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Byers, Herbie Medlin, Jean Marie Purcell and readers everywhere!
————————————
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Lorane; Alpha-Bit Café in Mapleton; Noti Post Office in Noti;
DS Market, Fern Ridge Chamber of Commerce, Fern Ridge
Library, Kelley’s True Value Hardware, Robbie’s
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contact@groundwaterspublishing.com or call 541-344-0986
Mail Subscriptions:
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are available for $10.00/year (four issues) to cover postage and handling.
Back issues are also available for a nominal fee.
Advertisements:
Groundwaters reaches a substantial local audience and it continues to
attract more readers. We now offer space for local advertisements to
help support the costs of producing the magazine. Email
contact@groundwaterspublishing.com for more information.

Groundwaters is produced entirely with volunteer labor and is
offered free of charge to the public. Therefore, we also gratefully
accept donations to help defray the costs of printing. Gifts and
donations should be made to The Groundwaters Magazine
Project. In accordance with provisions of the Internal Revenue
Code, donations are tax deductible for the donor.

Deadline for next issue is February 15, 2010
Email to contact@groundwaterspublishing.com (correspondence)
submissions@groundwaterspublishing.com (submissions)
Mail to Groundwaters
P.O. Box 50, Lorane, OR 97451
Questions? Need more copies? Call (541) 344-0986
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Fused Art By

Mar
gie McNutt
Margie

M

argie McNutt has always been involved in the arts.
When she and her husband Jim met, she owned a small
jewelry store in the Janzten Beach Shopping Center in Portland,
Oregon, which her parents owned at the time. She made all of
the jewelry that she sold. Later, while her children were young,
she expressed her creativity through designing and sewing their
clothing and making leather show chaps and costumes for the
horse shows they participated in. Margie began making jewelry
again in the 1990s, selling her exclusive pieces through a wholesale house in Seattle. After several years, she tired of jewelrymaking, and began taking classes in glass art at the Eugene Glass
School. For the past several years, Margie has been making large,
functional glass pieces including bathroom sinks, light fixtures,
bird-baths and the normal bowls, platters and vases. She is now
making unique bowls and decorative vases and display pieces and
has developed and patented some very exciting processes that
make her work “one of a kind.” Margie has a studio at her home
in Lorane where she has taught classes in the art of glass-making
for the Lorane Rural Arts Center. Get more information and see
Margie’s pieces in full color on her website at http://
www.etsy.com/shop/MargieMcNutt
Photography By

Kirsten L. Wilson

K

irsten Mulder Wilson spent the first 11 years of her life in
Southern California before moving to Eugene to be closer
to family. She graduated from Sheldon High School and later met
and married “the man of my dreams,” Scott Wilson.
“I have always loved the way photography captures a moment forever. My love for it really started when my dad and I
took a trip to the Oregon coast in 2005, for a daddy/daughter
outing. It was there that I took my first “real” pictures. By “real,” I
mean pictures that made an impression on other people as well
as me. I love to see the look and emotions on people’s faces when
they look at the pictures I’ve taken.”(see more examples on page 24)
Kirsten’s husband Scott has been her biggest supporter.With
the help of family, he was able to buy Kirsten a professional camera which she is using to begin her photography business. For
more information and to view samples of Kirsten’s photography,
go to http://www.KirstenWilsonPhotography.blogspot.com.
She can be reached at KirstenLWilson@gmail.com.
“Since I am just starting out, pricing is very affordable for
anyone, so please feel free to contact me anytime.
January 2010
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Editorial Perspectives

