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8. 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.
9. Works in the public domain may be submitted to reprint, but
credits to authors/artists must be included.
10. No payment (other than fleeting fame) is offered. Groundwaters
will provide two copies to a contributor of the issues in which their work
appears. Please include a mailing address for this purpose.
11. 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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Contributors to Summer 2008
Artists & Authors: Nicole Bain, Joey Blum, Sylvia Beltran, Pat
Broome, Jim Burnett, Elizabeth Tyler Brown, Jennifer Chambers,
Gene Conrad, Joe DeAngelo, Pat Edwards, Wanda Edwards, Pat
Gill, Millie Graves, Marjorie Hays, Judy Hays-Eberts, Sonny HaysEberts, Tom Howell, Stephanie Kau, Paula Klug Keys, Alexis
Lanham, Gary L. Lewis, Catalina Locke, Norm Maxwell, Herbert
Medlin, Avis Rust, Estelle Sweet, Anita Van Hise and June Wyant
With Sincere and Abundant Gratitude To: Sylvia Beltran,
Ryan Chambers, Kathy Fox, Pat Gill (In Memory of Janet
Romanek) and readers everywhere!
————————————
Locations for extra copies: Fern Ridge Market in Alvadore;
Cheshire Darimart, in Cheshire; The Book Mine and
Kalapuya Books in Cottage Grove; Crow Grange in Crow;
Lorane Family Store, Lorane General Store, and the
Rebekah Lodge in Lorane; Alpha-Bit Café in Mapleton; Noti
Post Office, in Noti; Blue Swan Gallery, Curves, Fern Ridge
Library, J.C.’s Laundromat, Kelley’s True Value Hardware,
Robbie’s Windowbox Caffe; Secret House Winery, West
Lane News and The Farm Store in Veneta.
To obtain copies for display or distribution, email
contact@groundwaters.org or call 344-0986.
Mail Subscriptions:
Groundwaters can also be mailed to you, family and friends.
Subscriptions are available for $10.00/year (four issues) to
cover postage and handling. 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.

W

e hold these truths to be self
self-evident, that all men are
created equal, that they are endowed by
their Creator with certain unalienable
Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty
Liberty,,
and the pursuit of Happiness.

Deadline for next issue is August 15, 2008
Email to contact@groundwaters.org (correspondence)
submission@groundwaters.org (submissions)
Mail to Groundwaters
P.O. Box 50, Lorane, OR 97451
Questions? Need more copies? Call (541) 344-0986

The authors retain their rights to works herein.
Groundwaters Publishing, LLC ©2008
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ABOUT THE COVER ARTIST:

S

tephanie Kau has loved taking pictures... and having
pictures taken of her... most of her life. She and her
friends at Crow High School are frequently seen snapping
shots of themselves – heads together, camera or cell phone
extended in the hand of one of them, as they smile into the
lens. These self-portraits and other digital pictures have
so loaded down the Kau family’s home computer that there
is no longer room on the hard drive for other things. It’s a
good thing that her father Brian Kau is a computer guru
for North Eugene High School as well as a math teacher.
He’s able to keep Stephanie’s pictures safely stored.
The cover picture is one that Stephanie took with her
inexpensive Olympus digital camera in the Spring of 2007
while she and her friends were at a Crow baseball game at
Elmira High School. The girls put their heads together
while Steph stretched her arm out in front of them to snap
the shot. They took several pictures that day, but this one
turned out so well that Stephanie had it enlarged and entered it into the photo contest at the Lane County 4-H Youth
Fair last August. It won a Grand Champion ribbon in the
Senior Division and was automatically entered in the Oregon State Fair photo show where it was recognized with
a blue ribbon.
Stephanie attended Lorane Elementary School as did
her mother Michele (Edwards) Kau and both of her sisters, Linsey and Hayley. She graduated from Crow High
School in June 2008. Steph is enrolled at Western Oregon
University where she will major in child psychology or
special education. She was active at Crow High School as
a member of Honor Society, Student Council and as an
ambassador during a week’s trip to the Dominican Republic through her work with the Crow High School’s Humanitarian Club. She is an accomplished athlete, earning
letters in volleyball, basketball and track in all four years
at Crow.
Her accomplices in the photo-shoot, Sharlyn Anderson, Alix Kihn-Stang and Hayley Diess also graduated from
Crow High School in June. Alix, like Steph, grew up in
the Lorane area and Sharlyn and Hayley live in Crow.
“Poetry is the impish attempt to paint the color of
the wind.” ~ Maxwell Bodenheim
July 2008
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Editorial Perspectives

S

ummer is proving to be a season of beginnings for us
at Groundwaters. On June 1, we officially became
Groundwaters Publishing, LLC. Yes, we are now an official
business, but it is only for the purpose of adding structure to
the things that we have already been doing. Jennifer, Pat
Broome, Jim and I will continue as volunteers to do our work
in showcasing our wonderful local talent. Sonny and Judy
will continue to add their support and contributions to our
pages as well as provide the printer for the magazine. Sonny
will continue to build the website and we will all work together to provide our readers and contributors the means to
share in the wealth and variety of words and art that we
present. The transition from Judy’s hands to ours has not
been easy for any of us because there is so much love and
emotion involved, but our visions and goals for the magazine remain constant and unanimous.
Our quest to make the magazine self-supporting forces
us to limit the number of free copies that will be distributed
throughout the West Lane area. We have allotted 500 copies
per quarter for free distribution. Because the demand for
our issues is increasing at a rapid rate, you may want to take
out an annual mail subscription to ensure that you receive
your copy each quarter. Subscriptions would also make wonderful gifts to give to family and friends who live out of the
area. The subscriptions are $10 per year for four issues.
Jennifer Chambers has instituted an on-line newsletter
to be sent out the month before each issue appears. It will
fill in some information on upcoming local events happening between issues, a reminder of the upcoming themes and
“ticklers” of what you can expect to read about in the next
issue. If you have not already received your first newsletter
and would like to be included for the next one, please send
an email to contact@groundwaters.org and ask us to put you
on the list. And, if you were sent one and don’t wish to continue to receive them, please let us know and we will quickly
remove you from the mailings.
It is important for us to get feedback from our readers
and contributors alike. We want to hear from you. Are we
allowing Groundwaters to grow? Is the variety broad enough
so that you can find “favorites” among its pages? How does
it look? Did a particular piece touch your heartstrings? But,
maybe we are not living up to what you would like to see...
What don’t you like about it? How can we make it better?
Feedback is essential to any endeavor. We want to continue to provide our readers with some of the best writing
and artistic talent in our area and it’s important for us to
hear your voices. Please write us via email at
contact@groundwaters.org or by mail to P.O. Box 50, Lorane,
OR 97451. Thank you for your continued support!
~ Pat Edwards

Check out Pat’s Groundwaters blog at
http://sawdustandcider
.com/blog1/
http://sawdustandcider.com/blog1/
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Welcome! New Advertisers!
Pet & People Portraits by Alix
Sharon Malcolm, Broker
Stillpoint Farm

Heritage
We are born to a field
Of dreams and promise
All golden light, love, mother’s sweet smile.
Father’s callused hands as hard as iron
Yet soft as silk.
They guide us through the storms of life
With the touch of love and hope.
They do their best to steer us right,
Pick us up when we fall, cry when we cry,
But try not to show it.
They are the rock we can cling to
When we are adrift
As the sands of time run on
And the quicksand of life
Catches our dreams
The promise is not always
What we hoped
But the love in the smile
And silky touch
Is there to guide us home.
~ Herbie

Our Readers Write

D

ear Judy,
I love this whole issue of Groundwaters! I don’t
know where to begin to comment - but you know
me, I’ll just go at it...
“The Apricot Tree” - what a moving story and so
well written.
“Children Have No Choice” - from tears to smiles
to prayer in one poem - so touched me.
Sonny’s “A Matter of Choice” was/is wonderful.
I can see so much in both your and Sonny’s writing - a constant message of healing, of coming together and your pointing of different ways to look at
people. The whole thrust of your lives seems to be
caring for other people in words and most probably
your actions - Groundwaters being one example.
Pat Broome’s “Roads Taken” I thoroughly enjoyed
- her writing is done so well - so thought-out and
complete. I look forward to reading more of her life.
Pat Edwards’ “Tribute to Tom Page” was great! I
knew nothing of him personally before and feel he
has finally received some recognition for his years of
faithfulness at the News.Thank Groundwaters for that!
“The Gift” was so sweet and when I read about
the writer, I was stunned to read of her husband’s
death. Now, that was a gift, to write “as if”...
“Two Teachers Wore a Dozen Hats” - one can’t
imagine wearing all the hats they did - wow! It’s hard
to believe we expected so much of teachers - how
versatile and creative one would have had to be, but
also how fulfilling - I’d love to read the book - so
please keep us posted.
“The Flour Sack” - can’t wait till my mom reads
this - she’s often talked about how versatile it was,
but I didn’t dream - I loved it!
“Camp Adair” - it staggers the imagination of how
many unsung heroes there are. I love Sonny’s tributes.
What can I say about Jennifer Chambers? Is there
anything she can’t write about? What a gifted writer.
I can see her writing books, writing for television,
movies. She will go far.
When Shekinah, my daughter (now almost 5) saw
the picture of you as a girl in your cowgirl hat - said,
“That’s me!” I had to explain other girls had cowgirl
hats too. But it’s amazing how similar one can look in
some costumes and similar hairstyles and as children.
As I said, love, love, this issue of Groundwaters!
Think it was the best so far.
Pat Gill, Cheshire

Our Readers Write

Y

our Spring issue is wonderful; it keeps improving
with age. Please encourage Nick to continue his
comics. He's an emerging talent.
I've known Judy for over 15 years and I'm still looking for the good snapshots taken at the coast - an
early writing group. But here is one of Sonny taken
unaware as he was shelving at the old library.
Too many fine writers at Groundwaters to comment
on them all. Just keep those issues coming.
~ Sylvia Beltran, Elmira

Sonny Hays-Eberts at the Fern Ridge Library

Koa Street
On Koa Street I had a room
It pleasured me to enter.
Trade wind cooled in summertime,
A fireplace for winter.
The nicest thing was color;
The walls were wedgwood blue.
The loveseat was a bright lime green,
The chairs a raspberry hue.
But satisfied completely – no,
Of course there was a catch.
Upon the floor in tweedy gray
The carpet didn’t match.
A Woman’s Book of Writings
~ Elizabeth Tyler Brown
July 2008
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The Heart of the Matter
from Judy Hays-Eberts

I

apologize for not keeping in touch. I’ve been like that
with nearly everyone this year. And, last year I spent a
lot of time on anger.My brain was on fire, as my acupuncturist described it. I’ve been struggling with myself, with
things I thought I wouldn’t experience, with how I’ve used
pain throughout my life. I went from being someone you
could count on to being one who rarely follows through.
Because of all that, I’m even more blessed by those like
you who continued to support Groundwaters. I’ve missed
the contact, but I had to step back whether I liked it or not.
Lots of people are in a similar situation, with intense
chronic pain. I’m dealing with a degenerative condition in
my neck and spinal column. And, I’m learning a big lesson about how the mind affects everything… Some days,
I’m unable to drive or write or do anything but lie in one
position; yet, I have access to lots of good medical care.
How do people cope who don’t? I am humbled when I
consider that a great many must live with more challenging circumstances than I.
It’s been a long process for me to get to this point. I
didn’t understand it but I changed with the pain I was and
wasn’t feeling, and in the last couple years I was incredibly rude to those close to me. A list of my shortcomings
includes procrastination, dropping the ball, going crazy,
single-mindedness, making things harder than they needed
to be, being accountable but half-organized and falling further behind, drawn in too many directions, abandoning
acquaintances and making more mistakes. For instance, I
haven’t sent an invoice to The Farm Store for their ads in
a long time. The Soverns have dutifully sent payment anyway... So what does that say about them? Subscribers and
donors have continued to do the same. My heart has been
incredibly touched by such long-term devotion.
What a testament to the Groundwaters team and their
work that they endured such a difficult time with me and
continued to create something wonderful. In fact, they repaired the foundation of the magazine and started a very
nice remodel! I am so pleased with the results. It’s been a
success, and I’m not the glue that holds it all together. The
spirit of this project lives on through Pat Edwards, Jim
Burnett, Jennifer Chambers, Pat Broome (who was involved from the first issue forward), and my husband
Sonny.
In June, ownership of Groundwaters magazine was
transferred from me to the new LLC formed by the group
mentioned above. I was encouraged to carry on as a member of the team, but I declined; though I hope to be a contributor as the magazine goes on. I’m still involved with
the Groundwaters web site, as Sonny and I have retained
its maintenance and development. The site is truly Sonny’s
creation; I simply contribute to that, too. Sonny manages
the site and Pat Edwards manages the magazine.
What is left for me to do? Be grateful. Has it been
6
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worth it? Yes! You and many other people made it so.
Though I didn’t make money, I have been richly rewarded.
I never wanted Groundwaters to be pretentious. It was simply offered as a gift from and to the community, a ‘zine
that would feature treasures we might not discover otherwise. I promised its first contributors that it would look
“no less spiffy than a large newsletter.” In the first issue, I
wrote that “Groundwaters is an exchange of experience,
meant to encourage closet writers and those who don’t
consider themselves as writers. It features friends and
neighbors and the unknown. Groundwaters is for those
who listen to others, who keep an open mind, and who
keep reading.” With that, I began to reap a great harvest.
I’ll share with you some comments from longtime and
new-found friends, regarding the evolution of Vol. 1 No. 1:
“Your idea to publish a ‘zine is a wonderful one! You will get so
much satisfaction in putting it together, getting all the pieces in
place. It’ll be hard at first, but I urge you to go for it! The
rewards are there for you, for all who participate.Your vision of
community is purposeful. I can think of no better way of achieving that goal than through the written word. Words are such
powerful tools to move change towards common good. I believe all whom you ignite with your passion, your visions, will
assuredly add theirs for an accumulation of ideas, energies and
material. It will be exciting to watch, to help, to see the 1st issue
of “Groundwater” appear”. ~ Sylvia Beltran, 3/04
“Thank you so much for the opportunity to write – because you
asked me, I did, for the first time, in what? Twenty-two years?
And to be published feels very odd. I just write press releases
and policy, you know?” ~ K.H., 10/04
“I picked up your fabulous first edition of Groundwaters at Lee’s
Hardware Store last Tuesday. Hooray for you! You recognized a
need, and took the necessary action to satisfy it. Let us hope
Groundwaters prospers and endures.” ~ Earl Hain, 11/04

In four years of publication, we’ve not received even
one negative comment about Groundwaters. I asked for and
received submissions of art (reproduced in B&W), favorite
books and recipes, features by and for children, history –
local and broad, profiles of small businesses and people in
the community, personal experiences, poetry and short fiction and words of encouragement. It has also been an outlet
for community info and been embraced by local businesses.
Copies were initially distributed through The Greenhouse
Café in Walton, Kelley’s True Value in Veneta, Max’s Tires
on Hwy 126, the Noti Post Office, Our Daily Bread restaurant in Veneta, Secret House Winery’s tasting room, and
Fern Ridge Library. It just kept growing. From the beginning, it surpassed my expectations. The number of distribution locations tripled by the second issue. I predicted that
Groundwaters would outgrow me by its third year, which
proved to be true.

