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I

“ ’ve been making art since I was 5, starting with my
first love, horses, which I drew endlessly on any
surface I could find in any media that didn’t disintegrate in my hand. But, by the age of 8, there were Indians on my horses and in my head and its been that way
ever since.
When I was 16, I learned I may have Native American ancestry, and that really built a fire under me. I
amassed hundreds of books on the history of the Plains
Indians so that, later, when I was commissioned to paint
the famous chiefs from the wars of the 1860’s and 1870’s
I knew a lot about who they were and what contributions they had made to their people and their land. Their
stories are as amazing and heart-rending as their strong
and courageous faces. Chief Joseph is probably the best
known and most awe-inspiring of them all. His tribe,
the Nez Perce, originated in the Pacific Northwest. He
is a hero to me in so many ways and he worked until
the end of his days to bring peace, freedom and justice
~ Alix Mosieur
to his people.”
Alix grew up in California and moved to Lorane in
1970, where she and her husband Bruce started showing her work at art fairs. She and Bruce formed their
own company, Red Horse Art Co., in the early 1990s
and are now... according to Alix... “making our living
with our work, which is nice, since neither one of us
has a job!” Bruce does all the woodworking and sanding and finishing to form interesting and unique backgrounds for Alix’s work. Alix proclaims to be mostly
self-taught although she did study art at Santa Barbara
City College and at the University of Oregon.
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Mosieur.htm
Every animal knows more than you do. ~ Nez Perce
proverb
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Editorial Perspectives
First Impressions
By Pat Edwards

N

one of us like to admit that we carry around those
big nasty “P” characteristics, but all of us seem to
have them in some form or another. I believe that prejudice is part of human nature... rearing its head when someone or something appears to be in opposition to our own
private codes of ethics. Many of us are not very tolerant
when we come upon others who have opposing, or at least
varying, beliefs from our own.
I have to admit that I struggled with Betty Pellham’s
story in this issue (page 22) when she submitted it to us.
I’m an animal lover and like many of you, when it comes
to hunting for sport, I root for the animals.
When I sent Betty’s story to the rest of our staff for
review, I admitted to them that I was having a problem
with including it in Groundwaters. But, each of the others
were quick to point out that even though they would have
enjoyed an ending where the bear gets away, Betty was
writing about her own dreams and goals and unlike a lot
of us, she worked hard to attain them. It was a real wakeup call for me. Who am I to judge the hunting of a bear
with a bow and arrow when I enjoy my barbecued rib steak
or that wonderful Costco rotisseried chicken!
Each of us needs to lighten up a bit and quit taking
offense so easily. We are all unique individuals and we
need to be willing to accept and respect each other’s differences. We don’t have to adopt them as our own... we
just need to step back and realize that ours are not the
only ones.

The Best of

Groundwaters Poetry
Vol 1 & 2

On Sale
Now!
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The publishers of Groundwaters Magazine have produced a 2-volume set of poetry written by 24 of
its most popular contributors. These chapbooks
are being used to raise funds to reimburse the costs
of the new printer used to publish the magazine.
Order your copies now!! They make great gifts!

2- Volume Set / $10.00
Individual books / $6.00 each
(plus $2.50 postage for up to 3 books; add 50 cents
postage for each additional book)
Send checks or money orders to: Groundwaters Publishing, LLC, P.O. Box 50, Lorane, OR 97451

A

s I write this, the soft, gentle days of Indian Summer
are upon us. It’s a time of quiet reflection for some of
us and a busy time for others as we prepare for the cold
and rainy months of winter. For me, early Fall has been
one of my favorite times of year... it’s a time when I can
wind down from my tightly coiled activities of the summer. Fall is equally busy, but it’s a change that I personally
welcome. My granddaughters have begun volleyball season and Jim and I have missed very few games over the
years.
I’m looking forward to working on new grants for
Groundwaters in hopes of obtaining some additional funding for the coming year. Thanks to the support of the Oregon Country Fair, we were able to provide you with another year of exceptional writing and art. Until we are able
to obtain additional support, however, your donations and
subscriptions are more important than ever. Thank you,
always!
pe
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Summer’s Demise
“Autumnal” indeed is a glorious word.
It bounces around on the tongue.
But a thing that’s autumnal means “starting to age,
No longer dynamic or young.”
What a pity a word like autumnal
Has a meaning so lacking in fun.
Though it bounces and rolls,
It effectively tolls
The ending of summer and sun.
~ Carolyn Carney
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Carney.htm

The Philosopher’s Corner

My Journey
Perceptions of Change
By Jimminy Cricket
In revisiting one of my many scribbled notebooks, I found a “piece” that I had titled
“Evolving Your Brain and Mind.” Rereading what I had written gave birth to the following:

A

lmost two thousand years ago, a man named Paul
penned these words, “Be ye transformed by the renewing of your mind.” His words made a deep impression on me
when I first read them in my long-ago teen years. Throughout
the following decades, they have not lost any of their perceived
sense of necessity or promise.
My journey through life has been an evolution of thought
centered on the stuff of change. In the beginning, I really did
not comprehend the real depth of Paul’s words; the yearning
for change revolved my need for drastic changes in my environment, my circumstances. In short, in order for me to experience a better life, I needed other people to change. That need
for change, at times, seemed to overwhelm all else. Over time,
things did change, but most often, the change that came brought
neither the escape nor the relief I sought. Things changed all
right, but seldom for my obvious benefit. However, I began to
perceive the persistence of change. Change happens; it seems
to be the one constant in the universe. Therefore, I must somehow find a way to really influence the changes around me or
find ways to cope within ever-changing circumstances.
Then one morning in my twenty-first year, a meaning
deeper than I had previously presumed dawned and I began to
understand Paul’s words in a new light. I remember the event
clearly and memory of it has served me well over the years.
I was selling women’s shoes and all the accoutrements –
polish, brushes, hosiery, slippers and purses. And if I do say so
myself, I was pretty darned good at it – except for that morning. Everything was going wrong; every customer had an attitude! Each in their own way was being difficult and they were
ruining my day! After I finished with one particularly difficult
woman, I took the unsold shoes back into the long aisle of
shelves behind the sales floor. I slammed each box back into
its slot, somehow turning my frustration to anger. Finished, I
stood for a moment as the anger began to boil over. Like a
cowboy reaching for his six-shooter, I whipped my metal shoehorn from my belt and flung as hard as I could down the aisle.
It arced through the air and smashed a light bulb before clattering nosily onto the floor. “Great!” I thought, “Not only do I
have to go retrieve the shoehorn, but I have to clean up the
broken glass too!” As I walked to the other end of the aisle, a
light dawned – it was one of those cartoon moments when the
character has a bright light bulb hanging over its head – in that
moment I knew what the problem was. It was not the customers, it was… me. It was a moment of personal transformation
brought about by a new way of thinking about what had been
happening.

I guess I have been really slow to learn – really learn –
life’s lessons. Over the years there were many shoehorn moments wherein I had to relearn that simple lesson... it is not
about “it” or “them,” it is about me. In these, the latter days, I
have become more keenly aware that so much of life is about
a misperception of reality. It is not about what’s going on out
there, it is about what I think is going on. It is not about what is
happening to me, it is about what I think, and therefore feel, is
happening to me.
A wise teacher once said, “All is illusion” implying that
reality is really the stuff of perception. This idea, for me, has
proven to be pregnant with infinite possibilities. Another teacher
said, “Everything is an illusion and the hard thing about that is
that it all seems so real!” Yes it is, sometimes overwhelmingly
so. Experience and contemplation have worked together in me
to recognize the stuff of perception and illusion. I have developed a catch phrase to remind me of that from time to time; I
remind myself that, “There are no one-sided coins …”
It has been my experience that each moment contains the
seeds of transformation, the opportunity to experience the
moment differently. There is another perspective – another way
to react, to feel, to act, to understand what is happening. I can
and do choose (consciously or unconsciously) how I will experience the moment. Sometimes the choice is hard; nevertheless, we always choose what we experience.
I have finally come to the understanding that the journey
along life’s pathways is as much about change as it is about
the choices we must continually make. I am thankful for the
memory of that long ago frustrated shoe salesman and for the
good seed of Paul’s words planted in the fertile garden of mind.
As I write these words, I am sitting in the Shilo Inn restaurant
near the Portland airport having breakfast. I am waiting. There
was a time in my life when waiting was difficult, was extremely
frustrating. In this moment, my pickup is in the shop and I am
stranded here until it is finished; at this moment, I do not know
if the wait will be three hours or seven hours. And, you know
what? That’s okay. I came prepared. I brought along a couple
of books, my spiral notebook and pens. My time waiting need
not be wasted time. Each moment of the day will be what I
make of it. In this moment, I chose to have a pen, not a shoehorn, to express what is going on.
Life is a journey and the journey will be exactly what you
make of it. Circumstances are little more than the infinitely
variable perceptions by which we choose to know the evolving moment.
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Burnett.htm
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A Richer, Deeper Book by a Famous
Mystery Writer, Agatha Christie
A Book Review
By J.M. Purcell

P

assenger to Frankfurt is not a who-dun-it. It may be a
spy novel. It is definitely a polemic, a cry for attention
to what the author sees as world-wide problems and the
last thing I’d expected Agatha Christie to write about.
Because of a chance meeting in an airport, the protagonist becomes involved with the woman who may be a
spy. In an epilogue, they marry in a little “too neat a tying
up,” for my taste, and someone unexpected turns out to be
a turncoat: that’s about it, for the plot.
Published in 1970, around the time
when many seemingly spontaneous
demonstrations were boiling up in European and American colleges, Christie
seems to want us all to appreciate the
near anarchy, the grab for power, that
the youth of the world was capable of.
She expands on that theme and creates
a fantasy in which youth groups appear to be succeeding. She pictures for
us behind the scenes maneuverings using a lot of colorful
characters and situations. One involved the possibility that
Hitler had a son who was the leader of a World Youth Association and that, therefore, the body in the bunker in 1945,
where Hitler was supposed to have died, was just an Adolph
look alike.
Drug lords, ammunition salesmen and dirty dealings
in financial circles also concerned her. But she mostly
feared that, motivated by real grievances initially, impressionable student rioters were turning too easily to destruction and violence. And being lead astray by people with
agendas that they, the youths, knew nothing about. And
that makes up the largest part of the story.
Agatha Christie died about six years after writing this
book and had lived long enough to have seen scary changes
in her daily life as reported by newspaper headlines. Some
of us remember the sixties. They were tumultuous. It surprised me that she sprinkles Shakespearean quotes here
and there to support or clarify a point she’s making. Christie
also showed that she was familiar with the works of many
modern artists.
This is not one of her best known novels, I suspect,
and might even be considered second- or even third-rate
by those familiar with her work. It was my first exposure
to her writing and I found it fascinating. It struck me that
she may have started out to write her usual kind of book,
but got waylaid by her need to expound on society’s evils
– things that bugged her in her old age and aren’t so different from stuff still going on today.
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October Frenzy
(A Halloween Villanelle)
The goblins screech, the goblins howl,
You see them here, you see them there.
All the ghosts are on the prowl.
Shrieking bat and witches’ owl
Join the mad insane affair.
The goblins screech, the goblins howl.
The jack-o-lantern wears a scowl,
There’re phantom footsteps on the stair.
All the ghosts are on the prowl.
“It’s Halloween,” the specters growl,
“The day all humans must beware.”
The goblins screech, the goblins howl.
“The cemeteries we befoul.
We do not stay within our lair.”
All the ghosts are on the prowl.
This is, indeed, a time most foul,
An eerie time; all must take care.
The goblins screech, the goblins howl.
All the ghosts are on the prowl.
~ Carolyn Carney

Over Sixty
My face, curving around
Mouth and eyes in crooked lines,
Sometimes folded deep
Aging mouth and throat
Causing swallows in lumps that splash
In stomach fluids.
My body pokes out
Weirdly in places with bends
Not wanted. Once straight.
Clothes not quite fitting.
Bunching, bulging or hanging,
Making their own style.
My feelings surface
Frayed with age, and wiggly.
Shaking like Jello.
~ Wanda Edwards

