tater Tots and bake, covered, for 1 hour at 350
degrees.
There are two primary choices in life; to accept conditions
as they exist, or accept the responsibility for changing them.
~ Denis Waitley

Six Sentences
By Jim Burnett

W

hat can you say in just six sentences? The follow
ing submission was inspired by Robert McEvily and
his “6S” site (http://sixsentences.blogspot.com/). Robert
has given us permission to use his idea and format in
Groundwaters and we thought Groundwaters readers and
writers might enjoy giving it a try. So, put your thinking
cap on and see what you can come up with in just six sentences and send it to us. Oh… you might want to submit it
to Robert’s 6S blog too.
The “rules” are simple. Your submissions must contain six consecutive sentences only in paragraph format –
no poems and no bullets. Each submission is to be titled
and the title should be no longer than 36 characters including spaces. The submission should relate to the planned
Groundwaters’ themes and acceptance and publication of
the submission shall be at the sole discretion of the editorial staff. The staff will select from one to six of the best
submissions for each issue.
The following is an example of a six sentence submission:

Freedom to Change
By Jimminy Cricket
As I allow myself to be wrong, I learn something new
almost every day. Yesterday’s truths, facts and beliefs
continually evolve, are changed and replaced by even
more transient concepts. I am no longer driven to be
right and have no need to prove others wrong; no need
to convert, to turn them away from their truths and
beliefs. There is great freedom in that; freedom to respect the knowledge and the beliefs of others. I am free
to change without expecting that others change. And, I
have no fear of being wrong again tomorrow.

Mirror on the Wall
Mirror, mirror on the wall
I don’t like you at all
You show me tattered and torn
Withered and forlorn
Mirror on the wall
I see laughter and joy
Hidden in those folds
Yes, that face is
Weathered and worn
Do you know that soul of old?

Have fun with this little exercise. We are anxious to see
some other samples of our readers’ and writers’ creativity.

That face in the mirror
Has planted and toiled
For very young and very old
Have you heard the stories told
Mirror on the wall?
Youth and beauty has faded
Now weathered and withered
Replaced with wrinkles and aged
I look into the mirror on the wall
I see wisdom, gentleness, long suffering, love for all.
~ Jessie Stinson
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My Little Black Box
By Alyksys Lename
My little black box is neat,
It is crisp and clear and serene,
Why I would ever want to leave it,
I don’t know – my box is my dream.

Mission at Dawn
By Joey Franklin

I

t was the year 1920 and I was on my 11th mission. It was
barely dawn. I could hear cannon fire in the distance. I
must get these documents to Hawaii. My engine doesn’t
sound good. Chase, the pilot looks worried.
Suddenly, the tail starts smoking. David, the passenger
tries to fix it, but it’s not working. The tail caught on fire
now. I flew down by the ocean, it became wet. I hear gunfire as a plane next to me spins to the ocean. As it hits sea
bed, water sprays into David’s face. I look towards the
horizon and see a sunrise shining like a nickel in the sunlight.
Suddenly, the sound of cannon fire alarms me. Cannon
fire happens again, except this time it skids my wings. I’m
lucky to be alive.
I’ve been in flight for 48 hours straight. David starts
pumping gas into the gas tank.
Then, ten more planes start shooting at me. I spun and
looped. David shot a few down, but that wasn’t enough.
Six planes were left.They surrounded me, then I realized I
was going down. As I float in the water, the pilot gets shot
and the passenger remains a mystery.

Joel Matthew Franklin is days away from his 12th birthday and is in
the 6th grade at Lincoln Middle School in Cottage Grove. He wrote
“Mission at Dawn” last year as a school project. Besides writing, he
loves baseball.

Between Me and What Once Was
By Alyksys Lename
After all the experiences I’ve had, I know,
That after a short time passes and I am changed,
The world around me cannot change as I have,
And I cannot return to the way I once was,
For too much has come between me and what once was...
What I can do is look at everything I’ve done,
That which is both good and bad,
And remember it, but not let it hinder me,
For when I let that happen,
Then I have forsaken the dream of the future,
For the memory of my past,
And what once was...
30
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My little black box is my world,
It is what I always have known.
I like it ‘cuz it looks and smells –
It is my beloved home.
One day I decided to step from my box
And take a good look around.
I decided I couldn’t keep my head in my box.
I’m not an ostrich with its head in the ground.
I took a big leap and landed
In a land of Lederhosen and Bier.
No one really understood that,
my dreams outweighed my fear.
I’ve come to realize, that Lederhosen –
And bier – are not so scary as they seem.
I live in this new world of mine,
and I play with the new scene.
My little black box has expanded.
I painted it white, green, red, brown, and blue.
I want to experience something else next year,
what is different exciting and new.
I put windows in my little box.
They are the passage way – a new pair of eyes,
and with them, I see the destruction,
the pain, the sorrow...I cry.
But if you were to look into my box,
Of white, green, red, brown, and blue,
The inside is still small and black.
Inside of me, I still love my home...
...I still do