What does it feel like, to give this creative endeavor over
to others, to step away while it all goes on without me? Freeing, flattering and relieved, as well as successful and highly
blessed. There’s a tiny twinge of regret that I cannot go on
with it, but then there’s reality. The reality is that
Groundwaters wouldn’t be happening anymore if left to me.
I would have quit last year, except for the encouragement
and persistence of those who have helped with it. My life
changed dramatically and demanded adjustment. There’s a
time to step aside, to allow for other experience. Service is
very meaningful; however, one’s ego can get carried away
with it. I’ve come full circle in many ways, which I appreciate and find appropriate for my age. I have been attached,
but I am now free to go on. Please know, I still care.
I am deeply affected by so many individuals and so much
of what was shared with me personally and for publication.
I want to thank you and these other beautiful people. Some
have passed on and are greatly missed. They include artist
and writer Linda Hain, who contributed her work and counseled me along with her husband Earl; poet Carol
McWilliams, who volunteered her help but died before she
could proceed; Stephen Burton who was a main character in
his wife Deborah’s Farming Escapades and who became a
dear friend and beer-brewing buddy; writer Janet Romanek,
who played many roles – organizational leader, mentor,
strong supporter and friend; and my uncle Bob Hays, who
embodied love of family and determination. Veterans of war
shared stories that sobered us all. And, mothers wrote about
the death of their children, which especially moved me.
I wanted to thank Pastor Phil Airhart who served at Valley United Methodist Church in Veneta, though he’s gone
on to Twin Falls, Idaho. I wasn’t a member of the church,
yet Pastor Phil gave permission for me to purchase use of
the church’s copier for the production of Groundwaters before we obtained our own equipment. He felt it was something Jesus would do, and I was certainly impressed by that.
It helped that my good friend Karen Vosika is the church’s
secretary. Karen is one who doesn’t consider herself to be a
writer, but she has contributed a recipe for each issue of the
magazine since its inception. (And, hosted a yard sale
fundraiser to help pay for the printer that has produced
Groundwaters since Fall 2006).
I was originally inspired by the writer’s group with whom
I met for many years, who included Sylvia Beltran, Sally
Spaulding and Reneé Dodds. Aleta Miller truly helped flesh
out the seed, too. Reneé volunteered as proofreader, along
with Pat Broome, Lynn Fogus and Shirley Overed. Sylvia
and Sally took on some of the distribution. So, from birth,
Groundwaters has been a group effort, mostly by women.
At first I didn’t accept advertisements. I had faith that
Groundwaters would be supported and donations would be
the bulk of that - as they have been. I didn’t want to be dependent on businesses or add to the load they’re expected to
carry. However, several business owners kept asking me to
consider ads. They really wanted to put their advertising
dollars into such an offering. I am so thankful for all who

patiently worked with us as we muddled through this process. Eventually, we developed guidelines and rates that
were beneficial for all concerned, and advertising became
another service we could offer. Non-profits have supported
Groundwaters, too. We enjoyed being invited by the Rural
Arts Center to Movie Nights at the Lorane Grange, which
have been fundraisers for many community endeavors. The
Lions of Alvadore treated us royally as vendors in their
Holiday Bazaar last fall. And, Friends of Fern Ridge Library are certainly our friends, also.
Groundwaters’ subscribers are especially important as
the magazine goes forward because they provide a firm base.
Many have given “a little extra” as they’ve been able.
They’re friends and neighbors, family, former teachers and
co-workers, businesspeople, folks I met for the first time
through Groundwaters, and even anonymous. Donations
have ranged from a dollar to hundreds of dollars, and each
one meant a lot to me and to the project. In addition, people
donated and bought all sorts of useful things at the
Groundwaters’ benefit yard sale in 2006. All are appreciated. There are too many names to list here; however, gratitude to you who have helped is expressed on page 2 of
every issue.
I want to extend thanks to the faithful, who uplifted me
often with cards, letters and conversation. Stalwarts include
Sylvia Beltran, Kathy Fox, Pat Gill – who would be president of our fan club if there ever was one – Millie Graves,
Earl Hain and Sally Spaulding. You and every person who
showed interest kept me going. ...And, I’ve been very fortunate to have the support of my husband.
Groundwaters is a beautiful dream come true. All these
people and you have had a hand in it, yet it has a life of its
own beyond me or any other individual. I like to describe it
as a work of spirit, which means I see it as an expression of
endless love. It continues to bear fruit of fine quality. And,
it all seems to be coming together very nicely at this time. I
am excited to see where it will go from here, with more and
different perspectives. It will be of benefit without my influence; everything that brought it here is working perfectly.
However, this is not the pinnacle of our lives; we still have
plenty to do. And, I’m not going away; I continue to write
and be highly creative. Who knows all the places we’ll flow?
A Community of the Spirit
There is a community of the spirit.
Join it, and feel the delight
of walking in the noisy street,
and being the noise…
*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Are these enough words,
or shall I squeeze more juice from this?
Who am I, my friend?
- The Essential Rumi translated by Coleman Barks
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The Creation of Bedtime Stories: A Novel of Cinematic Wanderlust
By Joseph Emil Blum ©2008

I

started writing Bedtime Stories: A Novel of Cinematic
Wanderlust, in January of 2002 while in Ireland. I can tell you
that at conception, this book’s structure was very clear to me. I
knew I wanted to tell a simple story made up of stories, and I
didn’t want to lock
down into a tightly
drawn plot. I
wanted to ramble,
and so it was
Winnie the Pooh
and Don Quixote
that helped me
shape the book. I
only wish I was as
talented
as
Cervantes and
Milne. I’m not, I
know that, but I
have my stories and I try to tell them to the best of my ability.
Bedtime Stories is as much about the people Jake meets as it is
about Jake. It is a book of stories, told, shared and gathered. Some
early readers and editors pushed me to make it more about Jake.
Maybe it would have been a better book if I had, but that’s not the
book I wanted to write.
I completed the book in 2006. After a period of trying to
secure an agent, it became apparent that publishing the book on
my own was going to be the best option. Agents were either polite or not, but of the 150 contacted only two actually read the
book, and one of them came close to taking me on as a client.
Many, many, many said they simply were not able to take on new
clients because of the “changing world of publishing.” What at
first seemed like a problem was, in the end, a relief because it
allowed me to pursue making the book exactly as I had envisioned it and I began looking for an illustrator.
During this time I was working for OPUS6IX art gallery in
Eugene and doing numerous in depth interviews with a wide
variety of artists. One of these was David Campbell. We had become friends after the interview I did with him, and when I mentioned that I was looking for an illustrator for the book, he said
he would be interested. I gave him forty or so image passages of
things that I thought would be good for illustration, and then he
asked for a manuscript to read on his own. David then took on
the project on his own and received very little guidance from me
except for my ideas that I was very keen on the work of Ernest
Shepherd in Winnie the Pooh. David had the talent and depth to
understand that and his illustrations fit the book perfectly. I believe I altered but one of them to stay faithful to the character
description in the book. The book’s dust jacket and internal design were done by a very capable book designer, named Larry
Didona, who I learned of from a childhood friend. The only in-
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structions I gave Larry were the same given to David about Winnie
the Pooh, that the book is to have an old world feel. Larry’s work
immediately grasped the look and feel of the book and I believe it
immediately sets the precise tone of the text.
The cover design
was another story.
David Campbell
worked up some
ideas and had
some thoughts
about the cover,
but when I received those it
was clear to me
that I had something else in mind
and this went
along with the title
change from The Light Before My Eyes to Bedtime Stories: I was
going to use a photo of my father as a child and I turned that over
to Larry, who asked me about color schemes. I said, “Larry, I
don’t think in color, I think in sepia.” Larry then fashioned what
I think is an extraordinary cover and jacket design that employed
some of David’s illustrations and text and photos by me.
Working on this book was enormously satisfying although at
times difficult because of the time it took to produce. I chose to
print it in the United States, even with increased costs because it
just seemed to make sense. I also chose to produce a hardcover,
Smythe Sewn, clothbound version because I believe the book is
meant to stick around for a while on people’s shelves and be read
and re-read, like Winnie the Pooh.
What I’ve discovered about publishing versus self-publishing
is that what matters most to me is creating a good book to read
and one that honors the reader’s attention.Then, there’s the world
of publishing, which still has a huge mystique about it implying
some Godlike fortress of art and taste exists that one hopes to
penetrate. To anyone who still believes that, I recount the wisdom that says there are two things you never want to see made:
laws and sausage, and I add publishing to this list because publishing is a cold hard world of marketing, advertising, and sales, and
most publishing is no different than any other product campaign,
whether antacids or motorcycles. Nothing is pure. And, at the
bottom of that heap is the author who spent years creating something for which there is a high likelihood he or she will ever receive much compensation. It’s not a complaint, just a fact, because another fact is that a lot of writers write because they have
to, and the reward is not measured in money.
Publishing, as we knew it is dead: long live publishing!
(see more about Joey at http://josephemilblum.com/)

The Legacy of Kenneth and Hallie Ford
By Estelle Sweet

I

n September of 2007, I attended my first class of the
Ford Institute Leadership program. I was immediately
impressed. Not only was I, the underdog and loner/rebel
for once being included in anything related to leadership. I
soon realized that I didn’t have to feel like a spy in a strange
world, but that the Ford Foundation was actually a very
ethical organization...one I could fully support rather than
just stealing some helpful ideas.
I developed a curiosity. How did such an organization
begin? What person or persons founded the organization
and what was their story? I did some research and this is
what I came up with.
Kenneth Ford was born in 1908, in Asitin, Washington. His father owned a small lumber business where he
worked through most of his twenties. Known for his mechanical ability, he was always interested in finding ways
to make equipment run more efficiently. He also had an
eye for predicting which way the lumber market would
move.
At the age of 28, he bought a sawmill on Diamond
Lake Boulevard, outside of Roseburg, OR., called Roseburg
Lumber (in 1985 it would become Roseburg Forest Products). Ford bought and refitted salvaged equipment from
other mills, supervised a crew of 25 men, worked as head
salesman for the outfit and sometimes even filled in as
cook at the logging camp. During the Great Depression
Ford bought up timberlands in the area, and eventually
became the largest lumber company in the area.
He married Hallie, who had grown up in a Depression
area of Oklahoma, worked her way through college and
became an art teacher with a life-long interest in the visual
arts.
In 1957 Kenneth and Hallie Ford founded the Ford
Family Foundation, a not-for-profit organization with $483
million in assets under management. It makes grants to
public charities in small to mid-sized towns.
Kenneth had a desire for others to take advantage of
educational opportunities he could not afford, and Hallie,
a teacher, was committed to education as a source of community betterment.
The mission of the Ford Family Foundation is “to help
individuals through organized learning opportunities to be
contributing and successful citizens.”
The Ford Family Foundation provides scholarships for
those that most other programs overlook. Kenneth Ford
said, “We want to help those whom other programs may
not want.” Hallie Ford said they wanted to help, “this very
special group of people that has more hurdles to jump if
they are to complete college.”
Another aspect of the Ford Family Foundation is the

Ford Institute for Community Building, which, through its
training, small grants and resources, helps rural citizens
adapt effectively to change.
The Ford Institute for Community Building is host to
the Ford Leadership Program, which provides training on
leadership development, effective organizations and community collaborations, to community members. Class members are also eligible for a complimentary book program
for more in-depth study.
Kenneth and Hallie Ford made use of their resources
and their experiences to make an important contribution.
Through the continuing education and philosophy of the
Ford Foundation the legacy of Kenneth and Hallie continues to grow by means of the talents and efforts of those it
empowers.