Just One More Ride
By Beth Robinson
I have in my possession a funny shaped, hard plastic trapezoid
with a notched circular hollowed end. On occasion, it can be mistaken for opening a freezer, but it is the key to a black ‘99 Harley
Davidson Softail with poppy red trim and a black leather Corbin
seat – a motorcycle, much to my mother’s chagrin.
I believe it all started with Gus, my quiet-spoken great-grandfather. When Gus’ brother returned from “The War,” the two of
them purchased HD Indians and “ran the tracks ragged” from
Washington to New York. It was good money to send home to
their four sisters.
Family legend has it that they were young union tinknockers
(sheet metal workers) traveling the circuits of jobs, leaving a path
of strikes and organization. With such controversy around them,
they were in need of quick methods of leaving, and motorcycles
were the answer – not to mention cool with the ladies. As they got
older and began to settle down, motorcycles were sold to purchase
homes for new wives and to help raise their families; but, their
love for bikes was passed into my family’s genetic code. My grandfather, Jack, returned from World War II on a Triumph that caught
the eye of Gus’ only daughter, Irene. Their two bike-crazed sons
were born with intentions of being Brando’s “Wild One.”
When I was little, it seemed that horses would be better for
young children and our neighboring fields were filled with rugged
Shetland ponies, sleek Thoroughbreds and Quarter horses. Dad
even gave me my very own Shetland pony for my eighth birthday,
maybe to soften the blow of getting a new baby brother... I could
never decide.
I had my first taste of motorcycle riding at 16 with a boy I
hardly knew. He took me home after a late night party on his rugged Enduro Honda. I was not only hooked on his motorcycle, but
dated him longer than I should have, just for the chance to ride his
road-legal version of a motocross machine. It featured high ground
clearance and copious suspension with minimal creature comforts,
highly unsuitable for long distance road travel, like the two-hour
drive we took to the beach. I never looked at that Shetland pony
the same again.
Like a moth to flame, I became attracted to brightly colored
plastic bodywork and a jockeyed rider’s tipped-forward seating
position. Fast, light, sleek sport bikes designed for maximum performance and spirited road-riding held my heart for many years.
These iron horses replaced the love I had once felt for the fourlegged creatures filling the fields around my home.
In 1999, my dad, John, purchased a cowboy Harley Cruiser
for us to share.
With a “springer” front end, a Cruiser Softail is designed for
comfort and looks. It has a relaxed, upright seating position. Much
like the saddle and stride used with a cowboy’s Quarter horse, it is
made for long treks across open and unknown territory.
“With these long, meandering wide roads and a large tank, we
can ride for days,” he said.
We journeyed many miles, whether together or apart on that
bike. Dad trailered her to Alaska and spent a summer there. He
dreamed and hoped to ride her some day to Rolling Thunder, an
annual rally in Washington, D.C., to raise awareness of Veteran’s
issues, specifically the plight of POW/MIAs. We rode her to the

Redwood Run, a 50-mile ride of Harley Davidson motorcycle enthusiasts, in Northern California. On the way, we were blown across
Route 101 and stopped under a shelter of trees to wait for the raining ice daggers to dissipate.
My love for bikes increased ten-fold that trip, first by being in
the lead of a pack of long-time riders for over 50 miles. It was an
impressive greeting and nothing like I have ever experienced. On
our way out, they sang Roy Rogers’ and Dale Evans’ famous song,
“Happy Trails to You, Until We Meet Again…” to us.
About half way home, road weary, covered in the dirt and residue of camping for four days, we stopped at a “fine establishment
of food and libation.” Here, I encountered a small group of women
in the ladies room who were obviously intimidated by my appearance as I washed the uncovered areas of my face.
I may have unnerved some of those women, but not the older
woman of the group. She sidled up next to me at the mirror to
replace already-repaired lips and ignored the dismayed calls of her
daughters as they rushed out the door. Once the door had shut, she
turned to me and asked, “How many miles have you been riding?”
I replied nonchalantly, “About fifty miles with several more to
go.”
A smile spilled across her
face and a light rekindled in
her eyes, as she said, “I was
with a man before their father.”
She rolled her eyes and gestured toward the door. “Everyone said he wasn’t good for me
but many times since, I just
wished he would come take me
for just one more ride.”
This key reminds me of the
freedom I once felt by riding
the open road. But, with the loss
of my father, almost three years
ago now, the bike sits barn-sour
and chomping at the bit, waiting for the day when I am ready
for our next long journey into
open and unknown territory.
But for now, all I can wish is
for Dad to take me on just one
more ride.
Beth Irene Robinson founded Robin Press which she uses to design
and publish her unique artwork. She often recontextualizes ephemera
to create visual narratives about personal histories and situations
within the collective American society. The graphic shown above, The
Lupus Journey, is an example. She also likes to dabble in writing
about her experiences. Robinson was a certified picture framer and
paper conservator for 14 years before finishing a BFA degree from
Oregon College of Art and Craft as a Ford Restart Scholar. She currently
is preparing for a two-year Masters program at West Dean College,
United Kingdom for the conservation of book and library materials.
Her work has been shown in the Pacific Northwest, nationally and in
E u r o p e . h t t p : / / w w w. g r o u n d w a t e r s p u b l i s h i n g . c o m /
RobinsonBeth.htm
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The Journey
We’re all traveling companions, tourist tramps
By virtue of being passengers aboard this Planet Earth.
Some of us like keeping to ourselves.
Some of us like boisterous camaraderie.
Some of us have been traveling a long time and we’re
kind of weary, a little frazzled
Perhaps confused.
A few lively ones are new,
Fresh for the venture, full of confidence and
Blustery bravado.
Some of us fear, hold back, suspicious of fellow
shipmates who
Look, act, believe, behave differently than we.
Some seem born to gather in,
Welcome all manner of folk, treat all like
Sisters and brothers in the same human family.
Whatever our stripe, we travel on this ship at this time,
Together,
Hurtling through space at breakneck speed
67 thousand miles per hour.
If I stopped you in mid sentence and asked:
How do you happen to be on this cruise? Or “Where
do you think we’re going? or
What is your specific destination and when do you
plan to arrive?
Most likely you would stare at me blankly
Shrug your shoulders
Maybe tell ME where to get off!
Though some of us may have answers.
Even claim absolute certainty regarding arrival
destination.
To be truthful we know, we cannot know… for
certain.. .
Not really.
What IS certain is
We travel together, reluctantly or no,
Bringing with us varying amounts of (borrowed)
luggage.
The very wealthy may be vastly encumbered,
Weighted down, struggling with storehouses of
stuff.
Refugees and homeless likely carry nearly
nothing.
Most of us, identified as ”privileged”,
adhere to the ideal of
Traveling light,
All the while wishing we had brought less.
8
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The story goes: When a very famous,
Wealthy man died, as happened recently,
Friends and relatives anxiously ask, “How much did he
leave?”
The answer, of course:
“Everything!”
How curious to collect an abundance of baggage, knowing
full well the
Troublesome burden to carry it,
Only to be told, disembarking this vessel at last breath:
“Please leave your cherished plans, beloved
belongings and dearest sweethearts on the boat.
Yes, you must leave them all!”
How very strange to find ourselves on this craft with
No clear destination,
Travel companions mostly not of our choosing,
Some not of our liking.
No clear purpose ,
Arrival date unknown.
Slowly, ever so slowly we get it!
The point of this journey is the JOURNEY. . . the voyage
of a lifetime and
It could end tomorrow.
Earth Mother Ship has many amenities for our comfort
and contemplation:
Rushing Water,Verdant Green Growth, Fir trees dancing
in wind, Flowers,
Light, Laughter, Suffering, Surprise, Spirit, Inner Silence,
Snow falling, Music, Creatures of fathomless numbers
and variety,
Self Awareness, Change, Community
Grief, Loss, Learning, Bird Song, Sunrise,
Peaches and Ice Cream,White tigers, Polars
and Puppies, Friendship, Family,
Babies!
And always the choice, the invitation, whether smooth
waters, sneaker waves or raging storms to
Embrace it all, moment by moment.
WHAT A TRIP!!!
~ Karen Wickham
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Wickham.htm
Let your mind start a journey thru a strange new world.
Leave all thoughts of the world you knew before. Let your
soul take you where you long to be...Close your eyes let
your spirit start to soar, and you’ll live as you’ve never lived
before. ~ Erich Fromm

Journeymen:
To a New Land: Angus the Celt, part 3
By Jennifer Chambers
(In earlier installments, we were introduced to Angus the Celt and his friends, indentured servants who long for freedom but chafe at servitude at a Roman
vineyard.The settlement is in danger of a terrible flood…)

A

ngus shouldered the driving rain. He trudged toward the
aqueduct as he had bent to the plow previously that day,
planting year-old grape sets, among the crying, screaming,
scrambling mass seeking shelter on high ground.
He dashed rain out of his eyes with a calloused fist and
looked around wildly for his friends Manlius, Taurali and
Diodorous. Cullen and Amoden he’d seen further up the hill,
herding women and servants to safety.The only way he’d been
able to tell who they were was by spying wet heads over their
servant’s plain tunics.
Roman soldier and overseer Ceasarus, he saw, strode ahead
of him just short of a run. The red and purple stripes bled into
the chalked white of his tunic, and Angus triumphantly envisioned the shoddy job as a servant sewing girl’s revenge against
her captor.
A great crack came from one of the few trees on the mountain. Angus looked up to see a giant branch bearing down on
the women ahead of him. “Faster,” he screamed. “The tree!”
The scrambling group of women rushed out of the way just in
time for the branch to drop, thundering the ground Angus
stood unsteadily on. He slipped in the mud but was able to
yank himself up by a branch. Once his feet gained purchase,
he doubled his speed. Manlius and protection were in sight at
the fort near the top of the ridge.
In what seemed like hours later, he reached the top of the
hill. Water still gushed; but from where?
Cullen shouted. Angus turned his head in the direction of
the cry and saw a breach in the aqueduct to the left of the
crude round fort. It was small, but the widening crack released more water every second.
Angus tried not to push the sobbing females out of the
way but made it over to Cullen as fast as he could. The mud
squished between his toes. He looked down, confused, stuck
fast near where Cullen stood. He must have lost his foot wrappings on the way up.
”Angus!” Cullen looked happy to grasp his forearm with
his own strong one and wrench him from the mud. The wind
whipped the wet hair from Angus’ eyes and he was finally better able to survey the scene. A large boulder was positioned
near the masonry of the aqueduct’s arch. He calculated in his
head. Perhaps the two of them could move the boulder, but
what then? He was no stonemason, but it would cut off the
water supply for certain. Still, it would stop the flood.
He cocked his head to the boulder. “Cullen? The rock.”
Understanding dawned in Cullen’s bright eyes, and he nodded and followed Angus up. The two of them put all their

strength into moving the rock without a word to anyone. It
would not have mattered anyway, with all the wailing and
wringing of hands around them.
“Uhhhgh.” Angus could not stop the gutteral groans that
his body produced while they strained to lift and push the rock.
Gradually the Roman soldiers noticed what they were
doing and a few came over to help. “I thank you,” he grunted,
as a man who would not have lifted a hand to a proletarian that
afternoon leaned to the stone.
With many men to the task, the boulder fell into the rupture in the stone aqueduct. It was as tall as two men and as big
around as a barrel of wine, so the boulder filled the hole like a
cork to the bottles they made each fall. The water stopped
moving. It sloshed almost gently around the boulder, sloshing
over the sides of the aqueduct.
Angus and Cullen leaned forward, hands on their knees,
to catch their breath. Angus rubbed his shoulder where it had
gone raw from contact with the rock, and tore a strip from his
tunic to staunch the blood there.
Cullen walked to the tower and brought back the rest of
their friends. Manlius approached, a smile creasing the dirt on
his face into a smile. It was hard to tell where the clay ended
and the man began. He gathered them in a circle and showed
them the leather pouch. “See?” He peered in each of their eyes
in turn, as if to show each man his honor. “We’ll be off. We’ll
be off soon. I saved it.”
They let out a whoop and stood, side by side, surveying
the damage. “We’ll see most of it in the morning.” Manlius
waved a meaty hand over the hill and valley below.
Angus nursed his shoulder and hoped the storm would
make the Romans eager for the money they’d saved to buy out
their indentures. Then they’d be off to the new land.
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Chambers.htm
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A Dark Raven on Her Shoulder
Sylvia Plath and I ordered chili cheese fries
and hotdogs, discussed
sonnets – beautiful men – death – the ocean
over steamy Earl Grey. She told me how
the ocean didn’t want her – spit her out
like a cork, I confessed freely
almost drowning. We had two different
formidable oceans filling our eyes.
Scrunched up in her chair
tight as a crawl space, conforming
for the last time. There was
a dark raven on her shoulder, pruning
her hair. Empty plates,
stale glances yonder.
Her depression like a knot of worms
that no one – could untangle.
I remember her – pallid glow,
frail as a rice-paper lantern.
~ Janine Margiotta
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Margiotta.htm

Ending a Marriage
I stand before you naked,
my feathers of freedom
plucked away.
My protection from life and pain,
stolen
During the confusion, of our life,
in the time of chaos...
You reached out
to strangle life from me.
And began your plucking.
Somehow, each freedom,
each protection, was compromised.
Now, I stand...
plucked and strangled.
Chicken to take back my life;
Chicken to be who I am.
Realizing at last,
I’ve allowed my own plucking.
~ Wanda Edwards
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/EdwardsWanda.htm