Alyksys Lename lived for most of her life in Lane County.
She of course dreamed of living in Antartica and studying
there, but settled for the German scene. She loves it in
Germany, and only plans on coming back because she
misses Groundwaters and the library back in the home
country. Besides her daily intake of brot and bier, she
enjoys playing sports and a large load of German
homework. Somehow, in place of sleep, she takes the
time to write poetry, short stories, and novels, although
finishing them is the hard part.

Nick DeAngelo has dedicated his life to writing the tragic
events of himself in comics, all of which should be left alone to
avoid any misery, grief, or bad stomach pains.
During his journeys to most clearly and accurately depict
the terrible events in his own life, Nick DeAngelo has had to
battle lions, face angry mobs, and escape from caves quickly
filling with deadly fungus. Many times, Nick has been presumed
dead, all times inaccurately.
As I wrote before, it would be most recommended to avoid
reading the comics of Nick DeAngelo, as they contain such tragic
things as pictures, words, and voice bubbles.
Right now, Nick is in hiding, as he is being sued by Lemony
Snicket for copyright violations.
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A Look Back in Time

Community News
Artist’s Group Meeting Recap

A

new visual artist’s group meets on the third Monday
of each month, at 7:30 p.m., at the Fern Ridge Public
Library. One of the group’s coordinators, Ellen Marmon,
tells us that the monthly gathering is “open to all visual artists, including potters, weavers, etc.” The group is considering options for a formal name but the meetings themselves are informal and fun. Artists, please join—they’re
accepting new members with open arms!

An Afternoon of Fun on a Local,
Organic Farm!

W

inter Green Farm, an organic, member-supported
Community Farm, will be hosting our Spring Open
House Potluck on Saturday, May 31st, from 12:00-4:00 p.m.
Bring a dish to share and take a hayride with great views of
baby calves and newly-planted fields. You can explore the
farm and join in fun-filled events. This event is FREE, open
to the public and will be held rain or shine. Call 935-1920
or visit http://www.wintergreenfarm.com for more information.

Interested in helping your community?

J

oin Rotary. The Provisional Rotary Club of Fern
Ridge,part of District 5110, meets Tuesdays at 7:00
a.m., at Our Daily Bread Restaurant in Veneta. Rotary is,
according to their literature, “an opportunity to build lifelong friendships and experience the personal fulfillment of
providing volunteer service to others.” Projects of the Fern
Ridge Rotary, chartered January 2008, have included participation in the Great Rotary Duck Race, providing computers for students in a resource room, serving refreshments
at the Veneta Light Parade and contributing, along with their
sponsor club, to soldiers stationed in Iraq. Interested? Email
hklukas@comcast.net for more information.

Applegate Art Gallery Spring Show

P

lease visit the Applegate Art Gallery in Veneta for their
Spring Show, Saturday, May 10, right before Mother’s
Day! The gallery, located at the West Lane Center in Veneta,
has a wide variety of artists on display, and offers classes in
diverse subjects. Check their website at http://
www.pickettonline.com/AAG/Homepage.html for an
updated list of classes and open hours.Try to make it to one
of the business meetings, on the first Monday of the month,
for a free demonstration.
32
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Cowgirl, cultural icon and future publisher Judy Hays takes a
break from her comic to pose for posterity. (Photo courtesy
of the Hays family, mid-1960s)

Memorial Day Activities

E

very Memorial Day weekend, many vineyards and
wineries of Oregon kick up their heels with special
tasting and celebrations. This year, try Château Lorane
(http://www.chateaulorane.com), King Estates (http://
www.kingestates.com), Secret House Winery, (http://
secrethousewinery.com) or Sweet Cheeks Winery (http://
www.sweet cheeks winery.com) These are among the finest
vineyards in our area. Please, stop by and support our local
viticulture on the holiday weekend and enjoy food and music
too.
I believe that we are solely responsible for our choices,
and we have to accept the consequences of every deed,
word, and thought throughout our lifetime. ~ Elizabeth
Kubler Ross
It’s not a matter of can or cannot, it’s a matter of will or
will not, everything is a choice, choose wisely. ~ Ed
Hillenbrand

If you like what you read, pass it on.