Do You Love Thee?
I love thee with so much of my heart that none is left
for protest.
Yet, it’s hard to love such a person.
Thou only hast room for thee and only thee.
Thou hast such a hate towards love,
Saying marriage is a waste of thy time.
If so, how could thee live up to what thou sayest?
Thou sayest I want thee
Thou sayest I love thee to the ends of thy soul and
further.
How could that be if thou sayest those vile things?
Art thee fake as an animal who plays dead to be saved?
Art thee trying to save thyself from pain?
Or dost thou really love me?
If not, say it and be done with it.
Or can we bind our being together in a promise of love
and foreverness.
I could wait ‘till the ends of the earth for such a man.
But, if thou keepest me waiting too long I shall die a
woman with a broken heart.
So say it now or forever hold it inside
Or thee can confess thy love to me,
Right now in front of everyone in the masque
That thou dost love me and wants me forever in holy
bond of marriage.
~ Nichole Bain
Nichole Bain is a Lane Community College student who is working
towards a masters degree in Art Therapy. She has been writing since
about six years old.
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Groundhog Helibase
by Norm Maxwell

M

emaloose Helibase: 22 miles of bad road uphill from
Imnaha, east of Joseph, on Oregon’s side of Hells
Canyon. At nearly 7,000 feet above sea level, the Seven
Devils Mountain Range loom even higher across the Snake
River in Idaho. It is a hot fire season in early August 2007
and Montana is exploding with major “ragers.” The Incident Command System is looking everywhere for people
and equipment to send to these new starts.
Fire is a living organism. It eats, it moves, it rests at
night and awakes during the day. Sometimes you would
swear it can think and plan. Work it right, and fire can be a
docile sheep to be herded between a cut line and the black
to meekly starve to death. It can change from a fire sheep
to a wounded fire bear in a minute and you’d better be out
of the way.
The main fire camp in Joseph is steadily imploding as
support personnel leak away to unstaffed fires. Battle Creek
Complex has been static at 80,000 thousand acres for a
week or better and somebody has made the call to allocate
people and equipment eastward. Memaloose’s Spike Camp
is now the main camp and we get a shower unit and kitchen.
Every fire camp is a family reunion. You meet brothers and sisters from past fires and swap lies and bad jokes
with new people from all over the States and beyond. You
settle in for days or weeks of mystery meat sandwiches
and sleeping in the dirt. The helibase is located away from
Memaloose Spike so we hopefully won’t drop anything
on anybody as we transport crews and equipment through
the sky to the fire lines.
A Bell 205 helicopter arrives from Joseph Airport. A
“205” looks similar to the military “UH 1’s” or “Hueys” I
rode in years ago. You can hear the distinctive whop, whop,
whop of the main rotor from miles away. The machine
descends in noise and dust like Ezekiel’s vision on the River
Chebar. Real helicopters differ from TV machines in that
you can’t carry on a casual conversation in the back seat.
The rotor doesn’t instantly stop when the thing lands, either.
A helicopter is a collection of moving parts flying in
formation. Many of them in the fire fighting business are
decades old. It is best not to think too deeply on this as you
ride out to a helispot to load passengers or cargo. A “205”
can carry a 20-person crew with all their gear in three or
four loads over the mile-deep canyons to where they are
needed to hold the line. They carry cargo nets of pumps
and hoses underneath. Some brave soul gets to hook the
hundred foot long line to the swivel on the net while tons
of fuel and aluminum hover overhead like a tornado.
The heavy water hauling helicopters squatting on Joseph Airport are soon appropriated for new fires. We are
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left with one “205” and a much lighter Bell 206. They
clatter in from Joseph with their mechanics and fuelers in
the morning and back at night. The pilots are prohibited
by regulation from sleeping in the dirt. We are not. Many
fire camp REMFs (Rear Echelon Merry Fellows) find perfectly valid reasons why they need to sleep in motels too,
and spend a lot of their time commuting to and from the
fire.
The scenery is spectacular from the air. You can see
the Snake River where the Nez Perce fished and wintered.
The river is more than a mile down from our location near
Hat Point. We share the rugged territory with mountain
goats and elk. Chipmunks invade the helibase CP (command post). I name them Chip, Dale, Simon, Alvin and
Theodore. They search the soft dust floor for crumbs and
peanuts. We leave apples from our lunches out for them.
They hang around the ice chests in the morning until I
open the drains and clean, cold water flows. I realize there
is no moisture for the chips here other than in what they

Norm Maxwell on board a Bell 205 helicopter

eat. Grace the Grouse wanders through our area. She isn’t
interested in our crumbs. We have no idea why she hangs
around.
A Wenatchee Rappel crew is stationed at Memaloose
for Initial Attack. They want to be where the action is, not
where it ain’t. They occupy themselves lifting weights and
doing chin ups hanging from their gear trailer. I watch a
movie with a few of them in Ford Theater one night. We
sit in their Ford crew cab F350 and play a DVD in a PC. I
am twice their age. I was young once too but nobody would
believe that now.
I help weigh and manifest people for loads. I weigh
stuff and load cargo nets. The pilot wants to know how
much everything weighs before he tries to lift it with his
machine. We fudge extra weight at any doubt. Always up.
Never down. We send hot dinners in cardboard boxes out
to the troops on the line in black cargo nets or internally.

This beats the usual MREs—Meals Ready to Eat (three
lies in one). The incident commander and the OPS chief
want to recon the fire every day. I hitch a ride sometimes if
there is enough allowable weight in the 206 Jet Ranger.
Once in a while we get a call for bucket work and the vinyl
Bambi bucket is bellyhooked to the “205” and its pilot
pulls 240 gallons a dip out of a pond and drops it on a hot
salient.
People “time out” after two weeks and go home. We
get a new Wenatchee Rappeling crew. They learn the chipmunks’ names and that they prefer red apples over green
ones. I write GROUNDHOG HELIBASE with my finger
in the dirt on the doors on our vehicles. I coordinate the
3,500 gallon water truck that comes and wets down the
dirt pads where the copters land and take off . If the ground
is dry with a machine sitting, I have the driver do a big,
wet donut around it before takeoff. I put out a big bright
orange “X” with plastic rolls on each end of the runway
meaning private aircraft may not land here. I weigh the
plastic down with stones.
I extend my two weeks to 21 days. There is no cell
coverage at Groundhog so we have to use a satellite phone
to get the OK from the home office. At night when the
ships fly away to Joseph, I walk two and a half miles uphill to the observation tower and climb it for exercise. It is
stone dark when I get back to camp. Dinner is always served
after 1900 and I have learned to skip it. Eat it today, wear
it tomorrow. Eventually we get hot breakfasts going and I
feel better.
The days pass and hand crews are diverted to other
fires. We are down to recon now. The rappellers fly out
and load up equipment to backhaul. Every day is like the
last and the next. We also serve.
And then the rains came. It was my last shift
anyway. I demobed* that morning. I help
tie and retie our CP hootch as the wind
tears it down. The rappellers jump out
of their rig to help too. Eventually the
wind moderates and the rain comes. It
is time to leave. I strike my dirty tent
and load everything in the back of the
dusty Expedition. I shake hands with
everybody at this family reunion and
drive away down the 22 miles of bad
road to Imnaha and home to Lorane.

Love Is But a Game
(a song lyric)

It’s as risky as roulette and
The odds are much the same
As spinning the wheel
Love is but a game.
You’ll try it out, sometimes in doubt
You’ll figure out your wrongs
What’s livin’ life and love about
You’ll know when you belong.
To that very special someone
That loved one in your life
Be it woman, be it man
Be it husband, be it wife.
You’ll get along or get gone
It depends your love how strong
True love is like a mel-o-dy
It fits right in your song.
It’s as risky as roulette and
The odds are much the same
As spinning the wheel
Love is but a game.
~ Spyder

* demobed = “demobilized”
Other than having been born in the Territory of Alaska, Norm Maxwell has lived
in Oregon all his life. He aspires to become a real writer so he can lose his
day job. ~nm
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Local Color: Camp 18
By Jennifer Chambers

O

n a recent whirlwind trip, my family of four took a
roundabout journey up to southwestern Washington
by way of Portland on Oregon Highway 26. We had heard
from a friend that if we were hungry, there was only one
place to stop to eat: Camp 18.
Our source claimed the restaurant was “just outside
Portland.” Coming as we did two hours south of Portland
from a small town west of Eugene, it was a long time to
wait for breakfast – especially with two kids, ages 7 and 2.
We brought snacks and milk, but quickly learned that “just
outside,” really meant “60 miles.” The long drive notwithstanding – I guess we ought to have used a GPS? – the
scenery from Portland northwest on Hwy. 26 is glorious.
For the most part the two-lane highway is bordered by
tall trees, making a verdant mist-tinged trip more interesting. The nearby logging outfits are featured in a new television series “Ax Men,” a reality show exploring the often
brutal work done by the loggers that help Oregon supply a
large percent of our nation’s lumber.
We had been told that “you’ll know it when you see
it,” of the Camp 18 Restaurant. I was somewhat skeptical,
having seen nothing but trees and the occasional building
for some time. Coming around the corner, there it was: a
log building of Paul Bunyan proportions.
The huge log cabin is surrounded by a covered log
porch, to which we scurried on this “in-between drizzles”
Oregon morning. From there we could survey the collection of antique logging equipment in the Camp’s outdoor
logging museum with a promise to the kids we could visit
“after breakfast.”
Before we got to go inside the massive, 4½ inch thick
doors carved from a single old-growth log, we had to take
photos with “Bigfoot.” He, other wildlife friends and lumberjacks are carved by chainsaw life-size and grace the
porch like rough-hewn sentinels of the past. What a great
photo-op for kids of all ages.
Inside, the first thing that struck us was the sheer magnitude. An 85-foot ridgepole, weighing 25 tons, spans the
A-framed main dining hall. It makes the beams of the roof,
full logs themselves, look like toothpicks. (Pun intended—
how could I leave that one out?) Large wooden tables
scattered around the room allow for parties of all sizes and
feature comfortable wooden chairs. Antler chandeliers and
tastefully placed mounted heads of various animals are a
natural for the décor, along with reproductions and genuine antique logging bits and pieces.
The food was simply superb. My husband and I both
had the best bacon and cheese omelet we’d ever had, accompanied by a delightfully flaky biscuit and home-fried
potatoes that had been flash-fried before being sautéed with
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onions and peppers. The omelet, my standard for judging
a breakfast restaurant, was difficult to choose among the
large plates they call “logger style.” The biscuits and gravy
at the next table, all six of them that came split on a plate,
looked phenomenal. The food was quickly served and
cleared, and the wait staff treated us like locals on our first
visit.
The logging museum, collected from donations, loans,
or purchased by founder Gordon Smith, is well worth seeing. A self-guided tour will take a few minutes and a picnic area is available as well.
A gift shop, staffed by Smith’s family, is located in the
building. Also of note are the huge fireplaces built from
over 50 tons of local natural rock. Highly recommended!

Camp 18 Restaurant, Gift Shop & Logging Museum
(503) 755-1818 1-800-874-1810
Milepost 18 on Highway 26, 60 miles from Portland, 22 miles from Seaside
Open 7 days a week from 7 a.m. to 9 p.m.

1940s photo of Jim Smith (father of Pat Edwards) cutting timber in
the woods near Lorane, Oregon (from Smith family photo archives)

Email: The Trojan Horse of Communication
By Jimminy Cricket

E

mail is one of the most used and abused tools of communica
tion.We know the need to be careful with sending and receiving
emails because of the destructive viruses that can be hidden within.
Many of us have received and experienced the unpleasant effects of
these “Trojan Horse” emails – emails with an unseen enemy hidden
within. I remember one morning at work when an employee went
online to check his stock market account. While online he opened a
personal email and within minutes an unseen virus had corrupted
the company’s communications network. As insidious and destructive as these hidden enemy warriors are, there is, I think, an even
more disruptive and destructive email Trojan Horse, one that no
electronic virus scanner or blocker can detect. And, like that old
wooden horse rolled up to the gates of Troy, there are many enemy
combatants hidden within. What are these enemies? They are our
words.
Words are powerful. Words are dangerous in that they can so
easily be misused and misread.Throughout my adult life I have fallen
into the traps laid by ill-used words.To my dismay and chagrin I have
offended and misinformed without intent because of a carelessly
chosen word or sloppily constructed phrase. I have too often seen a
carefully conceived positive thought turn into emotion-charged negativity in the mind of the reader. A single word or chain of words
carelessly linked can cause havoc that is not easily undone; sometimes irreparable damage is done. I know this because I have been
the author of such words. There are many reasons for such occurrences, including:
1. Haste
2. Failure to carefully choose words that best express
my thoughts
3. Limited vocabulary
4. Not understanding that words I use may have different meanings or connotations in the reader’s
mind
5. Failure to put myself in the “reader’s shoes”
6. Failure to edit, rewrite, re-edit and rewrite – again
and again.
All of the above impact the effectiveness of communication.
They also suggest a recipe for successfully transforming well-conceived thoughts and intentions into written words. The last, editing
and rewriting, is absolutely critical in order to facilitate the degree
of reader comprehension intended.
In communication, one of the deadliest minefields is
email. Seemingly inherent in email are the self-imposed needs for
brevity and a perceived need for speed. One of the most troublesome aspects of email communication is the ostensible need to compose live – online.The simplest, most productive and profitable way
to negotiate this minefield is to compose off line using a word processor.This provides some necessary breathing room and makes it easier
to gather one’s thoughts, to re-think what’s been said, to check grammar and spelling, to re-read, edit and rewrite before hitting the
send button. After the work is appropriately composed and edited
it can easily be copied and pasted into an email and sent on its way.