The Incredible Journey
My calendar is telling me my birthday’s on the way,
So I count the years and scarce believe what those
numbers say!
It totals 85… Oh no! That number cannot be!
And the face I see in the mirror… can it actually be me?
But I look at the many blessings which through the years
I’ve had,
My journey through life has been mainly good, with only
a little bad.
Love and support in all my time is what I most recall.
The joys and treasures of today, as well as when I was
small.
And so I consider this journey, this incredible journey of
life,
And realize my journey has had precious little strife!
And when I whine, as I sometimes do,
Then guilt engulfs me, for my problems are few.
Now I look forward to age 85,
Knowing family and loved ones want me alive!
I look in that mirror, the flaws there to see,
And I think of that journey, that incredible journey,
And the face looking back from the glass IS me…
Yes, it’s me... LUCKY ME!
~ Patty Byers
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/ByersPatty.htm
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At Holiday Time the Whole World Plays
Musical Chairs
By caravan, oxcart, train or by air
if you’re here your ambition is to be there.
You hopscotch from country to city; cross borders
tugging your luggage or engaging porters.
You jockey for seats; you rush, you scramble.
You swear: “This is it, I’ll no longer ramble!”
At airports you’ll hear fellow holdovers grumble
as their fine festive feelings begin to crumble.
Like cockeyed kids playing musical chairs,
all seeking to go home; just not to theirs…
~ J.M. Purcell

Crossroads
By Vicki Sourdry

T

he woman looks distressed. The young man, who is
obviously her teen-aged son, looks like he would rather
be anywhere than where he is standing. She keeps saying
short sentences, to which the young man nods resignedly
and looks away. She reaches out and touches his hair to
move a loose lock to its correct place, and then again, to
remove invisible lint from his shirt. He moves uncomfortably away from her, embarrassed. He looks around as if to
see if anyone was looking at them. She speaks again. Again,
he nods. There is a ping, giving warning of a station announcement. Both faces turn and look at the speaker, as if
they could actually see who was going to be speaking. When
the San Diego train is announced, the shoulders of the
woman slump, and her son stands a couple inches taller.
She embraces him, and he, her. When he is finally released,
he stoops to pick up his large bag, smiles at her, turns and
strides through the door without looking back. She wipes
tears from both eyes, still looking at the door where so many
strangers follow after her son. Their journeys: He is off to
college and an independent life, and she goes home to an
empty nest.
They hold hands tightly as they walk up to the departure board. They are young. Very young. Not even twenty,
probably. They smile at each other nervously, but are obviously in love. She leans to him and whispers in his ear, and
he smiles and nods. They turn and walk to one of the long
wooden benches, setting the used, probably second hand,
luggage on the floor beside them. Their clothes are new, but
functional, and probably from a big box store. His thumb
gently rubs the skin between her thumb and first finger. Then
he brings her hand up to his mouth, kissing the shiny ring, a
plain band of gold. She smiles and blushes, her cheeks coloring to a pleasing shade of pink. When their train, going to
‘all points north,’ is announced, they share a lingering kiss
and then hurry through the door, onto the train platform.
Their journey: The beginning of the honeymoon, and a life
together, for a couple who had just eloped.
He is in fatigues, carefully pressed. The minute he comes
through the door from the train platform, he is mobbed.
About ten people, ranging in age from toddler to grandparent, jockey for position to hug and kiss him. He tries to take
in all of the people at once, but he can’t. Instead of picking
and choosing, he drops his duffel bag, raises his arms over
his head, laughs, and says in a booming voice, “I love you
all!” Other people, having nothing to do with the reunion
that was taking place, stop to look and listen. One woman
begins clapping slowly, and soon others join in. The soldier, surrounded by his family, stands there motionless, the
center of an impromptu salute to his service. After about a
minute, the strangers go back to their lives, leaving the
soldier’s family to welcome him home. They all walk to-

wards the front of the station as one, seemingly unwilling to
get very far from each other, or the soldier who was now
back in their midst, at least for a little while. His journey: A
soldier home on leave to be with his family. He will be returning to Afghanistan in 14 days to finish his tour.
I sit in the front row of the beautifully carved wooden
benches of the spotless Los Angeles train station, watching
people around me as I wait for my train. I am on vacation,
coming home from seeing an old friend and then going back
to work at a job that I see no future in. I live alone. I don’t
really care deeply about anything. My life is a fog, with no
substance or depth. I have no goals, no plans beyond tomorrow. If I stay in, I watch TV or read books. If I am out, I live
through other people. I make up lives for them and wonder
what they are thinking. A non-descript, middle-aged man
approaches me and says, “There are a thousand journeys
crossing in this train station, and yours is one of them.” He
smiles, and walks away. My challenge: Find a purpose,
choose a path and make the journey worthwhile.
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Sourdry.htm

Distracted
Distracted
by the still of the ocean and the tenth wave’s splay
against the gull-stained rock.
A pair of parent-sentinels come and go
fishing and feeding an invisible brood,
breaking the white line that meshes
graying sky to sea.
Distracted
by two Rufus-sided towhees hopping
flicking, fluttering through shore pine branches
protecting their ground-nested chicks
oblivious to my prying eye
from a window separating night from day.
Distracted
who wouldn’t be?
Pairs of cormorants scurry south along the breakers.
Flocks of pelicans scan the surf heading north.
Sea lions bark and lumber, dive and snare.
Survival
Mate, birth, feed, grow, return to places known
to provide, to amaze, to reward
the bystander’s naked eye.
~ Patricia Jacobs
October 2009
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An Unforgettable Summer
By Patricia Jacobs
When we were preparing to return to Eugene, after
living in England for three years, I wrote the following
letter to my parents:
“I’ve mailed a tape, that I hope will arrive soon after
this letter, giving details from the C.A.T. scan and tests I
had in Cambridge. The news isn’t as bad as it might have
been. My neurologist says forty-two is old for Chronic Progressive Multiple Sclerosis. If the diagnosis is correct, I
shouldn’t be too disabled.
“I guess what I want to ask of you and other family
and friends is to treat me like you always have. I plan to
carry on with my life and do as much as I can after seeing
what my limitations are. I hope you’ll feel comfortable
telling others about my MS – after all it can’t be helped.
“You know how I love to read and my eyes are just
fine! I’m still the very same person I’ve always been – a
very very fortunate daughter, wife and mother…”
In spite of my fervent wish to be treated normally, the
biggest hitch for my parents, friends and myself came on
like a tornado, leaving no doubt that I was a different being. Coming home turned out to be one of the most difficult times in my life. For starters, we were living in a University family’s temporary rental, babysitting their neurotic Norwegian Elkhound, Knut, who had a barking snit
whenever my husband Wes got closer than two feet from
me. Almost as unforgiving was the hard-wearing Danish
furniture throughout the house, upholstered in an itchy burlap fabric. I’m sure it was chosen to prevent snuggling
and/or scoliosis in anyone under six feet tall.
Why I agreed to let our god-daughter live with us that
summer, with all three sons at home, is beyond me – probably my goodie-two-shoes attitude hadn’t yet learned to
allow for a weaker me. While she spent the entire two
months at the University of Oregon summer school behind her closed bedroom door, either studying or chalking
up long distance calls to her boyfriend in Boston, my annoyance festered. Every time she picked at a meal and one
of my three sons made a comment like “Susie doesn’t like
green peppers,” I remonstrated myself for being duped on
the one hand and feeling sorry for her on the other – her
father’s financial support hinged on her summer school
performance.
Thirteen-year-old Tom was one of the few bright spots
around. He had been with me daily from my MS onset and
was more insightful and helpful than his age would assume. He was the only in-house kid that summer who acknowledged my physical weakness and my all-consuming
need for rest.
“Take the phone off the hook and take a nap, Mom,”
Tom would say, noting my sigh. “I’ll take Knut for a walk.”
12
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But sleep was elusive. I lay awake exhausted, worrying about everything I couldn’t control – son Doug was up
at 4:00 a.m. to leave for his job setting choker for a gypo
logging company; David was coming in after midnight from
his restaurant job at the Quarterdeck with an aggressive
girlfriend in hot pursuit; Tom was apprehensive about starting junior high. Wes’ mother was dealing with her newly
diagnosed ALS, and Knut barked day and night at the constantly ringing phone. I blamed MS for the tears that occurred frequently and without warning. It was no wonder
the older, pre-occupied kids kept their distance except at
mealtimes. Unlike a passing tornado it became clear that
the damage to my central nervous system, and thus my
psyche, was here to stay. I longed for some privacy and a
comfortable place to lounge, while struggling with the realities and restrictions of my illness (foot drop, fatigue,
lack of balance and over-all weakness). I was torn by the
responsibility of caring for four kids, my ambivalence towards that responsibility and a “why-me, there-must-be-areason” syndrome. Hoc ergo proctor hoc – was this my
punishment for our family’s idyllic three years in England?
Had the wholeness of the first half of my life ended forever?
In addition to the stress of his new job, outwardly, Wes
covered up much of his worry about his mother’s and my
illnesses – or maybe my new self-centeredness didn’t allow me to see the angst that he had to be feeling. Besides
being the glue with a steadfast hand that kept a semblance
of normalcy during that summer, he was the promoter and
provider of my early mobility aids. I’ll call them milestones,
both needed and resented – a jade-handled walking stick
that I tried to pretend wasn’t necessary, an automatic transmission car with a handbrake and, later, my Amigo electric wheelchair. Wes knew that my ability to drive gave me
a chance, however temporary, to escape the chaos both at
home and in my head.
Wes describes my first meeting with Lyle, the Amigo
distributor from Portland, as defiant.
“You were out to prove that no wheelchair could pos-

sibly work for you. You rode that scooter onto the street,
turned it around, and headed for the curb full tilt, flipping
it over before Lyle’s startled eyes.”
In later years, after several more scooters and minor
crashes over tree roots and inclines, Wes suggested to Lyle
that the Amigo Company might like to hire me as a test
driver.
Hard as family and friends tried, with varying degrees
of aplomb, the cane and electric wheelchair left no room
for denying my problem. Life continued to be touch-andgo. Like it or not, folks treated me differently and would
continue to do so. Wes’ support, my extended family and a
constructive shrink helped move me forward to begin a
new approach to living. My psychiatrist pointed out that I
was grieving for all the things I could no longer do. She
was right.
Before we left England, it became evident to me, while
driving our manual station wagon, that an early hurdle I’d
need to clear on my road to independence was to have an
automatic transmission car. My weak left leg had a frightening tendency to slip off the clutch. I was lucky to limp
out of the country accident-free. So, on our return to Eugene, and without ruffling too many of my diffident feathers, Wes made an appointment with Country Coach, a company that does van conversions in Brownsville.
Armed with the proper gear – a hand brake and a lift
for my scooter in our new Chrysler mini-van, I got a sales
job at Valentine Travel that helped me continue to make
return trips to England and Scotland, and on occasion with
Wes to Western Europe and other destinations.
After that difficult summer, it still took a while for the
same effective traits that I’ve attributed to my red-headed
brother – optimism, determination and self-sufficiency –
to take hold in me, and for me to look to the future with
hope. My need for independence guided me forward, limpingly at first. I had difficulty with the people, however wellmeaning, who wanted to take care of me. I didn’t feel like
an invalid and couldn’t abide being treated like one. Some
friendships were affected accordingly. How I paced myself and spent my days was an unpredictable, on-going
business.
Several years after our return, my friend Katherine was
also diagnosed with chronic progressive MS. A mutual acquaintance had introduced us, with the notion that I was
doing well and might be able to help her. The progression
of MS is different in everyone. My weakness stayed in my
lower extremities and affected my balance. Hers was more
rapid and debilitating. Our close friendship helped us both
and continued over several decades, leading to many discussions of the whys and wherefores of living with MS.
Katherine was a woman who spent her life putting
everyone’s needs ahead of her own. When her son Tim
died in a scuba diving accident, her physician gave her a
limited prescription for sleeping pills. She halved the medi-

cation, shared it with her husband and other family members, and ran out before she personally benefited.
When I ignored similar physical demands or gave in to
self-imposed “shoulds,” Wes would remind me, “The best
thing you can do for the boys and me is to take care of
yourself.”
So, when Katherine asked what the biggest difference
was between us, I chose my words carefully. I wasn’t completely honest.
“You’re more cautious than I am,” I said.
Both of us had tenacious personalities, but that’s where
our likenesses ended. I couldn’t anymore change what Wes
called my “cavalier approach to caution” in dealing with
MS and life, than she could purposely tip a kayak over in a
cold lake.
In the back of my mind were Mother’s words to me
before I married: “No matter what happens to you in life
you will be able to deal with it.” I was determined to move
beyond the grief that I felt at losing much of my physical
ability and to search for new and rewarding experiences.
Katherine and I took a writing class at the University from
Cecelia Hagen, still my all-time-favorite teacher/guru.
Surrounded by stimulating associations with writers (who
became and are still close friends), I began to try my hand
with paper and pen. Now, tempered by a more modest,
closer-to-home travel itinerary and an ongoing women’s
book club and study group, I’m ever ready to pack a notebook into what Mother called a “grip” and be off on another restorative journey.
I'm a native Northwesterner who first moved to Eugene in 1966 with
my husband and three sons. I'm currently writing memoir stories,
many dealing with my experience of living with MS for over thirty
years.