T

he Groundwaters staff hopes that your holidays were
bright and joyous and that your New Year will be full
of hope, promise and success.
This is the time of the year when we all tend to reflect
upon our blessings and look forward to our future. We at
Groundwaters are no different. Two years ago, when Judy
Hays-Eberts stepped down as the publisher of the magazine, those of us remaining were not sure how long we
could keep it going. We just knew that we had to, somehow. The grant that we received last year from the Oregon
Country Fair’s Bill Wooten Endowment Fund, certainly
went a long way to help, but without the support from the
donations and subscriptions of our readers and the help in
the form of advertisements from our local merchants, we
could not have done it. We wish to take this opportunity to
thank you!
With this issue, we have entered a period of unknowns
once again. The grant funds have been used and although
new grants have been applied for, we won’t know for a
couple of months if we are to receive additional funding
for 2010. It is with some reluctance that we put out a request to those who want to help ensure that Groundwaters
continues to earmark some of your charitable donations
towards the publishing of the magazine. Thanks to our nonprofit affiliation with the Applegate Regional Theater, Inc.
(ART, Inc.) any donations to The Groundwaters Magazine Project are tax-deductible. All donations go 100%
towards the actual publication and distribution of the magazine as all labor is done by volunteers.
Thank you always for your continued support and may
we all prosper in 2010!

Belated Acknowledgment

M

y inspiration for writing “A Journey of Tears” in the last
issue came from my granddaughter, Linsey Kau. We
worked together on a presentation she did for a Senior
Project on Chief Joseph. She researched many of the quotes
and facts that I used in the story. I’m sorry to be so late in
recognizing your contribution, Lins! ~Pat Edwards

Fern Ridge Area Volunteers Needed
to help with local distribution and restocking of the
magazine. Currently, we have no one to resupply our
distribution sites in Veneta, Elmira and Noti. The volunteer who usually provides this service is now attending school and finds it difficult to make the rounds
on a regular basis. Another of our volunteers does
not drive and the others live out of the area. Please
contact us at contact@groundwaterspublishing.com
or call 541-344-0986 if you are willing to help.Thanks!
4

Groundwaters

January 2010

The Best of

Groundwaters Poetry
Vol 1 & 2
The publishers of Groundwaters Magazine have produced a 2-volume set of poetry written by 24 of its
most popular contributors.

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 set)
Send checks or money orders to: Groundwaters Publishing, LLC, P.O. Box 50, Lorane, OR 97451

Hope Springs Eternal
The daffodils and crocus are in bloom.
Could it be that spring is in the air?
The cold gray skies that cast a doleful gloom
Might now give way to sunny days and fair.
Perhaps the rhodies and azaleas, too,
Will start to blossom with their gay décor.
The tulips and the iris take their cue
And know it’s time to send out blooms galore.
It may be time to put away the boots
And tuck the raincoat back behind the door,
To get out last year’s shorts and swimming suits
And see if last year’s diet should encore.
Could this be spring? It’s Oregon, you know.
Dream on, dear friends, we’ve got a way to go.
~ Carolyn Carney

Our Readers Write
To the Groundwaters Staff...
Just want you to know how much I enjoy Groundwaters
and to tell you the use of a theme gives me a challenge to
try something new. Sometimes I decide to submit the results to the magazine, but regardless, the “inspiration” is
there! For example, I’ve never tried poetry before!
I’ve always loved reading and “words” in general and
look forward to the magazine to see what others are doing.
Of course, we’re so proud of our Jenni (Chambers), both
in Groundwaters and her book!
I know all of you on staff put lots of time and effort
into the magazine and it is appreciated.
Thanks!
Patty Byers

While at The Broadway Events Center, I was overjoyed to see Jennifer “Jen” Chambers seated at a table,
busily signing copies of her book, which is hot off the press.
Her novel, Learning Life Again, is the story of a young
woman’s recovery from a traumatic brain injury as a teenager. Jennifer is an editor for Groundwaters and is a member of Willamette Writers, as well as the Brain Injury Association of America. This is her first novel. She has been
an inspiration to many of our local writers as she gave
freely of her time and expertise to encourage others. Our
congratulations to Jen on having a dream of hers fulfilled.
Millie Graves