There is one other area in which the destructive potential of
email is most insidious; employing emails in emotion-charged situations. Email is perhaps the most deceptive communications tool
used in the attempt to resolve misunderstandings and disputes. Negative emotions and the perception of negative emotions cloud judgment and severely impair both reasoning and logic. Good old-fashioned horse sense becomes the horse of Troy. These situations are
fraught with misunderstood feelings and misperceptions. In spite of
the availability of those cute little emoticons, email seldom effectively communicates feelings, intents and tone.The potential of emails
to be misunderstood, to further confuse or inflame cannot be overstated. Again, I know this because I have been the sender and the
recipient of such emotion-charged electronic missives. In these types
of situations it is imperative that email be carefully crafted (not craftily
composed); that an exceptional amount of thought and consideration be given to what has been said and what is to be said. It’s hard
to do in the heat of the moment, but once written, it should be set
aside, allowed to cool off and reread later. What’s that old adage
about sleeping on it? The remaining danger is that however carefully
crafted, thoughtfully composed and perhaps even prayerfully considered, my words are still subject to the emotionally charged mindset of the reader. What can I do about that? Pick up the phone, let
the other person hear what’s in my voice rather than what they think
they perceive in my electronically-transmitted words. And, if I can,
meet them face to face, let then see the feelings in my expression…
communicate with the entirety of my being.
Once written words have been sent forth, they cannot
be effectively recalled. The soldiers could not be stuffed back
into that hollow horse, once they got out, the damage was done.
Good writing skills are not just required for the things I want published like poetry, articles and stories. To be effective email communicators there is an obvious need for thoughtful and deliberate
wordsmanship.
If one’s thoughts are important enough to be put into written
words and if those written words are important enough to be disseminated, it is important that they be the best possible reflection of
the thoughts and intentions that generated them. This is the work of
a craftsperson; it calls for a high degree of skill in the art of written
communication. Like producing a piece of fine furniture, material
must be chosen, prepared, assembled and finished with great care
and deliberation. The finish is perhaps the hardest part – sanding,
re-sanding, coating, re-sanding and re-coating until the desired, the
intended degree of perfection is attained. Anything less is cheap and
shabby. The craftsmanship of the writer is more exacting in its demands because of its potential impact on the heart and mind of the
reader. (Should any of this be less true for email?)
Rightly and effectively used email is a fantastic tool. Its immediacy can bring people together in ways never before possible. However, it is a two-edged sword; it has the potential to destroy relationships and even lives. It is all about how I use it, about the thought,
care and consideration I exercise in using it. So when I am up there
on my high-horse galloping across the electronic networks, I need
to take care to ensure that I am not astride a runaway Trojan Horse.
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Jeneca Jones: Voice of a Community
By Sonny Hays-Eberts (with much help from Judy)

A

s I sat down to interview Jeneca Jones for
Groundwaters, I considered the many threads connecting us. Groundwaters began publication a short time
after Jeneca began working with the West Lane News,
which in turn had interviewed Judy shortly after beginning publication of Groundwaters. It was Jeneca herself
who interviewed Judy and I when we worked with other
East Bolton Road residents to protest the assessment practices of the City of Veneta. Now, as Judy was ending her
association with Groundwaters, Jeneca was also leaving
the West Lane News to broaden her career skills. It seemed
a fitting time to present a portrait of Jeneca, who has helped
define our community for the last six years through the
stories presented each week.
Like many residents of Oregon, Jeneca moved to the
area fresh from college in Nebraska and newly married.
And like many residents, upon her arrival, she found it
difficult to secure employment. After a month of searching, she was finally directed to Mike Thoele, owner of the
Tri-County News and West Lane News. Mike took on the
fledgling, fresh-from-college transplant after she shared
her dreams of being a journalist, hiring her on the spot.
I could understand why, as we spoke. Jeneca’s enthusiasm for journalism is apparent, as are the strict moral
standards she holds the field to. In an age where the lines
between journalism and entertainment seemingly dissolve,
Jeneca speaks strongly about being a bridge to understanding, a watchdog and guardian for the community. She carefully considers each answer she gives; not searching for
the ‘correct’ answer that will portray her in the best possible light, but to make sure she presents all sides of the
story and is as factual as possible, while remaining sensitive to those involved. Mike Thoele made the right decision that day.
After working as a telemarketer in her teens for several years, Jeneca realized she was unsatisfied with the
work and chose to enter college. She found her calling in
her first journalism class, with a demanding professor.
After she overcame her fear of interviewing, she understood she could contribute to society with meaning and
purpose, and also always be involved in learning new concepts and ideas. She wanted to write for magazines, but
realized newspapers are the starting place for journalists.
She and Jeff, an apprentice carpenter, married a month
after graduating. After a honeymoon in Washington, they
were enamored of the Pacific Northwest. Upon returning
home, they researched the area, and after reading a Bob
Welch column online decided to move to Eugene, sight
unseen.
After being hired, Jeneca was nervous. She faced a
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Jeneca Jones (left) and Pam Petersdorf of the West Lane News

huge learning curve. Journalism school helps you learn
writing and interviewing skills. It doesn’t tell you how city
government or school boards work, or are funded, nor
which people are fonts of local knowledge. Jeneca put in 6
day work weeks of 60-65 hours a week and was also thankful for the help she received from others. Employees at the
News, such as Christina Hansen and Pam Petersdorf, as
well as local citizens like Lisa Livelybrooks were generous with their time and energy.
The biggest learning experience for Jeneca, however,
was how willing people are to give of themselves. Busy
people who carved time out for her, then opened up and
shared their lives. She remarked to me how sometimes it
seemed she would be leaving after an interview, and would
notice a look of terror come over the person’s face - as if
suddenly thinking ‘Dear Lord! What have I done?’ It was
at those times Jeneca felt the level of trust given to her,
and that manifested in her as a deep desire to do as good of
a job and to be as fair as possible.
The role of a journalist is not to be a friend of everyone interviewed, nor a mouthpiece for official organizations. Jeneca spoke of this, and realized her work was not
meant to please or appease everyone. But she expressed to
me that she hoped her work was always respected. She
was very conscious of fairness and balance, and strove for
that in her work. She made sure the local government knew
the West Lane News was not simply a mouthpiece – it was
as much a watchdog of the people as the Washington Post.
Jeneca developed a good working relationship with local
government, but on those rare occasions where an unflattering story was run, she was always sure to call City Hall
and ask if it had been read — a subtle reminder that Jeneca
would not shirk her responsibilities.
There were some stories that she did wish she could
have run from. Deaths of people she knew, or tragic acci-

dents that stole youth from our community and touched
many of her friends and acquaintances. She did not retreat. That same initial love of journalism she found in
college also told her these people had a story that needed
to be told and be honored. It was as necessary for the living as it was for the deceased. That understanding gave
her the resolve to do the best she could.
Not all the stories Jeneca worked on were sad. She
still considers it a blessing to be invited to the wedding of
two local firefighters, married on the back of a firetruck.
She is thrilled they would consider inviting her to such a
private part of their lives. Likewise, she is proud of the
fact she could use her work to help
facilitate communication and understanding in the community. By focusing on individuals and different sides
of conflicting stories, she has help humanize people and issues and facilitated understanding.
Jeneca recently left the West Lane
News to work for Cawood, a Marketing and Public Relations firm. She is
excited, because it will teach her a different set of skills, which in turn will
allow her to fulfill her college dream
of writing for magazines. She regrets
she will not be here to see the area
continue to grow. She has watched the
recent growth with interest, and is
pleased to note how flexible and welcoming the community has been, even
with the push and pull issues that accompany growth and development.
We at Groundwaters would like to
thank Jeneca Jones for her work in our
community. Jeneca did not live here,
but she was very much a part of our
community and helped define it. We
were lucky to be the recipient of her
love for journalism and the resulting
work she produced. Despite living in
Springfield, Jeneca remarked she had
never felt as attached to a community
as she did here. While we are sad to
see her depart, we are also happy to
see her embark upon a new stage in
her career. May your dreams be fulfilled Jeneca!

Of all God’s gifts to the sighted man,
color is holiest, the most divine, the
most solemn. ~ John Ruskin

Welcome to Potemkinville
By Pat Broome

I

read with great interest and much amusement of
Eugene’s plan to have photo designs on a wall surrounding the two beautiful “lakes” in their fair city. It reminded me of a story I heard once of a great prince who
conquered vast lands for his beloved empress and invited
her to journey down a great river to see them. She graciously accepted his invitation and with a large party of
courtiers and foreign dignitaries sailed down the river in
a fleet of barges to visit her new subjects. The prince made sure that all of
the villages were ready to be seen by
their sovereign and her guests as the
sailed past.
As the fleet of magnificent barges
sailed down the river, the empress and
her distinguished guests saw clean villages with sturdy-looking and brightly
painted buildings and houses. The
people who greeted them were all
dressed in clean new clothes and they
presented her with bunches of colorful
flowers as well as the freshly baked
loaves of bread and small bags of salt
that were the traditional Russian welcoming gifts. The guests commented
on how charming and well-kept the villages were.
What they did not know was that
the village buildings were just false
fronts like the old Western cow towns
of a later time. The prince and the empress knew it was all a show but they
smiled to themselves for putting one
over on their guests. After all, their
country had serious image problems
and the leaders were willing to do whatever it took to make their nation look
good to outsiders.
There are some who object to
spending $10,000 on such a project but
I am not one of them. Just remember to
include at least one portrait of the two
people who inspired the project: Empress Catherine the Great of Russia for
“Lake Catherine” and her ever faithful
prince, Gregory Potemkin for the second “lake” Lake Potemkin.
Let the Games Begin!
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The Treasure of a Colorful Life
by Tom Howell

C

olor is a beautiful thing. The many shades of color
Some of the people we met in Bethel were striking indienrich our lives in a thousand different ways. This is
viduals. They were not unfriendly, yet it was hard to know
true for all kinds of color, not just the type that can be seen
them due to their reticence. Most “outsiders” hesitate to
with our eyes.
approach such folks because of this forbidding demeanor.
In this day of rampant fear and danger, a lot of people
One of them was an elderly white man who was probare afraid to reach out for the things that will add color to
ably in his 80’s. Large of frame, he lived alone and rarely
their lives. Some will withdraw into their homes and into
spoke to anyone. Intrigued, I asked who he was and what
themselves, trying to protect themselves against the world.
was known about him. Their answers reflected a quiet,
Tragically, they become their own jailers and instead of
touching respect.
living a life filled with the refreshing color it should
He had lived in Bethel most of his life. In earlier
have, they merely exist behind locked doors, jumpyears he waited until winter freeze up, then walked
ing at any real or imagined danger.
to Fairbanks to take care of his needs. The trip –
Depression and even suicide are not uncomone way – is over 600 miles as the crow flies
mon among such folks for they feel they have
and much further on the ground. Once he connothing to live for and no purpose in life. Othcluded his business he turned around and
ers will rebel against this and take desperate
walked back. Remember, this was in the dead
measures to escape. Who is to say that such
of winter so that he could use the frozen rivers
practices ranging from piercing and tatas highways. The daylight is just a matter of a
toos, to anti-social, self-destructive befew hours, so most of the walk took place in
havior and even some crime are not
Arctic darkness at below zero temperatures
the direct result of trying to put color
with nothing but the moon, stars and the
in their lives, as well as to escape
Northern Lights to show him the way. I was
the oppression enforced by that tytold that he made that trip 13 times. I’ve forrant known as Fear?
gotten his name, but I’ll never forget the
But there are some among us who don’t
man.
operate on this basis of fear, and at times it
There was another man of similar age
can be hard to make their acquaintance. Somewhom I originally thought was Yup’ik, bething about them tells us they know things we don’t, and
ing rather short and stocky as many of them are. His name
that creates a wall that is difficult to breach.
was Clement Sara. He married a Yup’ik woman named
One of the groups of people in which I’ve found this
Martha and they lived quietly in their cabin with their
factor are those who’ve lived in Alaska. The longer they’ve
daughter. He was similarly reticent, but showed a bright
lived there and the further from the cities of Anchorage
interest in the things going on around him. We had several
and Fairbanks they were, the more pronounced this silence.
conversations, but it took a while for him to open up to me
Whether or not we have such courage ourselves, I’d
about his background.
like to speak of a few of these people. Simply knowing of
His daughter took me aside one day and offered an
their lack of fear and the freedom of action it gives them
explanation for this silence. He didn’t say much because
tends to free us of our own fears
when he tried to tell others the
as well as provides a bright spot
stories of his youth, his listeners
For the men and women
in our lives.
ridiculed him as a doddering old
About 35 years ago my little
man who was making up these
who have seen and done
family and I moved to the Yu’pik
tales in order to impress them.
such things, it is like they
Eskimo village of Bethel on the
Insulted, he clammed up. To me,
have
seen
the
face
of
God
Kuskokwim River in Western
it was a tragic and horrible loss,
Himself, and they are perAlaska. That is one BIG river!
for his knowledge and wisdom
(Note: “Eskimo” is a catch-all
could certainly have benefited
manently changed inside.
word we use here in the Lower
those around him.
48 States to refer to the peoples
With time, he gradually reof the Far North. Some object to it, so for the sake of clarlaxed with me. I learned that he wasn’t Yup’ik, but a
ity, I will use the term “Yup’ik” in speaking of the people
Laplander. He came from the old country as a young child
in the Bethel area, for that is what they call themselves.)
with his father, a responsible man who led a group of
16
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in the Far North, it is this silence. They
are not anti-social or stuck up; indeed,
(left) Bethel, Alaska (50 miles
many would give their right arm to be
upriver from the Bering Sea)
able to express themselves to others, to
looking south. Pictures taken
speak of the things they have seen and
by Tom Howell in 1961.
done. However, they don’t, for the things
of which they speak are so far beyond
their listener’s experience that they
might as well speak in Sanskrit. These
are things that few people can understand without experiencing them.
Perhaps I could sum it up by saying this: For the men and women who
have seen and done such things, it is
like they have seen the face of God
Himself, and they are permanently
changed inside. In awe and wonder,
(right) Middle Kuskokwim River.
they seek – no, crave – solitude in or“Nothing but raw wilderness. It
der to digest the beauty seen – and regives you the feeling that you are
joice in failing – for no end is desired.
the only person on the earth...”
These people are few and far between. They don’t operate on the “normal” values that most people do, for
prestige, money, fame and safety are
Laplanders. They had been hired by the U.S. Government
only encumbrances that distract from the important things
to introduce reindeer herding to the Yup’iks in order to
in life. As a result they don’t react in a “normal” manner
provide them with an alternative source of food in those
to situations that would terrify most people and are viewed
winters when times were hard.
as enigmas by outsiders.
I was surprised and expressed it. Caribou are very much
If you are fortunate enough to know someone like this
like reindeer and are plentiful in Alaska. Why were they
and can gain enough of their trust to get them to open up,
not used? He had warmed to the subject by this time and
the rewards can be very rich indeed. Some of those stories
patiently explained that the caribou are wild animals like
will stay with you for the rest of your life, always adding
deer and cannot be domesticated, while reindeer have been
color and encouragement, especially when times are bad.
used by man for many generations, even being trained for
Two things are necessary: Patience and a Hearing Ear.
riding and pulling sledges.
Tom is an author, ex-truck driver, and currently fixes/sells video
When a young man he would take his herd of reindeer
games & systems on the web. He had always been intrigued by
and drive them east from Bethel where they wintered, up
Alaska and the Far North, thanks in part to Robert W. Service’s
over the Kilbuck Mountain Range into the Tikchik Lakes
writings. Living there for 11 years had a profound effect on him
area – one of the most isolated and pristine areas in Alaska.
and his family, in that it helped them distinguish what’s imporThere, alone, he cared for and protected his herd from
tant in life from what isn’t. His stories reflect those changes.
wolves and grizzly bears for the duration of the summer
Clipart provided by the Alaska Native Knowledge Network,
before driving them back to the wintering ground in the
www.ankn.uaf.edu
Fall. That in itself was a phenomenal accomplishment, but
there is one thing that made it even more incredible. There
were no paths or roads to get there. He walked more than
100 miles each way across raw tundra. If you can picture
walking that distance across an extremely lumpy
innerspring mattress, you will begin to appreciate what he
did.
While I was there, most of the reindeer had been moved
to Nunivak Island in the Bering Sea due west of Bethel. It
acted as a natural corral and the reindeer were still providing a substantial portion of the Yup’ik sustenance.
If there is one thing in common about people who live
July 2008
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Head For The Barn
by Mildred “Millie” Thacker Graves