Soul Journey
I got a call and on a whim I
I packed my bags and set out
On what I hoped would be
A pleasant adventure.
Home I left for a thousand mile drive
With a promise of a working vacation.
East to Yellowstone
Land of Geysers, Lakes and critters
In numbers too large to count.
At times it is hard to tell the tourist from the critter
Though most times the animals are the ones behaving.
To date the adventure has proven fruitful
As the beauty, the job and
My coworkers from around the World
Have made this a truly
Enlightening journey of the soul.
~ Herbie
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Medlin.htm
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I Became a Teenaged Bride at the Church of Elvis
By Jennifer Chambers

H

ave you been married at the Church of Elvis?” The
scrawny woman asked me.
“Several times,” I replied. I was in high school in about
1990 the first time I was married there, in fact.The woman,
ran the improbable Church of Elvis out of a surprisingly
upstanding looking walk-up apartment in Portland.
The church was legendary among a certain set in my
high school, of which I was a part – the artsy, different kids,
the ones with blue hair and Mohawks as well as the ones in
my tiny high school that happened to be gay. In plain words,
we were the “other” crowd. Differentiating in a high school
of less than two hundred was difficult to do, as you can
imagine, and if you weren’t good at sports, the default was
the alternative crowd. I didn’t mind; I was comfortable there.
So one day, some of us decided to go to Portland for an
afternoon. It was a big outing. It allowed us to feel worldly
beyond our daily lives and since we couldn’t possibly get
into bars, despite the clove cigarettes my friend Chris was
fond of, we were free to spend the time haunting used clothing stores and searching for new shades of Manic Panic Hair
dye; and, of course, there was always the infamous blocklong bookstore, Powell’s.
On the way to Portland, I imagine the subject of the
Church came up. I don’t remember why we decided to go
there, other than that it had always been intriguing in an “Idare-you” sort of a way. Now, I’ve never been particularly
fond of Elvis, but I’m always up for an adventure.
We found ourselves in front of the unassuming white
house in a sketchy part of town, looking up the narrow
stairs at a small window that was covered from the inside. I
don’t know what I expected. Flashing neon signs? In retrospect, it would certainly have been appropriate.
My friends Chris, Jake and Shawn and I eventually went
there at various times, although exactly who I was with on
the occasion of my first “marriage” I’m not sure. The essence of the place is indelibly marked in my memory, however.
We rang the bell and a thin woman with long blonde
hair answered the door and introduced herself as
"Stephanie.” She took our ten dollars, said a phrase and
married us by placing a plastic spider ring on our sweaty
hands. Afterwards, we could put coins into a strange “arto-mat,” a machine not unlike the automated sandwich machines of old. A window opened in a tall wooden box and
doll heads spun around in circles to a creepy music-box
melody. At the time it gave us a delicious thrill. My heart
raced when I looked around the Church – the pink walls
and plastic flamingos perched at random and the scent of
mold – and I remember thinking, “Is this the entire apartment? And also, “Where does she sleep? Does it look like
“
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Elvis’ room in Graceland?”
The crowning glory of the
Church – and I could be embroidering the story in my
memory – was the velvet
Elvis paintings. It seems to
me that one entire wall of
the apartment was taken
up with the kind of godawful velvet Elvis paintings
one usually sees at the very best kind
of garage sales, the kind where you can also find a Chia-pet
and a hanging swing chair. I mean, the walls were festooned
with bright colors plastered on velvet – Elvis in his various
guises... old Elvis to soldier Elvis to heartthrob Elvis in the
infamous white jumpsuit.The one thing that stands out (and
right now, I know you’re thinking, “How could she choose?”)
was a long rectangular painting of Elvis replacing Jesus in a
reproduction of The Last Supper.
It’s possible that time may have colored my recollection
of Stephanie’s grotto of Elvis. It was so fantastic that I went
back several times. The best part of each visit was that you
got a t-shirt emblazoned with the Church of Elvis logo, a
thick line drawing of the King himself surrounded by a handdrawn frame and little squiggles surrounding it like rays of
sun. I had two, a black one with multi-colored neon writing
and the more traditional white with black ink. I wore my
“freak flags” proudly for several years.
Though I no longer need to prove my independence by
silly gestures, my real husband and I went back recently to
see if the Church was still bringing converts into the fold.
Sadly, we found that it had reverted into a nameless white
apartment block – no Stephanie, no twirling Barbie heads.
It made me sad in a bizarre way – not that I really wanted to
go back. The journey from my small farm town two hours
north to Portland was special because of unique places such
as the Church of Elvis which take me back to my “independent” youth. So many parts of the city have been gentrified
out of the charming funkiness that Portland once had;
granted, it’s a whole lot safer now, but it’s still fun to search
for the unique now wherever I go.
I had one question for Stephanie that I wish I could have
asked – not the obvious one, no. I expect she was just your
run-of-the-mill obsessed person, and I’d never get an answer to “Why Elvis?” What I wanted to know was, “Did she
eat peanut-butter and banana sandwiches, too?”...Well, that,
and… “I sure hope the marriages weren’t legally binding!”
See http://www.24hourchurchofelvis.com for more information and
photos of the now-defunct Church.

My Deafness
The bone-dry chill in
early December morning
Absolute stillness
Constellations of breath
Hanging frigid in
mid-air
gibbous moon brings
too much light towards

Thick hands
sheathed in wool
cupped behind my
deaf ears
catch the stillness
it rings out
now I hear it

this fragile
crystal
night

The geese rustling
down at frozen lakebed –
farm dogs call and warn
far-off

the meteors of Gemini
scattered across the heavens
past the twins—

Unseen in the distance
the silence
rings out

Castor and Pollux,
obscured by the
back-lit sky

Barn owls whistle
too early for hens and rooster
too cold yet

Let’s walk out over the frozen grass
the dark pasture
crushed underfoot

I turn my face towards this frozen air
Now hearing the covey
of morning dove

We stop and turn
our heads—catching
the silence again

Up high in the silver firs
they discuss this stillness
this freeze

This is deep silence
it surrounds us
I feel its weight and issue

They whisper and confer
They appeal the sunrise

The hands of night
Clasping us
in frozen embrace
the silence is warm
soothing balm
massaged into the
ache and tissue
of yesterday
The silence burns—
burns with cold
against my face
Gloved hands cover
my nose and mouth
to catch breath

It is agreed
this is not for them
They beckon
towards the warmth
of the new day
Shivering now—
I listen,
I hear what they say
I turn back
My deaf ears
hear what
they say
I hear what
they say

~ William Crutchfield

Shadow Dancing
I stepped out on a cool Autumn night
for a short stroll in the crisp moonlight.
The wind was playing a tune in the leaves
and whispered a song amongst the tall grass.
All around me the shadows were dancing in the dim light.
I found myself swaying and moving,
joining the shadows for a short Waltz.
I think I saw the Man in the Moon smile with delight
as I spent the night Shadow Dancing

http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Crutchfield.htm
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A Journey of Tears
By Pat Edwards

S

ome of the most memorable and saddest journeys
recorded in the archives of U.S. history were aptly
named, “The Trails of Tears.” They were a result of
multiple cultures at odds with each other and were
precipitated by the growing pains of an emerging nation.
For Chief Joseph’s band of the Nez Perce tribe, their
journey was especially heartbreaking.
Before the lands of northeastern Oregon and Idaho
were settled by white immigrants, the Nez Perce lived
peacefully on almost seven million acres of land. When
the missionaries came to their villages,
Joseph the Elder (Tu-ekakas) and his wife
Khap-khap-on-imi,
like many of their
tribe,
adopted
Christian beliefs and were
married and baptized by a Protestant
missionary, Henry Harmon Spalding. Their son, the future
Chief Joseph, Hin-mah-too-yah-lat-kekt (meaning Thunder
Rolling Down the Mountain), was born in 1840. The Nez
Perce – especially Joseph’s band – were a peaceful nation,
but staying at peace was not an easy task. In 1855, Isaac
Ingalls Stevens, the Superintendent of Indian Affairs for
the Washington territory, asked the local tribes to relinquish
their tribal lands, giving them the choice of moving to
Oregon’s Umatilla Reservation with the Walla Walla,
Cayuse, and Umatilla Tribes, or having all of their lands
taken from them by force. Joseph the Elder and other Nez
Perce chiefs signed the Treaty of 1855, that allowed them
to remain on a much smaller portion of their land under

the condition that they relinquish much of it to the U.S.
government. The terms of the treaty were stretched and
broken many times by farmers and settlers who
appropriated the land for their livestock and crops, but in
1863, when the Gold Rush brought an influx of white
settlers to the Nez Perce lands, tensions were strained to
the breaking point. A new treaty was proposed that would
require the Nez Perce to move to a small reservation in
Idaho in exchange for schools and medical care. Old Joseph
was tired of fighting the white settlers and miners and was
so outraged with the proposed treaty
that he threw out his Bible
and
burned
his
American flag.
He sent his 23year-old son to the
council telling him,“When
you go into council with the white man,
always remember your country. Do not give it away. The
white man will cheat you out of your home. I have taken
no pay from the United States. I have never sold our land.”
Young Joseph followed his father’s advice and refused
to sign the treaty although the chiefs of several other bands
of Nez Perce opted to surrender their long heritage. On
June 9, 1863, fifty-three other Nez Perce chiefs sold
6,932,270 acres of their land for less than 8 cents an acre.
The “Treaty Indians,” who signed, moved to the small
Lapwai Reservation in Idaho, a place far away from their
homelands in the Wallowa Valley in Oregon, but Joseph
and the other “Non-Treaty” Indians refused to leave their
land.
Before Joseph the Elder’s death in 1871, he told his
son, “My son, my body is returning to my mother earth
and my spirit is going soon to see the Great Spirit Chief.
When I am gone, think of your country. You are the chief
of these people. They look to you to guide them. Always
remember that your father never sold his country. You must
stop your ears whenever you are asked to sign a treaty
selling your home. A few more years and the white men
will be all around you. They have their eyes on this land.
My son, never forget my dying words. This country holds
your father’s body. Never sell the bones of your father
and mother.”
Young Joseph later recalled, “I clasped my father’s
hand and promised to do as he asked. A man who would
not defend his father’s grave is worse than a wild animal.”
In 1877, after several more years of resistance and
failed negotiations, General Oliver Howard gave Chief
Joseph thirty days to remove his people, livestock and
belongings from their homeland. If they failed to do so, it

I will fight no more forever!

“If the white man wants to live in peace with the
Indian... we can live in peace. There need be no
trouble.Treat all men alike.... give them all the same
law. Give them all an even chance to live and grow.
You might as well expect the rivers to run backward
as that any man who is born a free man should be
contented when penned up and denied liberty to
go where he pleases.We only ask an even chance
to live as other men live.We ask to be recognized
as men. Let me be a free man... free to travel... free
to stop... free to work...free to choose my own
teachers... free to follow the religion of my Fathers...
free to think and talk and act for myself.”
~ Chief Joseph
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would be considered an act of war. Joseph made the
extremely painful decision to abandon the grave of his
father to avoid war.
“The white men were many and we could not hold our
own with them. We were like deer. They were like grizzly
bears. We had a small country. Their country was large.
We were contented to let things remain as the Great Spirit
had made them. They were not, and would change the
rivers if they did not suit them.”
Joseph gathered his people, their cattle and prized
Appaloosa horses and began the long trek to Idaho. Shortly
after Chief Joseph’s band and the other non-treaty Nez
Perce began their forced journey, however, two enraged
war chiefs from White Bird’s band hunted down and killed
three white settlers. Joseph, knowing that war was now
inevitable, began leading his band towards refuge in
Canada. He did not want to fight, but the actions of the
infuriated warriors made a peaceful journey impossible.
In reflection, Joseph described those grim days, “I was
deeply grieved… I knew that their acts would involve all
my people. I saw that the war then could not be prevented.
The time had passed. I counseled peace from the beginning.
I knew that we were too weak to fight the United States.
We had many grievances, but I knew that war would bring
more… I would have given my own life if I could have
undone the killing of white men by my people.”
The arduous journey for the 700 men, women, children
and elderly became one of watching and waiting for
confrontation. One day, after walking and riding 60 miles
in 24 hours, they fell into an exhausted sleep in White
Bird Canyon in Oregon. They awoke to the sound of the
hooves of cavalry horses. The ensuing battle left 34 soldiers
dead and three wounded. The only casualties for the Nez
Perce were two wounded, but they knew that war was upon
them.
For over three months, the Nez
Perce fought to attain refuge in Canada,
traveling 1,700 miles across Oregon,
Washington, Idaho, Wyoming and
Montana. They were always on the
move. Their fighting skills, using
advance and rear guards, skirmish lines
and field fortifications, impressed the
troops sent to contain them. These same
fighting strategies were so brilliant, that
they are still being taught at West Point
to this day.
Finally, in late September, 1877,
thinking they had reached sanctuary in
Canada, the Nez Perce rested to tend to
the sick and dying and to provide some
shelter for their children who were
freezing in the bitterly cold weather. It
was at this spot where the cavalry
overtook them. The tribe had stopped just 50 miles short