It’s Raining
It’s raining … I welcome the cold splashes
With each step the drops cover me in moisture
Cold creeps slowly upon my skin
Numbness overtakes my atmosphere
Drenched in wetness my mind swims away
West I travel under bursting billowy clouds
No more to feel but to dwell in emptiness
Shadows fall in memories of past times
Shapes in the sky tease as they run by
Mountains loom in lordly presence
Aged earth beneath my human feet
Tells of ages come and gone
Of lovers lost in storms of humanity
Once upon a dream materializes in hopes
Whispering words caressed in the winds
Before me is a splendor beyond imagination
Unblemished by humanizing civilizations
A purity few can understand in spirit of being
In me it is wild and alive basking in my soul
I am her she is me and we inhabit as one …
~ Mia A. Narayan
I am not sure I call myself an artist or writer … I am more of an
expressive, passionate, Italian who writes her heart upon a tree
made into paper. I also share my love of the human eye through
photography. I’ve been married a year to Lalu Narayan, who is
from India. I am currently trying to
encourage him to do more writing; he writes
beautiful poems, prose and articles and is
an amazing photographer, as well. I love the
thought of sharing myself with others in
hopes of bringing about inspiration and
emotions and to make new friends, as they
are a true treasure in our lives as humans.
I have lived most of my life in the wilderness
as a “Daddy’s girl.” I learned survival training
from my father. I have a BA/RN degree as
well as an MA in Archaeology, which is my
true love. I have lived for 18 years in
Yellowstone National Park, currently
working for Xanterra Parks and Resorts as
Manager of their Laundry Operations. In the
past I have contracted privately with the
National Park Service as an archaeologist
and have guided science expeditions into
the wilderness. I keep journals on the
inspiration of nature. Thank you to Herbie
Medlin who suggested I share my work with
Groundwaters. ~ M.N.

Bearstooth, Yellowstone National Park. Photo by Mia Narayan; Sept 2009
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The Philosopher’s Corner

Pushcart Prize Nominations

A

s I sit and reflect on what I shall write, I am reminded
that my last article was on “Life’s Journey.” It seems
I am still very much in a similar mindset... fueled by events
of 2009 that touched my life. The year began for me by
conducting a Celebration of Life service for a dear friend,
Helen Steele, who, at 100 years of age, died on Christmas
Day 2008. Then, 2009 drew to a close with the unexpected
passing of my 3-year old great-grandson, Peter Hefley.
What I remember most is not the sadness of their passing,
but the great impact of their lives on others… they both
left huge footprints in the sands of time.
My friend Helen was an ever hopeful, compassionate,
caring person who loved any excuse to get together and
celebrate with others. She was a devoted friend and supporter of many good causes. Helen touched people’s lives
in lasting ways. She was what comes to mind when I attempt to define a “good person.”
Little Peter had a much shorter time to work his
“magic” here, but work it, he did! This little guy, when he
could finally walk, had to do so with a walker and, unlike
outspoken Helen, Peter was just beginning to learn how to
talk. However, he was able to communicate effectively.
He learned to sign and his easy smile, sparkling eyes and
his radiant spirit spoke volumes. His example and his message to all who came in contact with him was simply, unfettered Joy. He was what comes to mind when I contemplate the meaning of life.
So different they were, yet Peter and Helen effectively
touched lives both near and far. They remind me that life
is not rightfully gauged by time spent here on planet Earth.
Neither is it about the things we do, it is about what we are
being – the ways in which we reach out and touch the lives
of others. Awards, certifications, titles and position – such
things have no lasting value.
As I step gingerly into 2010, I wonder anew, “What’s
my purpose in life?” My to-do list is about as long as it
ever was, but somehow I feel that the important things of
this year will be about what I am being and not about the
stuff I do. It is so easy to get caught up in all the doings of
life, investing time and resources in things that really have
no lasting value. What counts, I think, is my attitude, my
outlook on life and how I choose to relate to, and interact
with, other people. I am grateful for the example of Helen
and Peter and so many others whose lives have paved the
way and have given me a golden yardstick upon which I
can measure my sense of being. I hope I can somehow
measure up…
My sense is that 2010 provides great opportunities for
each of us to look beyond the seeming demands of daily
life and find ways to leave lasting footprints that somehow serve to inspire others to be perhaps more than they
have been.
May your 2010 be filled with many moments of abundant hope and unfettered joy!