A

s a young girl, in my efforts of playing house, it be
and means of manipulating the kitten’s head and gently
came somewhat of a routine to dress the cat, or even
forcing it through the hole, but no luck with that approach.
better, a kitten, if we were so “blessed” as to have a cat
She then got some lard and after covering the kitten’s neck
with kittens at the time. At this particular time, our house
and head with the lard, she again tried to extricate the
cat had recently presented us with a litter of five kittens. I
kitten’s head. This, too, was without success and all the
use the term house cat loosely, since my mother would not
while, the kitten was getting wilder by the minute. Finally
allow any cat in the house except on
my mother could think of nothing
occasions a kitten confined in a doll
more to do except to wait for my
buggy. The house cat was the cat that
daddy to come home and deal with
hung around the house instead of the
the crisis, since it would not be long
barn. Barn cats were much wilder, ofuntil my father returned from work.
ten hiding unless it was time for milkAfter awhile the kitten became tired
ing and then would show up in force,
from the struggle of trying to free itsince it was the habit of the milkers to
self and settled down to become resquirt milk in or towards the cats’
signed, more or less, to its predicamouths as part of the milking process.
ment, even taking a short “catnap.”
Therefore during most of my growSoon Daddy arrived home and
ing up years, my playmates and I ofcame to the rescue. He tried pushing
ten had “the pick of the litter” to dress
the kitten’s head back through the
in doll dresses, bonnets, bloomers, or
opening in the same manner that my
whatever item of clothing we could
mother had done, but he, too, could
manage to get on a kitten. We found,
make no progress. Then he stood
if we fed them a bit of milk from the
back to assess the situation. Finally
doll bottle, they became more willing
he said, “The way I see it, I think it
to be dressed and fussed over. Usumight be best to take the tin snips and
ally an adult cat was not a willing
just cut the metal surrounding the
participant.
window, since this would not harm
One of our favorite things to do,
the kitten. What do you think we
if the cat or kitten was “all dolled up,” Millie Graves with her doll buggy
should do?” I quickly agreed, before
was to take it for a ride in the doll
he could formulate any more ideas.
buggy. This was somewhat frightening to a kitten, espeHe went out into his shop and came back, carrying the
cially if it were newly initiated into the joys of riding in
tin snips. He had Mom hold the kitten’s head in one hand
the buggy, consequently it would try to escape and run and
and its body in the other, while he cut the metal of the
hide. Often I would put a doll blanket over the opening of
buggy window, near the neck of the kitten, the area which
the hood of the buggy, so the kitten could not see an opengave him the most room in which to work. In very little
ing. The hood had two little triangular window type opentime the kitten was set free.
ings, one on each side. These windows were too small for
As if the kitten had not had enough traumas for one
a kitten to stick its head through – or so we thought!
day, it now required a bath, in order to remove the liberal
On this particular day the kitten was dressed in it’s
coating of lard that had been smeared and worked into its
Sunday best -- a dress, a bonnet and bloomers, the comvery fine fur in the hopes of extricating it from its prison.
plete outfit, even though it was not Sunday. All was going
It was quite a chore for my mother to return the kitten to
well as I wheeled the buggy all around, both indoors and
its former condition, considering that the first bath would
outdoors. Suddenly the kitten tried to escape, using the
have been stressful for the kitten, without the added eleonly exit it could see. It poked its head outside the doll
ment of spending time being trapped in the buggy.
buggy through the window, but when it tried to bring its
From that day forward, that particular kitten was trauhead back inside the buggy, it couldn’t. It was stuck! The
matized by the experience and would never go willingly
kitten struggled mightily and I quickly wheeled the buggy
in or near the dreaded doll buggy. Fortunately, there were
back toward the house. My mother was quickly called onto
more kittens that could be captured and taken for a stroll
the scene. She tried to push the kittens head back through
in the doll buggy. A female cat always provided plenty of
the opening, but to no avail. She tried several methods
pretend babies for a young girl to “mother.”
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Strawberry and Madeleine, A Parable
By Paula Krug Keys

T

wenty-three years ago last month, two baby girls were
born. The one born in a tiny straw hut was named,
Strawberry, because of her tight red curls. The other was
born in a tiny mud hut and named Madeleine, a sweet shell
of the woman she would become.
Though they lived three hours apart, their first months
of life were similar. They watched everyone and everything. They listened ever so intently to voices speaking,
singing or shouting. They felt joy, sadness and fear from
the voices, even though they did not yet have words to
name what their eyes beheld or their ears heard. Still they
felt, and remembered the way they felt. The next time they
heard similar sounds they could identify them by emotions
from the past.
They found some of these sounds kept repeating. They
tried to make them. Magic. Their sounds meant something
to those around them and in return they got what they
wanted: mommy, daddy, water, bananas, chocolate. Best
of all, they made those around them happy when they spoke
as they spoke and acted as they acted.
Strawberry’s mother was a tiny bit of energy covered
in a multi-colored flowered dress. She never seemed to
tire from pursuing her goal of being the best cook in the
village. She experimented with herbs from the woods and
spices she could trade for with the Wanderer when he came
through a couple of times a year.
Her family, friends and neighbors would swoon over
her concoctions and then, ask for the recipe. She would
think to herself, “What kind of fool do they take me for?”
Smiling broadly, she would give them the recipe minus
one ingredient or include one that would ruin it. She was
protecting her reputation as “The Blue Ribbon Cook” of
the village.
Strawberry watched. She knew what her mommy put
into the pots. She knew mommy wasn’t sharing. She wanted
to be exactly like mommy. When the teacher would insist
she share in school, she did, but it made her angry inside.
Why did she have to share when mommy didn’t? “When I
am a grown-up, I’ll never ever share. No one can make me
then. Grown-ups can do anything they want.”
Without realizing it, Strawberry was also becoming an
expert in herbs, their taste, smell and use. Use in cooking;
use in medicine; just like her mommy.
Meanwhile, three hours away, Madeleine was watching, listening to and feeling all that was happening around
her. Madeleine’s mother was a water diviner which meant
she often had to be away from home; but when home, she
encouraged the village children to play at Madeleine’s
house as they grew from crawling around together, to coming in for snacks after school to sleep-overs as pre-teens.

This didn’t give Madeleine’s mother time for herself.
But she wasn’t a woman who gave much thought to herself. She loved her husband, her daughter, her family,
friends and work with a passion and could not do enough
for any of them, singing and laughing as she moved through
her day. Madeleine thought her mother the most wonderful mother anyone could ever have. She wouldn’t change
a single thing about her. In fact, she determined to copy
her in speech, mannerisms and thoughts.
Strawberry and Madeleine finally reached their goals
of being grown-ups. They married and began their families. Repeating the cycle all over again with their babies.
An emergency brought Madeleine and her husband
with their young daughter to Strawberry’s village where
the water supply was running out. Like her mother,
Madeleine was a water diviner. She could find water when
no one else could; some said even better than her mother.
Toward the end of the three hour trek, Madeleine’s little
girl started to run a fever. No matter what she did, the child
kept getting hotter and weaker. She could not get her to
take a drink of water for her white-blistered throat was too
raw. Though distracted and distraught, Madeleine left her
daughter to find water for these strangers in need.
Locals walked past the child being tended by her father. They saw her dying while her mother worked to save
their village from dying. No one offered help. It wasn’t
their way. Though it was only a three hour walk away, this
village was half-way around the world from Madeleine’s
where everyone would have generously combined their
knowledge and skills to save a child, local or stranger.
Strawberry with her little daughter about the same age
as the dying child passed, then paused, caught by the eyes
of the father begging for help. Strawberry, though knowledgeable about curative herbs, with her own daughter hiding behind her legs, feigned ignorance; allowing the child
whose mother found the water which saved her and her
daughter, to perish.
“Train up a child in the way he should go: and when
he is old, he will not depart from it.” Proverbs 22:6
“Big D,” Dallas, Texas, was our home until the toxic sprays
which provide perfectly green lawns and bug-free homes, schools,
stores and restaurants put our sons and me in the hospital, causing my husband to determine, “We¹ve got to get these boys out
of here before this town kills them.” I am thankful to live in a
city like Eugene where NCAP (then, Northwest Coalition Against
Pesticides; now, Northwest Coalition for Alternatives to Pesticides) was such a help to me in the late 1970s and whose influence has made Eugene a city in which one can live for the most
part, free from toxins in the food and the environment. ~pkk
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No Crown of Thorns This

Hidden World
Outside my window and down the mountainside,
Green arms of the valley reaching where I hide.
Outside is conflict, here there is only peace.
Outside there’s war and hate, here the war has
ceased.
Outside they’re friendly, but they don’t know each
other.
I know my own mind, damn my keeper’s brother.

Made of a filigree of days without people
In platinum winter; In silver spring
In brassy summer; In golden autumn
Set with jewels of days with people
Amethyst day when Palmer greeted me
home from exile.
Ruby birthday celebration for Matt
when he said “Don’t stop talking to us.”

Outside they live and die, it’s all a race for death.
I intend to stay right here, until I’m all that’s left.

Diamond Thanksgiving at Duke & Sarah’s cabin
with patchwork quilt tablecloth.

Outside is color, here the walls are white,
Silent, stern sentinels keep vigil through the night.

Sapphire breeze from the ocean,
blowing Spider’s blonde hair from his eyes.

~ Spyder

Emerald rain behind the rain as shown
by Beverly to Virginia in the Haiku hills.
Pearl Christmas happy hubbub at Carol’s

Realm of Color

I

n this realm of color that we call “human,” why is it
that the rainbow does not touch down on love?
There are those that see only skin – not heart or soul
within the shell. For those, I am sorry and ashamed at
the same time. For those who only see skin and let
their prejudice shine through only deny themselves
the friendship and joy of the rainbow. As for me, I still
see the color of the skin but I also see past the shell to
the human within. I thank the powers that be because
if it were not so, I would be missing out on the awesome rainbow of friends that make life worth living.
For those that can never accept the rainbow of humanity, I am glad that I shall never suffer their pain of
ignorance nor the friends missed that make my heart
and soul complete.

~ Herbie

Opal cloudy day when Alan
called me “Quicksilver Girl.”
All held together with the pitch of starry nights.
~ Elizabeth Tyler Brown
A Woman’s Book of Writings

Once Upon a Dream
Once upon a dream
life was morning glory and sun
bathing me with peace and joy
throughout the day
When night came, the moon shown above
like a diamond on black velvet
In the dream, life was as sweet
as bees’ nectar and butter
With luck, someday life will
imitate my dream
~Herbie

“I have no color prejudices nor caste prejudices nor creed
prejudices. All I care to know is that a man is a human
being, and that is enough for me; he can’t be any worse.”
~ Mark Twain
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Down the Violet Path:
Further Adventures of Hannah Stevenson
By Jennifer Chambers

H

annah had work to do. She stood looking at her doorway,
inhaling lungsful of rain-cleansed air and newly mown lawns.
The front door of her little farmhouse beckoned, and opening it
was like opening a page of memory. The home was a glorified
cottage really, the low roof of the second floor in keeping with
the rest of the town. From her own covered porch she could see
the white, cream and pastel facades of the buildings in the downtown area.
She surveyed the main road. From her position, being a little
off the main drag would be good for business. The driveway to
Violet House was clearly marked on the lane that wound through
the picturesque Cotswolds town and, with a little advertising and
a good sign, she thought visitors wouldn’t be able to resist her
handmade soaps, lotions and other luxuries.
It was a far cry from her days touring as a working lounge
singer, but the relief she felt at being able to finally slow down
was like diving into fresh clear water.
A horn shattered her idealistic daydream. “Hey, Miss! I’ve
got some of of yer stuff ‘ere,” a thickset man called out from the
window of an overdue white delivery van from the Postal Service that had pulled up in front.
As she started to go out to help him unload, the phone rang,
loud and shrill. She held up her index finger. “Sorry, the phone’s
ringing. Just a sec. You can start putting everything in the living
room. Thanks.”
She ran lightly up the wide steps and grabbed the phone on
the edge of the kitchen counter. Oh, no, the only person who has this
number is my sister’s helper. “Hello?”
“Ms. Stevenson? The voice on the other end of the line was
shrill and angry. “It’s your sister. She’s escaped again.” The problem of her sister was not going to go away, she thought grimly, no
matter how far she ran away, even to the wilds of the Cotswolds.
Silence on the line followed by another insistent “Hello? I
said, SHE ESCAPED!”
“Yeah, I’m here.” Hannah wiped her brow. “I’m here. Myra’s
gone?”
“She isn’t here,” Doris, the woman who watched over her
sister, said drolly. “I have no idea where she went.”
“Seriously, isn’t that what I pay you for?” Hannah was exasperated. “Have you called the buses, the police?” Her sister Myra
was in a long-term care facility in a small town outside Kerry,
Ireland. “I mean, the Garda?” she dragged her shoes over the mat
the previous owner had left behind, a coarse affair that looked
like it was made of old sponges, and tried to get most of the dirt
off her feet before she dragged it further into the house.
“Yeh, I called the Garda. They say she’ll turn up. She usually
does, eh? Always comes back to old Doris, here.” The fact that
Old Doris didn’t seem a mite perturbed did a lot to inflame
Hannah’s already sensitive and put-upon nerves.