of the Canadian border. Hundreds of Nez Perce were
slaughtered or driven into the mountains, preferring to meet
their deaths in freedom at the hands of Mother Nature. To
survive the bitter cold, many of their beautiful horses were
killed and gutted so that their children could be placed
inside to keep them from freezing to death. Finally, on
October 5, 1877, in order to save his remaining people,
Chief Joseph surrendered with these words:
“I am tired of fighting. Our chiefs are killed. Looking
Glass is dead. Toohulhulsote is dead. The old men are all
dead. It is the young men who say yes or no. He who led
the young men is dead. It is cold and we have no blankets.
The little children are freezing to death. My people, some
of them, have run away to the hills and have no blankets,
no food. No one knows where they are – perhaps freezing
to death. I want to have time to look for my children and
see how many I can find. Maybe I shall find them among
the dead. Hear me, my chiefs. I am tired. My heart is sick
and sad. From where the sun now stands, I will fight no
more forever.”
Following their surrender, the remnants of a onceproud people were moved to a reservation in Oklahoma.
The living conditions there were poor and many died of
starvation, malaria and other disease. In 1885, they were
allowed to return to the Pacific Northwest, to a small dry
reservation near Colville, Washington. It was there that
Chief Joseph lived the rest of his days and where he is
buried.
“We live, we die, and like the grass and trees, renew
ourselves from the soft clods of the grave. Stones crumble
and decay, faiths grow old and they are forgotten but new
beliefs are born. The faith of the villages is dust now, but
it will grow again like the trees. May serenity circle on
silent wings and catch the whisper of the winds.”

http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Edwards.htm
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A Dream Journey
by Jane Capron

T

he child didn’t know whether to float to the mountain
on a cloud, to slide down the stream of rain, or to ride
the sunbeam breaking through beside her. The hills,
streaked with milk chocolate and green velvet, beckoned
her. She must hurry and decide before night covered the
peaks and valleys with its blanket, leaving her to see only
dreams.
A great bird, soaring, its wings combing the tails of
clouds that streaked the sky, spied the child and banked,
flying so close that she felt the wind stir around her. “Night
has no patience; come with me,” the creature said.
She clasped her arms around his neck and tucked her
toes under his breast. Laying her head along a pulsing shoulder, she felt her body rise and fall to the rhythm of his
whirring wings. As the
bird swooped through a
cloud, the child could
see only a smother of
wet, weightless gray
rolling around her.
When she asked,
“What is your
name?” a wisp of
cold cloud rolled
onto her tongue.
“Call me Raptor,”
the bird said.
He tipped a wing
into a layer of dark
purple sky. Then, flying
lower through streams of
red and gold sunset, he
unfolded his talons and
glided towards the hillside
deep in shadows. As the
heavy drape of night descended,
t h e
child, her eyes wide open now, saw a distant twinkle above
them and wished upon it for Raptor to land safely.
“I always make smooth landings,” he said, “so stop
worrying.”
His powerful wings pressed the sky, scooping it open.
The child held tight and watched a dark spot on the crouching hills grow and start to quiver in the current created by
Raptor’s wings. She wondered what it was. “Silly child,
it’s a place to rest.”
They broke through a thick jumble that sighed complaints as they tumbled into it. Raptor dropped his talons
onto a heavy limb, jostling a bit for a steady foothold. He
shook the child from his back into a basket of down, and
said, “Go to sleep.” The child, tired from the journey and
18
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sightless in the darkness of her nest, closed her eyes to let
her dreams sort themselves.
She awoke to fingers of light reaching through the narrow slits of her woven bed. Above her, a whispering canopy
of leaves swayed in the morning breeze, flickering from
sunshine to shadows as it fanned the child.
“Raptor?” she asked. A chattering chit-chit-chit answered. She sat up to see a small furry thing skittering
along the edge of her nest, studying her, one eye at a time,
its nose twitching excitedly. “Oh!” she said. “You’re not
Raptor. Who are you?”
“Chitty chit-chit-chit.”
The child stood and stretched to touch the leaves in
the bower
around her. The great bird was
gone. “Will he be back?” she
asked Chitty.
“Not-t-t for a
fort-t-t-t-night.” However long a fortnight was,
it sounded too long to be
hungry, she thought.
“There’s fruit-t-t here and
nut-t-t-ts in my hide-d-d-dy
hole.”
The child climbed from
the basket bed and reached for
pendants of fruit. She plucked the
dewy, deep-orange and plum-red
globes as Chitty scampered in the
limbs around her. “Save the pit-t-ts
for me,” he said, so she spit them into
her apron pocket. C-c-c’mon,” he
called, his tail following him down
the tree to his hidey-hole. There, he
jerked to a stop and with a quick twist
of his head saw the child crouching on a branch above
him, uncertain how to descend. She couldn’t clamber, and
certainly not head first like Chitty, without a fluffy tail for
balance or long nails for gripping bark. “Try back-ackackwards,” he said. “You know, feet-t-t first.”
“I don’t believe I can.”
“Of course you c-c-can. Aft-t-t-er all, you can’t-t-t spend
your life up a tree.”
Hugging the trunk, the child reached first one foot then
the other toward laddered branches, pausing only to drink
rainwater caught in curled leaf cups. Chitty scrambled up
and down the tree, nervously cheering her on.
Reaching his hidey hole, the child sat on a branch to
trade fruit pits for nuts. He cracked a fuzzy pit with his
big, front teeth, gnawing the meat inside. She bit at hers, a

hazelbert, he said, but her teeth weren’t strong enough.
“Tsk-tsk-tsk. You need to learn to t-t-t-take care of yourself.” Then he leaped into the foliage and was gone.
Still dizzyingly high in the tree, the child gazed down
at chunks of flat rocks, slate-gray and cocoa-brown, with
diamond specks reflecting the morning sun. She flung her
hazelberts toward the rocks below and climbed down the
tree wondering if her plan to travel to the earth was wise.
The land, once she arrived, wasn’t as velvety as it had
looked from high above, but her hazelberts had broken on
the jagged edges of the rocks. She gathered the pieces into
her apron pocket and surveyed the hills. East, with glowing orange-pink clouds behind them, they looked nightblack. North and south, they were lemony green where the
sun sparked them, but they wore shy, colorless shadows in
the folds that stretched towards her. The foothill where
she sat sprouted grasses and flowers and spicy bushes glistening with dew. A copse of shrubs and trees by the eastern hills stood half in sun, half in shadow, appealing and
mysterious. The child rose to follow a narrow, pebbly path
to the gathering of woods.
“Want a ride?” a voice said behind her, making her
jump and drop a nut.
“You startled me,” she said, turning to see a beautiful
horned creature, its eyes outlined in kohl, a double black
necklace around its neck.
“Usually I’m the one who’s startled,” the creature said.
“If you were me, you’d be gone long before now. Well?
Want a ride or not? No time to waste.” The child straddled
the creature’s back and leaned forward to circle its neck.
“Hang on now. I don’t dawdle,” he said. Like the wind,
Prong—for that was the creature’s name—flew down the
path, forcing the morning air to gasp and blow the child’s
veil of hair behind her.
“Everything’s blurry when you hurry so,” the child said.
“I always go fast. It’s my nature, just as it’s yours to
complain.”
Prong meandered now, stopping to chew on leaves or
to graze on shrubs. The child hung on tightly as he descended a mossy bank, slick from tricklets of water dripping over rocks. Tiny stones, disturbed, clattered and
splashed into the creek below.
“A nice run, a little breakfast, creates a thirst. Join me
in a drink.” Prong said. He watched the child cup her hands
to capture water to bring to her mouth. “Hmph,” he said.
“You make the water come to you; I’m not too proud to go
to it.” He bent his head to lap at the brook. When the child
asked about the vines on the bank, Prong lifted his head.
“Blackberries,” he said. “Be mindful of the thorns. The
mushrooms under that tree might agree with you. And they
might disagree. You never can tell with mushrooms, so
don’t argue with them. Be careful of all things. That’s my
advice. Good bye.”
The child turned, her mouth stuffed with berries, the

juice running onto her chin. “Good bye?”
“A scary place in this forest might have enemies,”
Prong said. “I must away!”
“Enemies? What are they?” the child asked.
“Hateful things. But what hates me might not hate you.
Just as with the berries and these mushrooms, tread carefully and test.” Prong crashed through the trees, and the
child listened until she could no longer hear anything but
the wind rustling the leaves, the brook whispering secrets,
and a distant trill of a whistle.
Adding mushrooms and berries to the remaining
hazelberts in her apron, the child walked farther into the
woods, enticed by the trilling ahead. The creek encouraged the child to explore, balance on logs, skip over stones.
At a green, silent pool, she stopped to wash her face and
feet. Here the song she followed broke overhead. She
looked up to see a blue-gray, fat-bellied thing sitting on a
tree branch, head tilted, squawking, talking at her. “Is it
you making that noise? Is it you I’m following?” she asked.
“Yes! I’m singing an ode to the morning. Glad you
find it to your liking. Not everything appreciates good
music. What are you, anyway?”
“I’m a child. What are you?”
“A bird, of course, a gray jay. Just call me Gray.
Whatcha got in your pocket?”
“Some mushrooms. Wild blackberries. Hazelberts.”
“Gimme a nut.”
She put one in her hand and the gray jay swooped down
and grabbed it. He hopped a few feet away and dug it into
the ground, covering it with dirt. “Half these trees wouldn’t
be here if it weren’t for me,” he said proudly.
“I thought you’d eat it,” the child said, checking her
supply.
“A nut saved is a nut earned,” the gray jay said. “You
never know.”
“Never know what?” the child asked.
“There’s lots you’ll never know,” Gray replied. “Follow me to my stash of stuff.”
Saying farewell to the creek, the child ventured after
the jay into the deep woods. Shafts of sunlight slanting
through the trees made dancing spots on the soft mulch
carpet, but when she stopped to twirl on tiptoes, her skirt
swirling around her, Gray scolded, “Stop dilly-dallying.
You think you’re the only thing I have to do today?” He
disappeared in a huff of feathers, his song fading.
The child trudged on. She shuddered at the long grasping shadows the trees made behind her. Invisible veils swept
her cheeks, and when she tried to wipe them away, they
clung to her hands. Was she lost? Could she find her way
back to the friendly creek?
“What’s taking you?” Gray asked, reappearing to circle
her head. “Too slow, too slow.”
“Are we almost there?” she asked plaintively. Her feet
were getting tired
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“Depends on what you mean by ‘almost.’ At the pace
you’re going, ‘almost’ is a long time. For me, it’s just a
couple of swoops and a soar on an updraft.”
Gray lit on a branch of a bare, broken tree leaning tiredly
towards the ground. “Poor thing,” the child said. “What
happened to it?”
“Died. Old age. Now bugs and worms thrive on it’s
being rotten to the core. When it falls, it’ll decay into duff
and nourish the earth. Worse things could happen,” Gray
said and cocked his head. “Could’ve ended up as a telephone pole or backyard furniture.” The child wondered,
but Gray just nodded wisely. “I get around,” he said. He
told her to pick up a fallen limb to use as a walking stick,
and she did, thanking the dead old tree for its help.
The child was thirsty and her food nearly gone, but
she followed Gray until he finally said, “We’re almost
there.” He landed on a branch above her and tilted his
head to gaze at her, anticipating her question. “‘Almost’
means ‘just around the bend.’”
Eagerly she followed until she saw him fly into a huge
tree, thick with leaves, some the green of the forest, some
yellow with sunshine, some deep purple from shadows.
She stepped beneath the overhanging branches into a cool
place shaded except for a few spots of dappled afternoon
light. Decayed leaves padded the soles of her tired feet as
she walked to embrace the thick, knotted trunk of the tree,
feeling the whiskery bark against her cheek. “What a lovely
tree,” she said. “Whose is it?”
In answer, the leaves whispered, “Yourssss,” and
fanned her as they nodded.
“You’re wasting time again,” Gray scolded from above.
“Come see the house.”
The child tilted her head and high above saw a platform supported by three sturdy limbs venturing out like
roads diverging. The tree trunk offered footholds as she
climbed to the first branch, each branch above reaching
down to help her up. She clambered onto the flat stand
while Gray twittered in the leaves above her.
“You’ll find my stash of “things-that-might-come-inhandy” in the corner. You can help yourself. Maybe you’ll
help me collect more stuff, that is, if you stay. The house is
too big for me. So it’s yours if you want.” He turned his
head, pretending he didn’t care one way or the other. Peeking back over a wing, he added, “We’d be neighbors, you
know.”
The child sat on the platform, hugging her knees, thinking. From the beginning she’d had help making up her
mind. She didn’t have to pick a cloud, the rain or a sunbeam when Raptor gave her a ride to earth. She’d had help
finding food when she met Chitty. Travel was no problem
when Prong came along. Then Gray led her through the
woods to this place. But to stay here would be her decision. It was a difficult, momentous decision.
“Momentous decisions are always difficult,” Raptor
said, landing beside her, his wings stirring a frenzy in the
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leaves. “I heard you call, so I came, of course.”
“You sure startled me, fella,” Gray said. “I nearly fell
off my branch.”
The child wanted to hug the great bird, so happy she
was to see him.
Raptor strutted around the platform, nodded, and said,
“Yes, this suits me. I’ll visit often if you settle here. That
will please you.”
“Well?” Gray said. “You gonna do it? What d’ya
think?”
The child looked at the thick, sunlight-speckled roof
of leaves over her head. She looked down at the accommodating branches that helped her climb, at the nodding
leaves that seemed to invite her to make a home.
Suddenly the leaves drew back and a furry creature
scampered up the tree. “This is great-t-t,” Chitty said. “You
got-t-t your own hazelb-b-b-ert tree!” Chitty turned two
circles and added, “I hit-t-t-ch-ch-ch-hi-k-k-ed.”
“What?” the child and the jay and the great bird all
asked at once.
“Got-t-t a ride with him,” Chitty said, pointing his nose
towards the ground. There was Prong, skittishly stamping
his feet.
“Prong, too!” the child said and climbed down to hug
him. “You’re all here.”
“And we’ll all stay near you if you’ll make this tree
your home,” he said. The others nodded their agreement,
the tree rustled its leaves with pleasure, and the child smiled
with happiness. Her journey had ended happily ever after.
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Capron.htm