~ Jimminy
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T

he staff of Groundwaters has nominated six of our
2009 contributions for The Pushcart Prize - Best of
the Small Presses, an annual national contest sponsored
by the Pushcart Press of New York. Each year, since 1976,
the Pushcart Press has published a book containing the
best poems, essays and short stories published by small
publishers around the United States. We thought it would
be fun to submit some of our best contributions printed in
2009 in Groundwaters. However, when our four editors
went through the four issues for the year, we were overwhelmed by the task of choosing only six. We think that
we have some of the best talent anywhere represented on
our pages and we knew that we needed help in selecting
only six. We put out a plea to our readers via email, asking
them to send us their votes for their particular favorites.
We received nominations from 17 people for 56 different
contributions. Those 56 contributions represented 28 different authors/poets. The most votes any one contribution
received was five, so even though our job was narrowed
down a bit, it was still a monumental task to nominate just
six.
We hope to hear back from the Pushcart Press that one
or more of our six nominations have been selected for publication in the next edition of The Pushcart Prize - Best of
the Small Presses: (in alphabetical order by title)
“A Dark Raven on Her Shoulder” by Janine Margiotta
“A Journey of Tears” by Pat Edwards
“Lullaby” by Jane Capron
“The Creation of Me” by Wanda Edwards
“The Nature of Home” by Bridgett Johnson-Elliott
“Traveler’s Way, Wadi Samakh” by Paula Krug Keys
Congratulations to all of our contributors. Many more
of you should have been included in these nominations.
Other authors and poets received strong support, but many
of the votes were split between their various pieces. We
hope to do this again next year! Keep up the good work.

Winter’s Rebirth

A Hope or A Dream?

The full Moon above shines through thin grey clouds
bathing
all it touches in a soft warm glow. In the distance,
Coyotes sing and
the wind whistles a tune like a well-rehearsed choir.
Snow falls in a
swirling dust as if touched by Angel wings, dancing in
harmony to
this song of Nature. What a fitting welcome, I think, to
the rebirth of
another Yellowstone Winter.
~ Herbie Medlin

Peace in our time?
Would that it could be so.
But our time, the time of my generation,
Is coming rapidly to an end.
Most of us will not live to feel once again
The thrill we felt on VE Day, VJ Day,
Or the joy of the few years of peace that followed.
Then came Korea and some went to fight again.
Next came Viet Nam and Desert Storm and we feared
for our sons.
Now we face Iraq, Afghanistan and the threat from
North Korea
And we fear for our grandsons and granddaughters.
Today the thrill of a V Day would be welcome indeed.
Peace in our time?
Would that it could be so.
~ Carolyn Carney

Keep Hope Alive
Hope is hard to hang on to when it twists and turns.
Sometimes it hides, to reappear when most needed.
And offers new growth within minds newly weeded.
Hope is tough; sustaining when nothing else will do.
It moves us to act when our hearts confirm the dread
For what else lights our path after all has been said?
Hope is eternal; a choice to hang on through it all.
Hope puts our feet on a path our eyes can’t yet see
If nurtured and cherished, HOPE provides the best key.
~ Lois Banks

Hope
Hope is a harpoon hurled toward a dream;
an anchor hold in a world adrift.
It’s a tight grasp in our desperate times.
or a warm hug from a caring friend.
Where hope lives, branches of green rise up,
and tendrils curl toward every thin limb.
Tenacious hope defeats all despair;
protective armor against the fray.
~ Lois Banks