“Now, listen, you, I haven’t got time to fly down and look for
Myra just now. I hired you to take care of my sister and you need
to do just that.” She scrubbed her face with the back of her sleeve
while the harried nurse answered. “All right, fine. I’ll be there as
soon as I can. I’ll call the Garda myself and inform them that I’ll
be making travel arrangements. Call me the moment she appears.”
In high dudgeon, Hannah slammed the old-fashioned phone
up on its cradle and looked again at her Grandmother’s cozy,
snug cottage. It would have been fun to put the furniture back in
from storage. She had been going to go later to good neighbor
Edward’s–she wrinkled her nose–who had kindly kept Violet’s
things in his barn, to see what might be stored in the stalls there.
And now she had to go back and find Myra. It was enough to
irritate the Pope.
She slammed her overnight bag on the wide broad stone table
and leafed through the bare closet for the few clothes she’d managed to hang up. There had been time to just do a small load of
washing last night and hang her clothes to dry; some were damp
to the touch, but it couldn’t be helped.
“Ah, Gram,” she said to the cottage. The lavender scent of
her Grandmother intensified, as if the cottage could feel her guilt
and irritation, and it comforted her. She shook off the feeling.
Violet’s smell must be in the walls and furniture. There was no
reason for it to be stronger now. She picked up the phone again
and made reservations for the bus and plane that would take her
back to find Myra.
One of the reasons that Hannah had placed Myra in the facility in Kerry was that her mother had elected to spend time there
with them as children. Myra, who had attended a boarding school
for children with Autism, was intelligent but obsessive. She tended
to focus on things that interested her—mostly buses and trains—
and not the things that didn’t—math (unless it was related to
calculating the distance to somewhere on a bus or train, or the
route number of said transportation.)
Their mother, Agatha, had always thought Myra was harmless, and mostly she was, Hannah thought as she boarded her own
bus out of Stow en route to Heathrow. Myra was 29 now, though.
Their parents had been traveling for years in their own small cabaret act. Now, Myra stayed near the school
where she’d been attending most of her
life, a small place run by an experimental group of teachers and scientists and
called The Center.
In the close, smelly bus
she tried the caregiver on the
phone again. No answer. In
disgust, she slapped the
phone closed and jammed it
deep in the recesses of her soft-sided bag. It was her one concesJuly 2008
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sion to fashion; some women had shoes, Hannah had purses. Every conceivable size, shape and color was represented in her closet.
Even so, she bought most of them on eBay so she didn’t have to
spend the earth. Today she had kept her gear in the one closest at
hand, a vintage couture hobo bag that was so comfortable she
neither knew nor cared if it was in style.
The phone rang as she reached for it.The chorus chant of the
title words of Prince’s, “Purple Rain,” rang out twice, and then
stopped before she could answer.
“Hello?”
“This is Myra.”
Holy cow! “Myra, where are you? I was worried sick.” The
countryside sped past her window and she saw children playing
in the puddles outside on the stiles, chunky with stones and mud.
If she shut her eyes she could see Myra in those children. Myra
had been childlike forever and was destined to remain the same.
“I’m home. I went out for ice cream, and when I got back,
everybody was mad.” Myra was open, guileless. She was safe.
“Is Mrs. Doris there? Can I talk to her?” Hannah pulled the
bell to stop the bus and heaved her carry-on to her lap. ‘Hello?
Mrs. Doris? Can you hold on?’
The stairs were slippery but she managed to stop herself from
falling off the tip-top step, and her shoes squeaked as she swung
off the bus. The driver was right behind her, disgruntled. She
pressed a button to take Mrs. Doris off hold. “Mrs. Doris? What
happened? Is Myra okay?”
The driver puffed and grunted and got on the ground to open
the under-bus compartment. Her train case, luckily, was on the
top right hand side. The driver hauled the case out and deposited
it with a thump on the pavement in front of her, then wiped his
hands on his pants and got back in the door with a “harrumph.”
“Oh, she’s fine, Hannah. Sorry to be such a bother. She was
just down the street. I didn’t even see the poor dear go outside.”
Mrs. Doris ought to have been named Dotty, Hannah thought. Is
this the kind of person she wanted watching her sister?
Mrs. Doris must have sensed this for she hurriedly amended,
“I’m sorry mum, it won’t happen again. I knew she couldn’t have
gone far. I’ll keep a closer watch on her, I promise.”
“I can’t have this happen!” Hannah yelled into the cell phone.
“I am halfway to London, in the middle of the street, trying to
catch the bus in God-knows-where, back to a place I haven’t even
moved into yet!” Hannah was furious, but it muted quickly; she
could understand how Myra ran away. She always did, but it was
never far—only to the sweet shop or down to the bus or train
stations. She hadn’t gotten far, but... “And you’ve notified the
train and bus station that she must not be allowed to buy a ticket?”
Hannah kicked a stone and scuffed the toe of her leather clog. As
extravagant as she wanted to be on purses she had no patience for
anything but the most comfortable shoes. Comfortable, alas, often meant ugly. Good in this case, though. She sat on the bus
stop’s cold metal chair and tugged her sock further up into the
neck of the clog.
“Oh, yes. Of course, Mum. She’s here right as rain.” Mrs.
Doris tried to make soothing noises but through the wretched
reception of her cell it just sounded like she was shushing Hannah.
22
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Worry, overtook by anger, overtook her and she shouted, “I pay
you to mind my sister. You need to take better care of her,” and
she spit out the last, “...Mrs. Doris.” In the last part of her tirade,
she screwed up her mouth and shook her head on each part of the
phrase emphatically. “...Or I’ll move her somewhere else.” Her
venom lessened somewhat at that. Myra was a difficult case, and
good, specialized care was hard to come by. Plus,The Center was
the one their mother had chosen for Myra, and she had been
there for a while.
“Oh, I’ll do that, Hannah,” Mrs. Doris said, nonplussed. I’ll
take good care of her now, don’t you fret. She’ll be just fine.”
With that, Mrs. Doris disconnected the call.
Hannah was still upset. “You had better,” she muttered, snapping shut the phone, “or I’ll do it myself.” It was ages before a bus
was to arrive. The sign on the post read that she had just missed
the one on the quarter-hour and now she had to wait forty-five
minutes until the next one. Her fingers involuntarily went to a
necklace she wore, testing the small, elegantly cut square ruby
on its chain, far sturdier and less delicate than it looked. It had
always taken on warmth that seemed like it didn’t emanate only
from her body. The ruby had been part of what she had been left
in her mother’s will, along with custody of Myra, such as it was.
Hannah tipped her head back against the post and allowed herself
to drift off in a half-sleep—awake but not alert.

Brown Crayola Girl
Some days arrive
full of lightning,
great black and orange
flashes of pain.
They create emotion, I don’t want to feel.
Days of bodily destruction
working overtime.
And I feel abandoned
by those who say they care.
Or… I want to abandon
everyone… and life itself.
Some days arrive
full of brown crayola girl.
When she appears,
I can only write
or draw brown pictures.
Crayola girl has no mouth
to speak with.
Just that wax-like body,
devoid of arms and legs.
Incapable of emotion.
Oblivious to pain.
~Wanda Edwards

Our Heidi

Goodbye to Penny

Here lies our little pal Heidi
Our kind and beautiful friend
She loved us unconditionally
And was faithful to the end.

God Bless our little Penny
With such a sweet and loving heart
She had the greatest disposition
So we loved her deeply from the start

She came to us as a puppy
We’re sure she’ll always know
The joy she brought into our lives
As we daily watched her grow.
We know that we will miss her
Because we loved her so
We hated to see her leave
But we know she’s better off to go.
She’ll be up in doggy heaven
To join all the very best
When they leave their earthly home
To begin their final rest.

Today we had to say goodbye
It wasn’t easy, as we know
With all her aches, hurts and pains
It was really time to let her go.
She was such a happy, loving pet
And as friendly as could be
She didn’t know a stranger and
We’ll miss her so terribly.
We are sure she’ll be happy and content
With her companions up above
She’ll be in doggy heaven
Along with Heidi and our love.
~ Anita Van Hise

~ Anita Van Hise

McKenzie

Time
Time is just a fleeting moment
Let’s use it while we can
Time to do the things on earth
To please both God and man.
Time is what we use
When we sit idly by
Time is given us to learn
If we would but only try.
Time can be a year, a month or a day
To get a job well done
Time is for the living
To receive the Blessings won.
Time is for meditation, prayer and doing
So let us use it wisely
To get to live with God in Heaven
Remember,Time Is Eternity.
~ Anita Van Hise

When we saw you advertised
We’d been without a pet
We brought you home with us
You were the very best pet yet.
You were an older dog
And we were older, too
We bonded really very well
And all because of you.
You had your winning ways
So we really spoiled you bad
We wanted you to know we loved you
And to have you we were glad.
You will be with the other two
And rest in peace at last
We’ll think of you in the future
And glad we had you in the past.
~ Anita Van Hise
Anita Van Hise, a retired Baker County Clerk, whose husband Harley
recently passed away, moved in May from their home at Stone Lodge
Retirement Center in Bend, Oregon to Corvallis to be close to family.
The Van Hise’s loved the outdoors and formed special relationships
with their canine friends. Anita, who writes as a hobby, memorialized
them with these poems.
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The Ride
By Gene Conrad

M

y dad liked motorcycles. I was given my first one when I
was about 6 years old. It was a Honda Trail 50 and it was
blue. Mostly. And the seat was in pretty good shape for the shape
it was in. And most of the time, the gas tank stayed on unless you
hit a really big bump. And the handle bars could fold so that the
whole bike could be slipped into the trunk of a car. And the key
that held the flywheel in place was all stripped out so that every
now and then Dad had to take it apart and glue the flywheel in
place. And if the seat was adjusted all the way down and if I hung
off one side and really stretched, and if I stretched right over a tall
ant-hill, I could touch the ground without falling over.What a great
bike! And since our field had an incredible infestation of ants, there
were plenty of places where I could stop, and they also made great
jumps.
This bike was a favorite of mine for many years, mainly because it was the only one that was small enough for me to
ride. That and the fact that it was one of the few
that actually ran. Dad had a penchant
for old motorcycles that didn’t run. He
would scan the papers and run off to
town to buy some “basket case” and drag it home
in the bumper racks mounted on our 1967 Dodge
Polara. He was saving them to fix up during his
retirement years.
There is an old-wives tale that if you leave two coat hangers
together in a dark closet they will multiply and turn into a tangled
mass of hangers. Did you know that old motorcycles do the same
thing? Dad would put a couple of them in an old shed or lean
them up against each other and before you knew it, there were
more. Lots more. At one time I tried to count them and lost track
at over 50. Our house became known as the “place with all the
motorcycles.” When I got older, I managed to tear open the door
of a building that hadn’t been opened in years only to find... more
motorcycles.
Some of my friends also had motorcycles, and sometimes we
would get together and go riding. Corky White and I did this often. He had aYamaha 50. I always thought his bike was much cooler
than mine, because: 1) it was faster; 2) it was red; 3) it was faster;
4) that gas tank was a cooler shape; 5) it was faster; 6) the seat
didn’t have any duct tape on it; 7) it was definitely faster.
One day, Corky invited me to his house for a day of riding. He
lived down Fire Road in a cool place that his dad built next to a
pond that his dad also built. We could ride up the trails behind his
place through the woods up to Carpenter Bypass and then down
the other side of the little valley to their house. The loop was
probably 5 or 6 miles and it took us about 2 or 3 hours. We could
do 2 or 3 laps in a day of riding. It was great fun.
I think we were in about the 5th grade. The plan was for me to
go to Corky’s house, then we would ride up to Brian Gillespie’s
house and he would join us and ride the loop with us. I don’t
remember Brian’s bike too well, but I think his dad bought it from
us. Maybe that was why he had so much trouble with it. Anyway,
Corky and I rode over to Brian’s place and Brian was having some
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trouble finding enough gas to fill up his bike.
“No problem,” I said. “We’ll just siphon some out of my tank
and get some more when we get back to Corky’s.”
They didn’t know about siphoning or how to do it, but I did.
At least I knew how it was supposed to be done. I didn’t want
them to know I had never actually done it. We hunted around and
found an old piece of hose that looked like it had never had an old
dead mouse in it. So I put it to my lips and blew out the fir needles
and spiders.We then marched over to my bike with an old gas can
and I opened ‘em up.
“Now y’see,” I explained, “all we hafta do is get enough gas in
the hose so that when we stick the hose into the gas can, the suckage
will pull gas from my tank and it’ll run downhill into the gas can.
Then we can dump it into your tank and go riding!”
“Great!” Corky said, “How do we get the gas into the tube?”
“I’ll just suck it in,” I said. I then proceeded to stick one
end of the hose into the tank, put my mouth
around the other end and start sucking. Now,
the hose was kinda big and much longer
than a drinking straw, so I figured I
would have to do some pretty manly
sucking to get flow started. About
half a second after I started, the gas was
coming out my nose and probably my ears as well. I
involuntarily swallowed a good sized gulp.
Now there is a story told by my family that when I was about 2
years old, Dad was working in the shop (probably on one of those
old motorcycles) and had a tuna can full of gasoline he was using
to clean the parts. He turned around to grab the can and it was
gone. About that time I handed him the can and said “Daddy more!
Daddy more!” I’m here to tell you they sure don’t make gas like
they used to.This stuff tasted awful! And it no sooner hit my stomach than I started to feel kinda sick and woozy.
“What’d you do that for?” Corky yelled. “You pulled the hose
outta the tank and we lost the prime!” Funny how all the sudden
he was a siphoning expert. “Now you’re gonna have to do it again!”
“Let me try!” said Brian. I wasn’t sure which of him to hand the
hose to, so I just stuck it out in his general direction and he snatched
it up. He stuck it in the tank and we did manage to get it going. He
didn’t get a mouthful like I did, but there was plenty of gas on the
hose so that he got a good taste. Corky was the only one that
didn’t taste it. Wimp.
We decided to go in the house for a bit. Brian had something
he wanted us to try. Something called Tabasco and it was pretty
hot stuff. We then had a contest to see who could hold a drop on
his tongue the longest. My lips and mouth were burning so bad
from the gas it was hard to even taste the Tabasco, so I think I won
the contest.
We kind of hung around the house for a while until the
wooziness wore off of me a bit, and I felt like I could ride without
running into a tree. Off they went and I was the dust. I found that
the bouncing around didn’t help my stomach settle at all. I was
doing a lot of spitting to try to get the taste out of my mouth.
About the time I was starting to feel better, I would burp up gas