Steps of Tears
I dance to the drums,
My ancestors beside me.
My feet pound like buffalo,
Across an open plain.
Our hearts sorrowful and weak,
Exhausted,
Our home taken.
I dance to the river,
My tears joining its steady course
Into the past.
I dance to the stars,
They remain free,
Unchanged.
~ Krystle Rodriguez
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Rodriguez.htm

Life Is Not Done

Which Role, My Soul, Tonight

In the graveyard paying respects,
The blue jay shrieking,
The dog barking,
The traffic on a distant street moaning
Break the reverent silence.

Shiny hero, rusty villain
Which role my soul, tonight?
The good guy, the horse of white
Six-gun right by my side

In the graveyard contemplating a journey,
A symphony of bird songs filling the
amphitheater of trees,
The trees’ blossoms longing for a warmer spring,
A warm coffee cup caressing forgotten thoughts
Recount the road well trodden.
In the graveyard promising life’s continuance,
The taste of freshly brewed coffee invigorating,
Subdued distant voices comfort bringing,
A light breeze the mourners’ hair teasing
Lend hope for another day.
Living
Remembering
Hoping
As time was spent
In the graveyard.
~ Jim Miller
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/MillerJim.htm

Spanish saddle, silver bridle
A dusty road, a dream
My place, in time, my crazy mind
Somehow it’s hard, it seems
To be the me I want to be
To dream inside my dream
A man of song demands are wrong
The sights my eyes have seen
Unknown, as yet, my soul, my debt
The price in spite of night
Will have to be the destiny
The hill I’m gonna climb
Shiny hero, rusty villain
Which role my soul, tonight?
The good guy, the horse of white
Six-gun right by my side
~ Spyder
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Lewis.htm

Beyond Work
After a life of work fulfilled
A leisure time for you is billed,
With hobbies that you used to do
And interests that are all anew.
Not much time to reflect
There are new adventures to collect.
Trying new things will keep you young
Finding out that there’s more fun.
The time flies with each day
So very busy, you don’t say.
The interests are many to fill the time
How could I have worked full time!
It’s great your cup is at full measure
As long as there is no pressure.
Pleasure is the reward you face
As long as you control the pace.
“Beyond work” is something to seek
But don’t forget the present to greet.
~Jim Koenig

http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Koenig.htm
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Tracking a Dream; A Canadian Bear Hunt
By Betty Pellham

S

ince I began hunting some twenty years ago, including
the last five with a bow, I have dreamed of going on a
guided big game hunt. I really enjoy watching the television hunting programs – great scenery and adventure –
and it always looks easier than my own hunting trips.
Last year, I was able to make my dream come true. I
saved for two years in order to hunt black bears in British
Columbia where they seem to be much more plentiful than
here in Oregon. At the 2007 Portland Sports Show, I collected fliers from all of the black bear guides and outfitters. I asked many questions, hoping to pick the right person so that I would have a good hunt and, hopefully, fill
my bear tag.
That’s where I met Sonny Perkinson. He had all of the
right answers to my many questions and made me feel like
he would be the perfect guide for me. I’ll never forget him
asking, “Why would you want to sit all day in a tree stand,
waiting for a bear to come to bait?”
I said, “Because I value my life, thank you very much.”
Sonny is a guide who loves to get you up close and
personal with the bears and he soon had me thinking that I
could take a bear with my bow using spot and stalk tactics.
Sonny had great references from women he had taken on a
hunt with rifles and they all said it could be done with a
bow.
I started wondering “What am I getting myself into?” I
was really out on a limb with my comfort level but I was
willing to take the chance.
Packing for this trip was really a treat. Most of the
stuff I would need was already in my backpack – throw in
lots of camo clothes, two pairs of boots, my bow, bow tool
box, practice block, coolers, a very large tarp and a rifle
(just in case the bow thing wasn’t happening), and I was
packed.
The drive to Houston, British Columbia was nice. My
boyfriend, David, and I stayed in the town of Hope the
first night and took in some interesting tourist attractions.
Then, we were back on the road again past some really
large beaver lodges and several lumber mills larger than
any I’ve seen in Oregon. The country didn’t look as steep
or mountainous as I thought it would be – good thing, because my idea of a nice vacation didn’t include climbing
steep hillsides.
When we arrived in Houston at noon, Sonny was ready
to go. We loaded our belongings into his truck and set off
into the great wilderness. I didn’t time the trip, but it seemed
like an hour’s drive. Sonny uses about eight different hunting sites, two for bear and moose and the others for moose
only. All sites are on lakes and each has hunter, guide and
cook cabins. I was really pleased with our site and its re-
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moteness. We loaded the Argo – an 8-wheeled amphibious
vehicle – and trailer at the road and headed for the cabin.
Day one: We were up at 7:00 a.m., got dressed and
headed over to the cook cabin for breakfast. We took a few
shots at the practice block and we were off and running by
8:30 a.m. We soon saw a bear on the road just before it ran
into the woods. The bears use the roads for much of their
travel because the going is much easier than in the thick
brush and the density of scat along the roads is a good
indicator of the number of bear in the area.
We drove to several clearings (“blocks”) and glassed
for bears with the binoculars that we brought. When we
saw our first bear off-road, the stalk was on. With the wind
in our face, Sonny and I made a beeline straight for the
bear. I’m accustomed to using the trees and terrain for stalking advantage, but bears have really poor eyesight so it
just amazed me that we did a really fast stalk straight for
this bear. As we got closer, the bear would occasionally
look up from eating and digging. Each time, we crouched
down and waited for him to go back to what he was doing
and then we’d stalk some more.
Occasionally, he would sniff the air around him and
look straight at us. I was in awe of the whole experience.
Soon, we were within thirty-two yards of him, but Sonny
said the bear was a “diddler” – his word for “small” – so
he asked what I wanted to do. I had come a long way in
hopes for a big bear, so when Sonny said he was sure that
we would find bigger ones, I decided to pass on this one,
as hard as it was.
For a long time, we stood no more than 30 yards from
the bear, watching it eating and digging around for food.
It’s impossible to describe the feeling I had – even if I
didn’t fill my tag, for me, the trip was already a success.
The bear finally caught our scent, and when he did, Boy!
was he in a hurry to get away from there.
As Sonny and I topped a hill, we both saw another
bear at the base of the hill. It was making its way up along
the tree line and, for us, the stalk was on again. The wind
was perfect, blowing right in our faces. We stopped several times, trying to determine if it was a boar or sow, but
we couldn’t see the necessary profile. Boars, or males, have
a flat straight back compared to the sloping hindquarters
of sows. Sonny declared this to be a really nice bear, whatever its gender, but my tag specified a boar only. We got
closer and then decided to wait for it to come to us.
Sonny stepped out into the tree line several times to
see what the bear was doing and to see if he could determine its sex. Sonny wanted me to move up to the next tree,
but I’m thinking that I’ve got a perfect spot right where I
was. I had one limb in the way but I could follow the bear

a little until the angle was right. I determined that it would
be about a twenty-yard shot. Sonny affirmed that it was a
really nice boar. Once more, he wanted me to move to the
next tree, but I could now see the bear through the trees
and I was definitely not moving. I didn’t want to mess this
up – no way!
I calculated my position again and confirmed the expected range at 20 yards. On he came, big as you please. I
drew back and he kept coming but the angle was still wrong
so I kept following him. And then it happened. He turned
and put his front paw forward and stopped. Well that was
all that I needed. Away went the arrow – the bear reached
back to grab it but it had already passed clean through.
And then he took off in a hurry.
It didn’t take long to pick up the blood trail. He went
about seventy-five yards through the thick trees and expired. Sonny said that he was a dandy and I couldn’t believe what I had just done. At 11:55 a.m. on Day One I had
bagged a big bear. I took a good long look at this bear,
feeling its fur and looking at its paws. They really are an
impressive animal. It was a real treat to be able to touch
one.
My dream of a lifetime, to take a bear with my bow,
had come to an end. I couldn’t have asked for better. Now
I can still dream of other animals because, after all, that’s
what dreams are for.
My parents, Russ and Alice, moved our family from Glide, Oregon
to Lorane, Oregon in 1977. I graduated from Crow High School in
1987 and I now live in Philomath, Oregon where I ....

Newton’s World Smashed like an Atom
Of things awry, confusing and provoking wonder
Einstein blowing Newton’s world essentially asunder
Has caused me to question much and feel queasy
Coming ‘round to accepting it all isn’t easy

Pink’s Not My Color
The empty lot next door grew
Rhododendrons of auspicious
coloring, mixed-breeding
our gardener said. We hoped
the builders wouldn’t
pluck them out like a splinter.
By lunch, the raw earth
bled like a botched surgery,
incisions too deep in the
marked pine trees of death.
The morning after
we went to the burdened lot
where our privacy had been
beaten down. No more shrubs,
no trees where secured birds came
to drink and eat from our garden.
We poured martinis and
walked along new foundation.
Discarded carapaces of megalithic
insect’s internal suicide noted.
This was worse
than any forest fire:
a pile of plywood painted pink.
~ Janine Margiotta

For some of us, these new thoughts are too grand
my world appears constant; his exists to expand
and it tends to render my senses impaired
No matter that formula specially squared
I feel it’s a Newtonian-inspired fact
The locomotive under me as I ride down the track
Should remain on rails still staunchly parallel
In every day life Relativity’s a hard sell
~ J.M. Purcell
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Purcell.htm
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First Contact: a Journey Across Cultures
By Patrice A. Broome