fumes and start spitting again. It was really distracting. I’m just
glad we didn’t have any matches around to try lighting my burps
or I probably would have exploded.
I think Brian got one lap in and then started having trouble
with his bike. We got him back home and Corky and I continued
to ride. We eventually stopped at his house for a break. When we
were ready to ride again, Corky went out and tried to start his
bike. He cranked and cranked and it wouldn’t start.
“Its probably the spark plug!” I said. “We should take it out and
clean it.” Since this was about the only thing we knew how to do,
it was our standard repair procedure.
We found a spark plug wrench and pulled out the plug. We
found an old greasy wire brush with hair and dirt stuck to it and
proceeded to clean the spark plug.When it was clean to our satisfaction, I began threading it back into the engine. Corky’s bike
did not have a kick stand (mine did, so that was one cool mark for
me) so he was sitting astride it while I was trying to get the plug
back in. He kept telling me to hurry up and was wiggling around
enough that I was having trouble hitting the hole.
“OK!” I said, meaning that I was trying to hurry up. He thought
I meant that I was done so he up and gives his bike a mighty crank.
Now if you have ever tried to kick start a motorcycle you probably know that when you kick start it with the spark plug out, the
piston really goes. There is no compression, y’see, so that lack of
resistance results in a high level of RPM. A high level of RPM
means that the piston is really ripping. And since this bike was a
four stroke engine and not a two stroke, fuel would come into the
engine even if there was no vacuum to pull it in. And since he was
trying to start the bike he really gave the throttle a twist which
engaged the throttle pump putting even more fuel into the cylinder. And since the bike wouldn’t start because it was actually
flooded, not because the spark plug was dirty, that means that
there was lots of gas in the cylinder. And since he had given a
mighty kick to try to start it, that means that the bike REALLY
wiggled and my hand slipped off fully exposing the spark plug
hole which is located at the top of the cylinder.
Ever been shot with a fire hose? Full of gas? In the face? That’s
what it was like. Fortunately, it missed my mouth so that I wouldn’t
have to taste this poor excuse for gasoline again. But did you know
that gasoline burns your eyes even worse than your tonsils?
“Gimme a rag!” I yelled, holding out my hand.
“Oh! I’m sorry, Conrad! Are you OK?” Corky was clearly upset. So upset he almost let his bike fall over.
“I’m blind! Get me a rag!”
“Sorry!” I hear him run for the shop. He comes back and puts a
rag in my hand.
“A clean rag!” I yell. I can feel the grease on the rag. Musta
found it by where the wire brush was. He tried again and we managed to get the gas out of my eyes.
“Guess we’d better rest awhile before we go out again.” I said.
I imagine I was looking pretty good by then. Kinda like a green
raccoon, with my stomach still upset from the siphoning exercise
and now the eye treatment.
We took it easy for a few minutes.
“You ready?” Corky asked. “Looks like we can make it around
one more time before dark.”
“OK” I said and off we went.
Did I mention that Corky’s bike was faster than mine? Because

of that, the only way I could get past him was by taking short cuts.
That usually meant leaving the trail. Sometimes it was a strategy
that worked, but only often enough to keep me trying.
On this particular ride, we were really flying down the trail
because it was getting dark fast in the woods.The headlight on his
bike worked, but mine didn’t. (Are you surprised?) So in an effort to pass him, I decided to leave the trail. In the semi-darkness.
At full speed.
Mini bikes have a terrible glide ratio.They will never tell you this
in the show room, but its true. I have to admit, though, that while I
was in free fall, I did reach a much higher speed than he was going. I
think that was the only time my bike was faster than his. The flight
was exhilarating.The landing was not.
Standard wipe-out procedure includes some basic, important
elements in order to get the best score possible.The most important element is that you must land on the right-hand side. Anything else will cause a zero score because the other elements are
not possible if you don’t land on the right-hand side. These other
elements include:
a) Digging the throttle into the dirt in such a way that the
engine revs to full RPM; b) Pinning you knee under the exhaust
pipe. Be sure to avoid the heat shield; c) Positioning your ankle
underneath the rear tire, which is now spinning at top speed because of the high engine RPM. See how it all fits together?
“Where’d you go?” Corky called.”
“Over here.” I waved a hand above the weeds to try to attract
his attention. He rode over to take a look. Remember, his bike
did not have a kick stand, and since there wasn’t a tree, stump or
rock nearby to lean his bike against, his only other option was to
lay the bike down to come and help me. So, he did exactly what I
would have done. He sat on his bike and offered his advice.
“You blew it.!” Corky said. “The engine died. That’ll knock
your score down to at least a 3 unless you’re bleeding somewhere.”
I got the bike stood up and started cranking. It was getting
hard to see and the engine did not even fire.
“Check the sparkplug.” Corky helpfully suggested.
“Right!” I bent down and took a look. The spark plug had been
snapped off and the broken half was still dangling in the spark
plug wire. “Great!” I said. We didn’t have any tools and no spare
plug anyway, and it was getting dark enough that Big Foot would
probably show up any second to eat us. All Corky had to do was
go faster than me and that wouldn’t be hard if I was pushing my
bike.
I did notice that the plug was broken off inside the wire boot,
which fit snugly around the plug. I found that if I jammed it back
on just right it would stay. Even better, it started when I cranked
it! Things were looking up! We managed to ride back to the house,
stopping several times to stick the plug back on. We kinda caught
it a bit when we got back because of riding after dark.
“Don’t you know Big Foot will get you?” Corky’s mom asked us...
Gene Conrad grew up in the Lorane area and graduated from
Crow High School in 1984. He now lives in Ronan, Montana
with his wife, Julie, and their 5 children. He is an engineer with
a machine shop at home, and makes custom spurs and belt buckles. Gene enjoys writing humorous stories about those “crazy”
days we all experience from time to time and hopes to one day
publish a collection of them.
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Bless Those Modern Conveniences!
By Avis Rust

T

he modern bathroom is beautiful and has all the con
venience that’s known; it will almost rub your back
with softness. Most of us take this room for granted.
Let me tell you about another bathroom in days of yore.
There was a little house a few feet from the house. It
could be very elaborate or just a little two-holer maybe
too large for a young child. No soft tissue, only a catalog
or newspaper. So much for that facility.
The wash basin was the kitchen sink, in which you
washed your hands in cold water dipped out of a pail of
water that was pumped out of a well in the yard. In the
winter you might melt snow, as the pump might be frozen.
The teakettle was on the stove,
and that was a possibility of
some warm water to wash
hands and face.
Now let us get down
to the bathtub on Saturday
morning. A copper boiler
was secured, and out to
the pump for buckets of
water. The boiler was put
on the kitchen stove to
heat. More buckets of water to cool the well heated
water. Two young ones
were ready to take a bath. A
towel on the floor in case of water spills; chairs with blankets were the curtain. Two young ones were herded, one
at a time. Mother stood by to see no horse-play was committed and to help the siblings take their weekly bath.
The children were sent away, and mother proceeded
to take her bath by adding more hot water. Her bath over,
then it was a reluctant dad for his bath — more hot water
in the large galvanized tub. Baths are over — “Stay clean,”
until they go to church on Sunday.
Then, there were what mother called ‘sponge baths’
during the week each morning before school…
Oh, for the wonders of a modern up-to-date bathroom
with privacy and no fuss and muss. Enjoy each modern
convenience.
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Excerpts from Veneta’s first newspaper –

WILLAMETTE

VALLEY

ENTERPRISE

VENETA, LANE COUNTY, OREGON
VOL. 1 NO. 1
FRIDAY, AUGUST 21 1914.
D. F. Pickert, Liveryman
———

Mr. Pickert was one of Veneta’s first business men. He
errected the second building here and is located on main
street and is a gentleman who takes a keen interest in every
movement toward the advancement and upbuilding of
Veneta and its various interests. He keeps the best rigs to be
had and there is no need to “hoof it” while the above named
firm continues in business.
——————

HOTEL KING
———

Among the numerous possessions of Veneta, is the Hotel
King, which is located on fifth street, one block from the
Willamette Pacific R. R. and was built by Mr. Earnest King,
the genial proprietor, who has been caring for the needs of
the community as well as the traveling public.
——————

VENETA PROPERTYAND ITS FUTURE
———

…For many years the Long Tom river and the mountains
towering above it have furnished great delight to hunters,
and Tourists, and lovers of beautiful scenery. Cougar, bear,
and deer can be found, large herds of deer are often seen. A
trip up this valley would long be remembered by hunters
and fishermen, as the speckeled beauties and redsides are
plentiful and an easy matter for the angler to fill his creel.
——————

HUNTING SEASON CLOSED
———

Governor West has ordered the hunting season closed till
September 1st. believing that it would lessen the possibility
of forrest fires during the present dry season.
——————

Local News Items
———

R. M. Trout, the well known blacksmith, will soon errect
a new residence on his lots, on fifth street.
———
Several farmers around Veneta have made a big success in
the Goat industry, several large bands may be seen at anytime
near here.
———
Oscar E. Obendrof, proprietor of the Veneta wagon shop
on main street, errected the first building in Veneta. He is
well known in this vicinity, and is doing a good business, and
keeps an assorted stock of all that goes to make it a first
class wagon shop.

I

n the April issue of Groundwaters, Jim Burnett chal
lenged our readers to write a complete story in six sentences. He included a sample and listed some basic rules:
• Submissions must contain six consecutive sentences
only in paragraph format – no poems and no bullets
• The title should be no longer than 36 characters including spaces
• The submission should relate to Groundwaters’ theme
(“Color” is the theme for this issue)
We’d like to get some more submissions for our
“Roots” issue to be printed in October. Give it a try!

Under Flashing Blue Mom Snags White
by Wanda Edwards
Mom stood, under yet another flashing blue light, thinking she must buy them all at fifty cents a pair. I’m sure the
smiling clerk was laughing inside as she bagged more than
twenty pair of white canvas shoes. Mom said, pride in her
voice, that she had white tennis shoes for my kids and all
their friends. I looked at her bargain, my heart tumbling,
and wondered if I could tell her that kids won’t wear a
woman’s white canvas shoe even if they fit. I never told
her Goodwill got all but the four pair two old ladies down
the street took. Mom’s passion for that flashing blue light
was many times a mixed blessing.

Impotence
By Jennifer Chambers
I feel angry at the way I’m unable to do anything to
change the outcome. The pressure to change the circumstances is combated by the true, deep knowledge that there
is nothing I can do, that it isn’t my choice. “You can’t help
anyone unless they first want to help themselves.” The
mustard-yellow anger is tempered by sadness. He’s an addict. He’s beyond my help.

Many Moods of Grey
By June Wyant
The color of silence is grey. At times, when lost in
thought, it is the color of fog. While cheerfully waiting,
grey is opalescent pearl with shimmering rainbows. Fear
strikes with gun metal grey. Silent love reflects the iridescent grey glow of a rose petal.

Four Seasons of Color
By Pat Broome
In the spring, the field looks like a tapestry; the coral
of the Indian Paintbrush woven together with the deep blue
of the Bluebonnets as far as the eye can see. The ancient
oaks watch over the flowers, and spread their gnarled and
twisted arms covered with new green growth over them to
protect against the brilliant yellow sun that can shine too
powerfully at times from the endless blue Texas sky.
The golden summer sunlight sparkles on the deep blue
of the farther ocean waves as they gradually turn to lighter
and lighter shades of blue before the white foam breaks across
the jagged brown rocks under the silent gaze of the red-roofed
lighthouse on the steep brown cliff above the beach.
The crisp autumn air and a mellow golden light set a
country lane ablaze with color as the flame of the scarlet
maples competes with the beaten gold of the birches and the
fiery oranges of the other maples for the attention of the passerby leaning against the weathered old brown fence, camera
in hand, to record this moment for posterity.
She wipes the frost off the window with a small towel
before looking out of the kitchen across the brilliant white
snow covering the field, when she sees the flashing scarlet wing of her friend, Cardinal Richelieu against the black
outline of the old tree where the feeder hung, and she smiles
and whispers “Bon jour, Eminence,” as she sips her coffee and enjoys the sight of his bright feathers outlined
against the monochromatic morning.

Life’s Ebb and Flow
By Pat Edwards
Gentle Spring days of green begin to elevate my energies and creativity. I am invigorated and anxious to make
my plans. Those energies will level out and slow down
with the golden heat and humidity that each Summer morning brings. The orange and gold of Autumn’s cooler, crisp
days perk me up and bring back a vitality that has been
missing for so long. With the chill and rain of the gray
Winter season, though, that vitality soon begins to snuggle
in close behind the pages of a good book or the comforting
presence of a favorite hobby. Life’s ebb and flow nourish
and replenish my spirit and my soul.
“In order to have friendship you must look past the
color to the soul, because within the soul lies a rainbow of many colors” ~unknown
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Cookin’ With Jen

A

aahh… an Oregon Summer. Dubious as it might be,
sometimes an Oregon Summer carries with it the best
of all worlds: cool, brisk mornings, evenings that promise a
hint of rain to take down the dust, dew-soaked “elevenses”
when you can play in the garden. One of the best things
about Oregon summers is the bounty of fruit and vegetables
that can be preserved. My goal is to glean as much from my
garden (and the local fruit/veggie stands) as I can to put
away for the winter.
As I write this, I’ve just enjoyed the sweet bite of summer in the last can of my mother-in-law’s canned peaches
from last year. To that end, here are more recipes for preserving the summer. As with all recipes presented here,
please use caution. I presume you either have directions in
your own trusty Ball canning book or can call your local
Extension office for the best way to use your particular canner. Be safe!
Blackberry Wine (adults only!)