I

n the spring of 1862, a small steamboat sailed into the
town of Port Royal, South Carolina. Aboard was a
small group of determined, mostly young volunteers who
saw themselves as the vanguard of a great national movement to atone for the evils of slavery by teaching the newly
freed slaves of the Sea Islands. They were just a few participants in an ambitious political, social and economic
reform program known as the Port Royal Experiment. All
were idealists who wanted to make their world a better
place and saw the journey to the Sea Islands as a means to
do it. None of them knew what awaited them there or anything about the former slaves. None of that mattered because of what the volunteers believed to be their divinely
ordained mission to teach the former slaves whatever they
needed to know to survive in their new lives. This is the
story of what these mostly young idealists expected, what
they encountered, and how they came to accept and be accepted by a proud, quirky, unexpectedly independent group
of people unlike any they had ever seen.
The impetus behind the Port Royal Experiment was to
see if the recently freed slaves would be able to overcome
the obstacles of slavery and become productive citizens or
not. Northern intellectuals and their supporters in the Federal Government saw the Sea Islands as an ideal laboratory to demonstrate to the world that if a guided transition
to freedom could succeed there, where the slaves had lived
in great isolation and ignorance, then the results could possibly be duplicated elsewhere in the states of the former
Confederacy. The islands were isolated from the mainland
of South Carolina where the white population had fled when
the Union forces defeated the Confederate troops. After
the islands were secured, conditions seemed ideal for a
genuine transplantation of northern values.
The majority of these volunteers were white, unmarried, well-educated, churchgoing, middle-class female
schoolteachers from New England and the Middle Atlantic states. What motivated them to sacrifice comfort, security and safety to volunteer to go to an unknown, even dangerous, place to teach people about whom they knew virtually nothing? They shared a common world view that
education was the key to moral and intellectual growth and
saw work with the former slaves as an extension of various moral and educational reform movements popular in
the North.
These women were not naïve and were aware they
would be facing a difficult task. They knew that their assignments would be in isolated locations and that they still
faced danger from occasional Confederate raids from the
mainland. What they found when they arrived in Beaufort,
South Carolina, at the headquarters of the Union occupa24
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tion forces and the principal town of the region was unlike
anything anyone of them had ever seen before. Hundreds
of recently freed slaves were everywhere and they just overwhelmed everything. Many Northerners had never been
around black people, and their limited knowledge was often biased and inaccurate. Blacks were seen as innocent
and childlike. Even those who had some experience around
black people found that it was practically useless, especially in their encounters with the black people of the Sea
Islands.
They were members of a unique socio-cultural group
known as the Gullah, who were distinguished by being
able to retain many aspects of their African cultural heritage. This was because even though the slave trade was
illegal, the smuggling of slaves was not uncommon due to
the many hidden inlets and coastal estuaries in South Carolina. Most of the Africans imported into the Sea Islands
were taken from trading posts in four areas of the Guinea
Coast in West Africa; comprising the modern-day countries of Gambia, Senegal, Sierra Leone, Liberia and Ghana.
They came from divergent ethno-linguistic groups, and
because of this they soon developed their own distinct language and culture using elements from their own native
cultures.
This enormous black population rarely had contact with
white people other than with the overseers and their families or very occasional visits by the white masters and their
families. The slaves lived, worked and socialized almost
entirely among themselves. Illegal importations continued
to contribute to the high percentage of native-born Africans in the slave population. Even the slaves who were
American-born were only one or two generations removed
from their African ethnicity. Thus it was that the northern
volunteers in 1862 found a very oppressed but tightly-knit
community of African-Americans who were still clinging
to patterns of social behavior that were very foreign to
these white Christians.
The main difficulty the northern teachers encountered
when they began to teach the Gullahs was one of language.
The Gullahs had developed their own language, a West
African-English patois that was virtually incomprehensible
to outsiders. It took time, but eventually the teachers and
their students came to understand something of each other’s
language.
The Gullah world view was also very different from
that of the Northerners. Key elements of their culture were
a powerful spirituality and a strong emphasis on community. Spirituality integrated and coordinated other aspects
of communal behavior. This cultural outlook derived from
the West African concept that in a cohesive and integrated

community, each member had a place. In a traditional society
like the Gullah, this spirituality affected a person’s whole
being by embracing feelings, social interactions, values, fears
and the disposition of the entire community. They believed
that to be human was to belong to the whole community. One
could not detach himself or herself from the religion of the
group. To do so would be to sever the roots, the foundation,
the context of security and the kinships of those who make
the individual aware of his or her existence. A person without
religion committed a form of self-excommunication from the
entire life of the society.
The Gullahs showed a passionate eagerness to learn the
alphabet that excited endless comment among the northern
teachers, and was a strong guarantee to them of ultimate acceptance and cooperation. The majority of the former slaves
knew nothing of reading and writing, but they had a deep
reverence for the power of the written word. The teachers
were unaware of the fact that despite being prohibited to learn
to read, it had been impossible to exclude them completely
from literacy. It was soon discovered that despite the illiteracy of the vast majority, there were a number of plantation
drivers who were able to both read and write. The illiterate
field hands not only associated reading and writing with the
powerful and exclusive world of white people, but also with
the privileged aristocracy of slaves; the drivers and the house
servants. All of the Gullahs were ready and willing to learn,
both the adults and the children. The teachers soon learned
that the people would do anything for them, “if we only teach
them.”
The longer the northern teachers spent with the Gullahs
the more they came to understand that they were not some
exotic species, but were rather human beings who had their
share of both good and bad traits.
The end of the war in 1865 found the northern teachers
and their Gullah students optimistic about the future. The
Confederacy was defeated and the Thirteenth Amendment
outlawing slavery had been introduced in Congress. Abandoned lands were to be parceled out in forty-acre plots by
order of General William T. Sherman in Special Field Orders
Number 15. More Gullah adults and children were enrolled
in school. There was a feeling of hope that if they could just
hang on that things would improve in the near future. The
Gullahs believed that they were somehow a “chosen generation” who would see a better future for their children.
What neither the northern teachers nor their Gullah students could possibly know was that there were forces beyond their control waiting in the wings to tarnish their bright
dream of the future. The assassination of President Lincoln
and his succession by Andrew Johnson, a Southern Unionist
from Tennessee was the beginning of a retreat by northerners
from their commitment to the former slaves. Many people in
both the North and the South were weary from four long
years of war and wanted nothing more than to rebuild their
lives. By the end of 1865, many former plantation owners

who had sworn allegiance to the government began to make
their way back to the islands to reclaim their estates. The
Federal government then forced the removal of the Gullahs
who had claimed some of these abandoned lands off of them.
They felt betrayed. The teachers were also dismayed by the
actions of the government and felt helpless in the face of the
diminishing support that they were receiving from their political supporters in the North, especially in Congress.
Congress had established the Freedmen’s Bureau to help
the former slaves educate and establish themselves in new
lives and it was now becoming a victim of the Federal
government’s lessening commitment to the black people by
the decreasing allocations of funds for the Bureau to perform
its functions. The result was, it was unable to accomplish
many things that were necessary, such as providing small
loans for farmers and schools for both adults and children.
The northern teachers and their Gullah clients were once again
dependent on private charity from northern agencies. This
was becoming increasingly difficult as time passed because
many Northerners, by the early 1870’s, were becoming increasingly tired of hearing about the “Negro Problem,” and
just wanted to get on with their lives.
Most of the northern teachers began to return home feeling discouraged by the turn of events. Some were not entirely despondent about the future because by the time they
left there were more and more young black people who were
coming of age and able to take their place in the schools that
the volunteers had established.
For the Gullahs, their experience of emancipation began
in a spirit of hope and optimism. In 1865, they were a community full of hope for the future and eager to take their place
as citizens. They were aware of their strength as a people and
what it had given them. It was not long before these hopes
were dashed and a spirit of resignation replaced them. This
was not a result so much of their experiences as slaves, but
rather the product of the unfulfilled promises from the nation
and the government and the disappointment of their leaders
in what they saw as insincerity by white people. Once again,
the Gullahs learned a bitter lesson in trusting white people
and realized that the only thing they could count on was each
other. They had climbed to the mountaintop and had seen the
Promised Land but they were unable to complete the journey. It was left to their descendants and the descendants of
the northern volunteers to take up the journey to freedom
again one hundred years later.
For more information on the Gullah Culture & Heritage go
to: http://www.penncenter.com. The Penn Center is located on
St. Helena Island in a former school established as part of the
Port Royal Experiment.
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Broome.htm
A journey is best measured in friends rather than miles.
~ Tim Cahill
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The Petrie Letters
Letters written by Jost & Jerusha Petrie in the 1880s from Eugene City and Lorane, Oregon to their son, Channing, in Wisconsin
Eugene City Oct 3rd 1882
(Note: Channing was liquidating Jost’s property in Wiscosin for
him while Jost & Jerusha were living in Eugene City before moving to Lorane...)

Dear Children
e received yours of the 18th and 20th on the 1st of
this month and were very glad to hear that it was
all well with you. I suppose you had not received my last
letter yet when you wrote - Well about selling the Grain,
all I can Say is Sell mine when you do your own. I will
leave it to your judgment with this hint - Perhaps it is not
good policy to keep it subject to danger from loss in so
many ways as it is. I have usually kept my grain too long and now about selling the land (If it is not already sold)
Of course I had rather sell the whole at once, but if we
cannot to suit then let it be a part if we can to suit - Tell
Mr. Buskie he can have the whole place including the Factory for $9,600 which will be rating the Factory at $150,
which I consider worth $200 or he can have the 130
Acres for 8,000 with my share of the factory thrown in.
He to have no share of the crops in either case and to
pay the taxes himself and to pay down about $5,000 with
all the time he wants on the Ballance at Seven or Six per
cent interest according as you can make a bargain - The
more I see of the world the more I prize the land in
Concord and my share of the Factory - The Factory is
well worth 1,500 dollars because it is agoing to pay well
herafter. Still you may Offer as above to Mr. Buskie I think
he is a good straight man and I want him to have a good
place - As to Dr. Pattee and the 90 acres (If you can’t sell
to Mr. Buskie) let him have it at not less than $5,500, he
to pay about all down, pay the taxes, and have no Share
of the crops - Of course if any other parties will come to
our terms we will sell to them. And now I leave the matter to you. Get more if you can. Take a little less if it is
really necessary - Harley don’t want us to sell - Yes I am
considerably disappointed in the yeald of the Winter
Grain. Guess Gus Voight must have measured it as he did
my Oats. I don’t blame any one understand - How is the
Berry of all the grain this year. The berry of the wheat
here is truly Splendid. The Oats don’t appear what I call
plump but it weighs well. The berry of the Barley is very
fair - And now about the new Farm. Ma has colored the
fruit matter too highly. So far as Appricots, Figs, Oranges,
and Nuts are concerned, there are but a few small trees
of each kind and probably will not amount to much any
way. As to apples there is about as much orchard as on
the old place but I expect it will produce much more
fruit because it is as natural here for Apples, Pears, and
Plumbs as it is for thorn apples in Wisconsin - And as to
the House she did not do it quite justice. I don’t think of

W
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any in Concord that excels it in outward Architectural
Style and appearance or general convenience - The farm
consists of 188 acres being over 1½ miles long with a
road running all along the west side of it and the river
washing the north end. Near the river there is sufficient
timber (mostly Fir) for use on the place - It lies about as
level as the old Kitchen floor which you know is not
quite even, and is all tillable and is now all under the Plow
except about fifty acres. The other part with the river
running through it leaving about 15 acres on the other
side mostly covered with very fine cotton wood timber.
The other part of the lot is densly covered with Fir, a
kind of Maple, White ash, and many other kind of small
timber and brush not amounting to much now. The river
spoils about 15 acres for tilling purposes but probably
more than makes it up in a never failing supply of clear
cold Water, fine fish, fine Wild Geese, and Ducks, Coarse
and fine gravel, Separate or mixed with sand or without,
just as you like, to say nothing about flood wood enough
every year to furnish Fuel for a big farm. One bad characteristic of the River is it is always too cold to bathe in
- The soil along the river seems to be a very fine rich
deep sand. I think it will be Splendid for Garden truck
and Vines. The soil on the main place is, well, a clayey,
Sandyey Black loam said to be among the best soils in
Oregon - The place lies four miles N.E. of Eugene and
2½ miles South of Coburg which is a Narrow Gague
R.R. Station - We all expect to move on to it some time
this month and I suppose Sam will work it for a while.
Unfortunately I owe 800 dollars on it yet the bigest debt
I ever owed - Seeing that it was so hot with you on the
18th I hope the corn has Matured without frost - We are
to have half of the apple crop on our place which is a
pretty fine one.
From Pa
In upside down writing on various pages, Jost added these
notes:
I will say further about the farm that it lies in the
Forks of the Willamette about 2 miles from where that
stream and the McKensie come together. There is Grist
Mill at Eugene & a Saw mill and Grist Mill at Coburg and
a Grist & Saw Mill at Springfield which is four miles south
and can be seen from the house. If it is not too late read
some of this letter to Buskie especially what I say about
Selling it to him.
If you sell the Factory you must send me a description of the lot taken from the last deed I gave to the
company not long ago. Spence or Wiggenton ought to
have it.
Tell Winnie That if I could catch Uncle Heams Dog I
would thrash him pretty hard for killing her Kittie. I think
he is a naughty Dog. I would like to see Winnie and hold
her in my lap & see if she grows any.

Mr. Goodfellow
(a song lyric)
When I was a boy, there was a place
A place where my friend and I –
We dreamed our dreams and we played our games
Beneath the clear blue sky.
We carved a face in the bank of a stream
Nestled among the trees
And the waterfall, it sang its song
As we played and skinned our knees.
Chorus 1
We called the place Mr. Goodfellow
A place of innocence and joy
I didn’t know then what I know now
‘Cause I was just a boy.
My friend, he moved, we both grew up
We went our separate ways
We lived our lives and married wives,
We both have families.
After twenty years we met again
And I want you to know
That in his eyes I saw that friend
I played with long ago.
Chorus 2
We called the place Mr Goodfellow
A place of innocence and joy
Sometimes I wish I could go back
And just be a boy.
One day I went and climbed the hill
Of my childhood
A journey to that special place
Nestled in the wood.
The waterfall had ceased its song
The banks, they had caved in
And I learned you can’t return
To every place you’ve been.
Chorus 3
We called the place Mr Goodfellow
A place of innocence and joy
I’m glad I know what I didn’t then
When I was just a boy.