In the old south, on the plantations, the blackberry wine
was the liquor par excellence that was made by the great
ladies in those festive days. This wine recipe is famous and
the wine is declared by the old-time Southerners to be equal
to the true Port Wine. It has a richness of flavor and is beautiful in color.
Take one measure of boiling water to four of bruised
fruit. Stir occasionally; in twenty-four hours strain into cask
and add three pounds of brown sugar for each gallon of
liquor. When subsidence of fermentation takes place cork
up the cask. Six months afterward draw off and bottle for
use. ~Mrs. Fraulie’s receipt, October 1909
(Jen’s note: Groundwaters does not condone the production of alcohol.
And how does Mrs. Fraulie find herself able to comment on the part of all
Old-time southerners, anyway?)
Mock olives

Select solid, ripe cherries, wash them several times and
take off the stems. Pack them snugly in mason jars, first
putting a layer of fruit and then some salt, until you have
used three-tablespoonfuls to each quart. Prepare a liquid
by taking 1/3 quart of water and 2/3 a quart of vinegar.
Pour this over the fruit and seal. These will keep fro a long
time in air-tight jars, and the possess a very delicate flavor
of the cherry and make very good mock olives. ~San Francisco Chronicle, 1920
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Pie-Plant Butter

Allow one pound of sugar to each pound of peeled and
cut-up rhubarb; let the rhubarb and sugar simmer gently
for an hour, or more if the rhubarb is old and tough. This is
a nice preserve, and children should be encouraged to eat it
during the winter. ~Buckeye Cookery, 1880
Carrots

Grade for size and color. Wash thoroughly. Scrape or
pare to remove skins. Precook 5 minutes. Pack into clean
Kerr (mason) jars. Add 1 tsp. salt to each quart jar if desired. Fill to within ½ inch of top with water in which vegetable was precooked or boiling water. Put on cap, screwing band firmly tight. Process. (Ed. Note- in a hot water
bath or pressure cooker.)~Kerr home canning book, wartime
editon, 1943
Root Beer

One cake Fleishmann’s yeast, five gallons fresh water,
slightly lukewarm one bottle root beer extract, four pounds
granulated sugar. Dissolve the sugar in the water, add the
extract, then the yeast thoroughly dissolved in a little water; mix well and bottle immediately, using strong corks in
securely. Set in a warm place 36-48 hours; in cold weather
a little longer. Then remove to cellar or other place of even
temperature, but do not put on ice until a few hours before
using. ~ Northwest poultry journal, September 1915
A Dedication

To the women who serve without banners… the Homemakers
of America. You are the proud
daughters of the builders of
America…you are the wives and
mothers of the men in
Freedom’s fight, each to his own
duty at the plow or forge or
battlements. And yours, in this war
year of 1943, is a task worthy of that heritage. For men
today go into battle with your name on thier lips… and
men, tomorrow and forever, will find in your courage and
devotion the strength, and dignity, and honor, to serve in
the peace that is to come.~ Kerr home canning book, 1943
Special note: Fine Preserving, M.F.K. Fischer’s annotated edition of
Catherine Plagemann’s cookbook, is an unusual and excellent reference
for canning. ~Jen

Marj’s Diary
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By Avis Rust

July 7, 1952
Today is the big day in political news. The Republican
convention began and for this week, all we will see and
hear is “that.” The front page of the newspapers will headline “Convention;” the radio announcers will have a scoop.
As I said before, I don’t see why the people can’t nominate the candidates for President; but that would certainly
be too simple. There wouldn’t be any “ballyhoo” and the
boys wouldn’t have any fun squabbling over their candidates. Chicago wouldn’t have as many tourists; and the whole
thing would just be over too soon.
The big conventions give the “parties” a chance to gettogether and really celebrate and a place for the big fellows
to get up and blow off some steam. It would be too bad if
there wasn’t some sort of valve for the parties to get relief
from all the pent up pressure of elections.
It is just human nature for men to want to crowd into a
small place and do a lot of boasting and make a bunch of
promises and more or less “beat on their chests” like a bunch
of monkeys.
Politics is very dirty with mud slinging from all sides.
The two parties throw it back and forth; and within the party,
it is traded from candidate to candidate. In the end all are
working for the same thing and the fellows all shake hands
and promise to support the winner.
So goes life in the great United States!
By Marjorie Hays
(Thanks to Virginia Vandehey for sharing the diary of Marjorie Hays)

W

hy does America celebrate the 4th of July? July, our
seventh month, is an important one in American history. On July 4, 1776, the Declaration of Independence
was issued, proclaiming our break with the Mother Country, England. July 4th is a legal holiday in all states and
territories. Around the country, varied celebrations take
place. Fireworks have become a traditional part of the celebrations and have become very elaborate over the years.
I am not fond of firecrackers and the noise associated
with them – they bring up some tragic memories for me. A
young lad once threw a firecracker at me and it hit my
mother’s leg, making deep burns. The noise is terrifying
for my two dogs, so until the noise subsides, I am usually
awake, trying to calm them.
In July, 1604, the King James version of the Bible was
authorized.
The 1776 Congress established the United States Postal
Service in the month of July.
The Ruby is the July birthstone. Its name comes from
the Latin word ruber which means “red.” The word “ruby”
was included in the Oxford dictionary in 1310. The Ruby
contains iron oxide which gives it the red color. It is translucent and varies in hardness and hue according to where
it is found.
July’s flower is the Larkspur. It is a garden flower of
the genus Delphinum. There are many varieties. The Greeks
named the Delphinium. They thought the long black sepals resembled a dolphin. The name Larkspur comes from
the small sac-like petals at the back of the flowers which
look like the spur of a European Skylark. It had various
names such as Lark’s Heel; Lark’s Toe; Larks Spur; and
Knight’s Spur. There is an alternate July flower – the Water Lily. It floats on the water. It boasts many colors. In
Oregon, the Water Lily is yellow in color and can be found
in ponds and around lakes.
“The color of truth is gray.” ~ Andre Gide
“Almost all words do have color and nothing is more
pleasant than to utter a pink word and see someone’s
eyes light up and know it is a pink word for him or her
too” ~ Gladys Taber

July 2008

Groundwaters

29

Hero
By Stephanie Kau

A

Horse picture by Catalina Locke.
Catalina is 8 years old and attends CresLane Elementary as a 3rd
grader. She loves horses and riding them, loves to draw and sings in
the CresLane school choir.

Melody Man
Give me a beat
I'll tap my feet,
Give me a tune
I'll sway through the room,
Give me a song
I'll swing all day long,
Play me it right
I'll dance up the night.
By Joe DeAngelo

Riley Chambers’ Lego snake. Photo by Riley Chambers, age 7
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s I walk in the door, a small bell chimes above me. I
feel the cold concrete floor under me through my flipflops and memories come rushing back. All of a sudden,
I’m three again, asking my grandpa if I can help him dust
shelves. I walk around the corner, like I have so many times
in the past and everything is so familiar. It seems, as I get
older, this is the only place that stays the same.
I am greeted with a friendly smile, a smile that has
been a part of my life for as long as I can remember. I go
behind the counter, and my grandpa hugs me. I am engulfed by his scent. It is a mix of hay, gasoline, and hard
work. I feel safe in his arms, for he is my hero. For that
second that he is holding me, I feel as if the world could
not touch me.
“Hey, ‘Punkin,” he says to me as he pats me on the back.
“Hi, Grandpa,” I reply with a smile, as I look up at
him.
As I wander around the store, not looking for anything
in particular, I notice little things, like the dust on things
that sit on the shelves waiting to be bought. I wonder to
myself, how long will it be before someone will need them.
I touch them, feeling the cold textures under my fingertips.
I take my time going down every aisle. Some things
having a surplus of items, some having few left. I see customers, shopping, and with every face that passes me, I
think how they are not touched in the same way as me by
this store, this beautiful sanctuary.
As I go by the very last row, the smell of coffee fills
my nose. I breathe it the bitter scent, which also brings my
mind wandering back to my grandpa. He drinks it black.
No matter what restaurant we’re in, or what time of day it
is, my grandpa likes his coffee black.
No amount of words can explain how much I adore
that man. All my life, I have never known a more hardworking person, and never in my life have I worked harder
to please one person. But the beautiful thing about him is
that he’s always proud of his family, no matter what. I don’t
have to try to make him happy, but I do it anyway. I walk
towards the door to leave and I pass the row of pictures,
old ones, new ones; I see faces that I love, and faces that
love me. I reach my arm out and feel the cold metal of the
door, I push to open it, and as I take my first step outside,
the small bell chimes above me, again.

Stephanie Kau is the 17-year old daughter of Brian and Michele
Kau of Crow. She graduated from Crow High School in June
2008 and will attend Western Oregon State University in
Monmouth in the Fall. She wrote this essay about her grandfather, Jim Edwards of Lorane, as a class assignment.

My Park Bench
By Alyksys Lename

O

ut of all the places I’ve been in Germany, one little
park bench surrounded by trees in the springtime is
truly beautiful.
The birds sing, drowning out the sound of moving cars
in the distance. Your sight is that of the spring flowers and
the people passing by.
And this small path holds people of all walks of life.
The well-dressed older lady who smiles warmly when you
smile at her, the group of teenage punks smoking and thinking they are so cool, the mother pushing her baby carriage,
the love-struck teenagers and the 90-year-old couples, hand
in hand behind them, still in love after all those years.
What none of them realize is how connected their lives
are. Each of them walk by each other, never realizing they
all share this path. They never realize that they must share
the Earth.
Our lives are filled with differences. We live our lives,
hardly thinking of how our actions affect others. I would
no sooner tell a punk to stop dying his hair than I would
tell a child not to laugh. These differences are what make
our world colorful and full of life.
Trying to change people is wrong, because they have a
right to be who they choose to be. The world is an abstract
painting of every conceivable color, shape and texture. We
are just the artists, painting every new moment a little differently.
There is beauty in everything from life to death. Everything has its own purpose. Wishing to prolong life is
simply ignoring the fact that death will eventually come. If
we were immortal, time would become obsolete, and we
would over-populate the earth, run out of resources, and
eventually, we would all die anyway.
My goodness, I’ve ended up preaching life lessons and
dropping analogies on every line, when all I truly wanted
to do was tell you how beautiful it is here in Germany when
spring has filled the air and I sit here on my park bench
watching the people passing by.

Alyksys Lename was born to a music teacher and an artist. She
enjoys both the musical and artistic fields, but her love is the
written word. She enjoys writing political articles for her school
newspapers, poems, novels and, of course, the odd piece for
Groundwaters. Although her mother-tongue is English, after
almost a year in Germany, she has forgotten much of her own
language. Hopefully a summer back in the mother state will jog
her memory and she will be ready to re-emerge into the normal
American teenage life once again.

Alyksys relaxing at her favorite bench

The Senses
The world is full of life,
of color, of taste, of sound.
Everyday I bathe in it.
It’s all over, just look around.
Food dances on the tongue.
Words play with the mind.
Colors complement everything.
And touch is both coarse and fine.
A smell brings back memories
Of all things long ago.
Some things smell real good.
Skunk doesn’t – as you probably know.
And color makes the world
Less dull than it could be.
It gives life to paintings
And everything you can see.
Song and music is beauty
It paints a picture in your mind.
There’s an enjoyable sense for all.
It just takes some time to find.
~ Alyksys Lename
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A Look Back in Time

Community News
Hello Friends of Stillpoint Farm
e’re open for the season. Spring hours are Friday
and Saturday 10 am to 4 pm. Summer hours started
June 1, 10 am to 6 pm. We have snap peas, Walla Walla
onion scallions, and rhubarb. The first strawberries have
been picked and they are ripe and juicy. So come on down
where the berries are always SWEEET! We also have a
new website; please check it out at http://
www.stillpointfarms.com. Your feedback is always welcome.

W

... and Music, too!
For you music lovers who enjoy live music, we hosted
our 2nd concert of the year at Hinman Vineyards on June 8.
Brad Tisdel performed and his original tunes were inspiring and positive. He presented his music with honesty, authenticity, a clear voice and an open heart. He is just the
kind of musician that Stillpoint Farms is happy to support.
Check out the Entertainment link on our website for future concerts
Lorane Community Garage Sale

G

roundwaters will have a table at the big local event,
July 19. Tables will be set up in downtown Lorane,
and ours will be at our future office in the former Dew
Drop Inn building, next to the Lorane Family Store. If you
have donations, contact us and we’ll be happy to take your
old (but “sale-able”) things off your hands... or, stop in!
It’s sure to be a fun community event and a way to mingle
with your neighbors. We’re also planning to have a table
during the Lorane Ice Cream Social, August 10 -- a good
time for something sweet and a sweet deal, too!
Yes, There is a Free Lunch

F

OOD For Lane County is offering the popular Free
Summer Lunch program once again. A complete list
of the sites offered can be found on FOOD For Lane
County’s web site, http://www.foodforlanecounty.org, or
by calling 541-343-2822. In small outlying towns, free
lunch is available at the Dorena Post Office in Dorena,
Holt Park in Creswell, Bohemia Elementary in Cottage
Grove, Mapleton Elementary in Mapleton, Veneta City
Park in Veneta and The McKenzie Baptist Church in Vida,
just to name a few. Many more sites are served than we
can print here. Lunch is served generally from 12-1 p.m.
for kids 18 and under. If you need extra help this summer
or anytime, a website is available to provide information
for additional social services and volunteer opportunities
in Lane County, http://www.211Lane.org

32

Groundwaters

July 2008

Parrett Mountain (Yamhill County) Hop Harvest, circa 1900,
from State of Oregon photo archives

Come see us!

P

at Edwards, Managing Editor and contributor to
Groundwaters, will be selling and signing her book,
From Sawdust To Cider To Wine, at The Art in the Vineyard
Celebration in Eugene, July 4 (3:30 to 5:30 pm), July 5 (1:305:30 pm), and July 6 (1:30-3:30 pm). You can catch her at
the Lane County Fair Authors and Artists’ Table, too, on
Wednesday, August 13 (1:00-5:00 pm) and Friday, August
15 (11:00 am-5:00 pm), as well. Groundwaters contributing editors, Jennifer Chambers and Pat Broome will join
her. Please, come buy a Groundwaters subscription for a
friend or stop by for copies of past or current issues!

Writers Group

D

on’t forget the Misfits and Mavericks Literary Circle.
The writers group meets the first Thursday of every month
in the Fern Ridge Public Library’s conference room. The inclusive group shares a writing exercise and their own work,
which range from non-fiction, fiction, poetry, songwriting, short
stories and anything else the members can dream up. It is held
5:30 to 7:30 pm every first Thursday.

Alvadore Summer Reading Program

T

he Summer Reading Program will be held at the
Alvadore Library every Tuesday from July 1 through
August 5 at 10:00-11:30 am. This year, a magician, Jay
Frasier, will be there for the kickoff. The program is structured into two age groups and they will participate in reading, contests, crafts, snacks and surprises. The program is
supported by Lane Library League and Alvadore Lions.

If you like what you read, pass it on.