Gene Conrad at his dulcimer. “I play the hammered dulcimer a
bit – I can’t play and sing, though... I don’t multitask very well. I
couldn’t talk when I played the drums in school either.”

I love my wife, I love my kids
My family and friends,
But there is just one thing more
We’ll need when this life ends.
There is a place
In all our hearts
A place where we all can go
Much better than the place I knew
So many years ago.
Chorus 4
In the presence of the one Goodfellow
There is love and peace and joy
A place to take our little ones
Our daughters and our boys.
Repeat Chorus 3
We called the place Mr Goodfellow
A place of innocence and joy
I’m glad I know what I didn’t then
When I was just a boy.
~ Gene Conrad, 2003
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Conrad.htm
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Cookin’ With Jen

I

t is almost too easy to focus this month on bringing in the
harvest. October is the tail end of this time for most of
us, and there is much still available in the way of fresh
vegetables- really. I allude to the much-maligned squash, in
its various forms.
Around my house, we have recovered from the yellow
zucchini plant that ate Chicago, so prolific that if I went a
day without looking, it grew one as big as my arm. I froze
them after awhile. We’ve got a winter’s supply of discs,
shredded, and soups. I’m going to share my mother’s secret
incredible soup recipe, in case you still have some squash
lurking about your garden (or freezer.)

Cream of Garden Soup Base
Large zucchini, split and seeds removed
(amount depends on size of squash)
Potatoes (at least one)
4-5 cloves garlic, peeled
At least one onion
Anything else you have from the garden or crisper- corn,
carrots, tomatoes, beans
Chunk zukes, onion, potatoes, etc. Add to a few inches of
broth in a large soup pot, put a lid on and bring to a boil.
Steam until large chunks of veggies are tender, about 20
minutes. Blend in food processor and put in ½ gallon freezer
bags. Lay bags flat on a cookie sheet after air has been pressed
out. Freeze. Then stack soup-sicles in the freezer.
To use: Thaw and use as a base for any soup. The potatoes
make it creamy without added fat, and the veggies give great
flavor. Add additional veggies and/or browned ground beef
or cooked ham.
It’s also time to make use of the last of the gleanings from
local farms. Besides pumpkin, try any variety of unique
squash baked, and then fill the cavity with a bit of butter
and brown sugar. Or try this, which my family enjoys: dust
the surface of an acorn squash half with cinnnamon and grill,
cut side down, on a barbeque for approximately one hour.
Yum!
A handwritten recipe in the 1909 Oregonian Good
Housekeeping Cookbook by Mrs. Corie Virginia Osborn of
Peede, OR:
28
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Boston Baked Beans
1 pt. small navy beans
1 t. baking soda
1 ½ t. salt pork (we can use ham)
1 ½ t. salt
1 T. molasses
Soak beans overnight. Parboil with a pinch soda. Drain and
rinse in hot water. Put half into bean pot. Score ham, put in
pot, add rest of beans. Mix other ingredients in enough
boiling water to cover. Pour over beans, cover and bake 8
hours.
Mrs. Osborn has further handwritten advice:
General rules for legumes:
1. Soak legumes overnight
2. Boil for a short time with pinch soda
3. Drain
4. Add flavoring material and liquid and simmer until
very soft
5. Always use some fat (to be absorbed in cooking)
6. Vary flavors and legumes
Her rules are more modern than I expected, in today’s
culture. We’re always supposed to eat more of the cheap,
nutritious legumes.
And lastly, my favorite sauce of the year: Lay halved tomatoes
of any type, sliced onion and garlic on a jelly roll pan. Drizzle
2 T. each of balsamic vinegar and good quality olive oil over;
roast at 450 for one hour; blend. Perfect over pasta or rice,
or as a base for baking meat.

Nutmeg Cookies
By Rhonda Rauch
2 large eggs
1 cup non-sugar sweetener
2 oz. candied lemon peel
9 oz. ground almonds
1 – 2 Tbsp cornstarch

¼ tsp grated nutmeg
1 small package graham crackers
Lemon cake frosting
2 – 3 oz. chopped pistachios

Preheat oven to 350F. Beat the eggs and sweetener until frothy. Chop
the lemon peel. Stir the peel and almonds into the egg mixture. Add
some cornstarch to thicken. Fold the nutmeg into the egg mixture.
Shape the dough into walnut size balls and place each ball on a graham cracker. Bake the cookies for 12-15 minutes. After they have
cooled, spread frosting and sprinkle with pistachios.

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

November 2, 1952
The Master painter glanced at the calendar of seasons
and looked amazed. “Ah!” said he, “So many events have
taken my precious time this year of 1952, I have almost
forgotten my job for October and November.”
From his closet of a million articles, he found the all
important easel; then to the basement and a hurried search
for the cans of paints—bronze, silver, red, yellows, and
shades of fading greens.
“If I do not get at this annual job, my earthly friends
will worry,” he mumbled to himself as he searched in the
cabinet drawers for the brushes.
His experienced artistic fingers ran lovingly over the
worn bristles, “I cannot do justice to this picture, my
brushes are worn and will smear the landscape.”
On a trail of vapor he ran to the nearest Evergreen forest and plucked a needle of Spruce, one of Hemlock, Pine,
and the Fir. The great Master sets aside these trees for
brush material; so they never shed their foliage.
Back to his studio and He mixes little dabs of color
here and there on the easel—the brilliant reds, and oranges,
and bronzes, and the faded greens; in goes the brush and
with a great sweep of artistic grace He paints the leaves of
the forest.
He stands back and admires his work and adds a trim
here and there to frame a lovely picture of the Autumn
woods.
This colorful Autumn season surely makes life a little
brighter just before the curtain call of Winter. Everyone
should make a point to drive into the country to view the
paintings of nature. I have enjoyed the wooded scenery
when all the bushes and trees are so gaily garbed. And
soon the leaves will have fallen and we shall wish for
Spring.
By Marjorie Hays
(Thanks, Helen Winbert and Haysel Pankey
for sharing the diary of Marjorie Hays!)

Anticipation
Lights that glitter, some that twinkle
Tinsel sparkles, ornaments that jingle
Angel atop with golden hair
Shush! The secrets fill the air
Packages small and big alike
With things that thump and some that light
Ribbons and bows of silver and gold
Recipes renowned from days of old
Faces aglow with children’s delight
Uncle George with his nose alight
Excitement builds as the hour nears
Hiding places found, I fear
Sister Sue and Grandma, too
Stories to tell for me and you
A bell for Morris, a ball for Spot
A tie for Dad, sox for Cousin Dot
Sweet Aunt Sally, something smelly
Something funny for silly Nellie
Kettles with bell-ringers stand in wait
Drop a piece-of-eight – don’t hesitate
Chorals to be sung, church bells toll
Sleigh rides to go for young and old
Merry Christmas to all!
To all a good night!
~ Jessie Stinson
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Stinson.htm

The Plains
Buffalo thunder;
Contessa wagons rumble;
The frontier awaits.
~ Jim Miller
The longest journey is the journey inwards. Of him who
has chosen his destiny,Who has started upon his quest for
the source of his being. ~ Dag Hammarskjold
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Fern Ridge Library
Summer Reading Program

T

he Fern Ridge Library’s 2009 Summer Reading Program featured a contest for grades K-12 where entrants were to design an original book cover or re-design
their favorite book. Pat Broome of Groundwaters was
asked to be one of the judges to determine first and second place awards for each of several age categories. We’re
pleased to publish some of the winners in this issue of
Groundwaters and will include more in the Winter issue.
Most of the entries were very colorful and it’s too bad that
we cannot share their rich hues in the magazine, but you’ll
be able to tell that we have some talented young artists in
the making within the community!

“Unnamed” by Joseph Short; 2nd place; Kindergarten
Division

“Bitten Day and Night” byAlana Schneider; 1st Place;
Grades 1-3 Division

“All the Stars in the Sky” by Sydney Hahn; 1st place;
Kindergarten Division

“When I was young I spoke like a child; I saw with a child's eyes,
and an open door was to a girl like the stars are to the sky. It's
funny how the world lives up to all your expectations with
adventures for the stout of heart and the lure of the open
spaces...”
~ Mary Chapin Carpenter; The Moon & Saint Christopher
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“The Scared Spider” by Riley Chambers; 2nd Place;
Grades 1-3 Division

~ Nick DeAngelo
Science and art, or by the same token, poetry and prose differ from one another like a journey and an excursion. The purpose of the
journey is its goal, the purpose of an excursion is the process. ~ Franz Grillparzer
To get through the hardest journey we need take only one step at a time, but we must keep on stepping. ~ Chinese proverb
Success is not a place at which one arrives but rather the spirit with which one undertakes and continues the journey. ~ Alex Noble
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Community News
ART, INC. & THE BROADWAY EVENTS CENTER (BEC)
All events are at the BEC – 5th and Broadway in Veneta. Proceeds
from all events go toward the renovation of the building into a
theater and community events center.
For more info on any of the following offerings, please email
art-inc@hotmail.com
October 16th & 17th: A Most Excellent Storytelling Festival
Fri. 7 pm – Adult Storytelling
Sat. 3 & 4 pm – Workshops
Sat. 5 pm – Story Swap
Sat. 6 pm – Dinner
Sat. 7 pm – Family Storytelling
Admission is by donation. Suggested - $5 for each event, or $10
for family.
October 3rd & 4th: Garage and Book Sale. Their junk, your
treasure.
Every Monday night from 6 to 8 pm: Free acting classes for
teens and adults.
Every Saturday from 11 am to 3 pm: Book Sale! Thousands
of new books to chose from. $2 each or 3 for $5.
Second and fourth Wednesdays from 6 to 8 pm: A
structured writers group meets at the BEC. It is open to new
members, if they are willing to commit to coming and sharing
on a regular basis. Free.
Second Friday of every month from 7 to 9 pm: An Evening
of Words at the BEC. They share readings of short poetry and
prose. Read original work, old masters or just listen. Laid back,
comfortable, and enjoyable. Free.
Early November, Time & Date TBA: Hats, a Red Hat Society
musical play about aging, friendship and acceptance. Witty, fast
paced and incredibly funny. It will play at the BEC and several
other locations in the area.
December, Time & Date TBA: – ART, Inc. is putting on a
“double feature”. Two holiday plays to start the season. The Best
Little Christmas Pageant Ever is full of kids, music, life lessons and
fun. A Christmas Memory by Truman Capote tells a heart-warming
story of friendship and love, based on his own early life in the
rural South.
ART, Inc. is also having a can and bottle drive. Bring you
returnables to the BEC any Saturday between 11 and 3. If you
have a lot and live in the Fern Ridge area, they will even come
and pick them up!
BAZAAR DAYS
Mark your calendars for the West Lane area’s Bazaar Weekend,
November 20 and 21. Veneta and Alvadore Churches, schools,
and private homes host Bazaars with a variety of booths and tables,
and you’re sure to find holiday gifts for the whole family. Maps
of the participating Bazaars will be available at local churches.
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“Baby’s Journeyings,” photographic print; c1900 Dec. 10; S. Ford,
Johnson & Co., Chicago. Library of Congress archives

LANE COUNTY FIRE DISTRICT #1 EVENTS
October 6 & 7, 9 am to 1 pm: AARP Driving class at the
Veneta Fire Station
October 7, 1 to 6 pm: Bloodmobile at the Veneta Fire Station
October 20, 6 to 9:30 pm: Adult CPR and First Aid class at the
Veneta Fire Station (cost, $10, to register, call 935-2226)
November 21, 9 am to 2 pm: Infant, child and Adult CPR and
First Aid at The Veneta Fire Station (Cost, $10, to register, call
935-2226)
December 2, 1 to 6 pm: Bloodmobile at Veneta Fire Station
December 5 & 6, 8 am to 8 pm: Stuff the Fire Truck with
Food and Toys at West Lane Shopping Center
December 28, 9 am to 4 pm, Red Cross Babysitter training
at Veneta Fire Station (call 935-2226 to register)
FABULOUS FRIENDS’ FLAPPER FROLIC
Join Carola Dunn on October 3, 4 to 6 pm, for an English tea
Flapper-era style and Author’s talk sponsored by the Friends of
the Junction City Library. Dunn is the author of the Daisy
Dalrymple mystery series. The event, held at the Scandinavian
Festival Hall, 5th and Greenwood, Junction City, is to celebrate
books, reading, the Friends of the Library and the JC community.
LANE LIBRARY LEAGUE’S AUTHORS AND ARTISTS
FAIR
Local artists and authors will be at the Lane County Fairgrounds,
December 5 from 10 am to 6 pm at the Atrium. Support local
art and authors!

HOPE
If you like what you read, pass it on