The Avon Lady
Hope used to call at my house—
Her cheeks and lips glowed pink, her eyelids sparkled
blue,
Her skin was smooth and unblemished,
Her nails were tapered and enameled to match her
raspberry coat that swirled around her as she sat
daintily on the edge of a chair and crossed her ankles.
I offered her coffee and butter cookies which she
graciously accepted as she opened her case to show
me her wares. She promised me that the skin toners,
the makeup, the lotions, the creams, the jewelry would
enhance my life as much as they had hers.
To prove it, she gave me samples, and we giggled as I
tried them, inhaling the scent of the perfumes, dabbing
some on my wrists, tying a colorful scarf—special this
month—around my neck “to bring out the violet in
my eyes.”
After I placed my order for beauty; she graciously
accepted my check, thanked me for the refreshments,
and twirled out into the gray world.
Reluctantly I watched her go. The rest of my day would
be overcast and dull, but I knew she would soon
return with heavenly smells and samples, conversation
and miracles.
That was years ago when a lone lady dared go door-todoor selling hope, and I was naïve enough to trust and
let her in.
~ Jane Capron
January 2010
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Review – Learning Life Again by Jennifer Chambers
By Vicki Sourdry

F

ull disclosure – I am a friend of Jennifer Cham
bers, and have been for several years. In her first
novel, Learning Life Again, she tells a poignant story of
doubt, struggle and redemption.
Just imagine. You wake up and have no memory of
anyone or anything. Who are you? Who are these people
that are keeping you trapped in this white prison? Who
are the strange people that come to talk to you? You can’t
speak. You can’t walk. You can’t feed yourself. Nothing.
That is the nightmare of TBI – traumatic brain injury.
But with time, and a lot of work, and a little luck, some
people can ‘learn life again’.
Maggie has been through it all and came out the other
side a whole person, but thirteen years later, she still carries internal baggage from her injury. After being fired
from her job, she returns to Maple Grove with doubts
about herself, only to face challenges from all directions.
Maggie is asked by the doctor who saved her life to
mentor a newly injured teenager, and she has to confront
all the fears and memories that still worry her. Sarah is a
seventeen year old who has no one who cares about her,
no memory of her life, and a long road of therapy and
work to build herself a new reality and a new life. Maggie
is drawn into Sarah’s recovery.
Maggie’s father, not knowing that he and his wife
would be killed in the accident that hurt Maggie at age
15, had set up a challenge for her on her twenty-ninth
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Jennifer Chambers with Millie Graves at her initial booksigning
at the Broadway Events Center in Veneta, Oregon.

birthday – to build and run a business that will be an asset
to the community, or lose her inheritance. This revelation
is a surprise to Maggie and she is about to turn 29.
She is attracted to Will, and he to her, but says he is not
ready to make any long-term commitments. But she does
not give up.
Her best friend Drea, who stood with her during her
therapy and kept in touch over the years of Maggie’s traveling and experimentation with life, is now spiraling into
her own depression and desperately needs a friend.
Over the course of the few weeks that the book covers,
Maggie learns that she has strength to share. She is truly a
whole person, with love, time and experiences that can
help others heal. That is true strength.
Jennifer Chambers has captured the anxiety and selfdoubt as well as the recovery and redemption of all her
characters. It is a story of challenge, both mental and physical. Her descriptions are rich and fill all the senses with
an understanding of place and time. You are with the characters every step of the way, even when some of the steps
are taken with the help of a walker, or are on the arm of a
friend. You learn to know these people, care about them,
and respect the effort that is put into doing the simplest of
things that most of us take for granted. And we wonder,
“Would I have the strength to do what Maggie did?” . . .
and what Jennifer Chambers did? She lived through it and
then wrote about it so the rest of us would understand the
everyday struggle of TBI survivors. If she had not told me
of her accident and recovery, I would never have known.
It’s not Jen’s story. It is fiction. But there are people like
Maggie, and Sarah and Jen in our world, and through this
book, we now know them. And we are better people for it.

I Thought I’d Never Meet a Giant
Yes, that’s right; I thought I would never meet a real
giant,
Until today, that is
Funny thing, this giant has been in my life for three years
And its only now, with his passing, that I realize who and
what he really was

He has made my cup overflow,
And the stars above to shine a little brighter
My days will be a little more wonder-filled
Because of his divinely charming ways
Yes, today, I realized that I had indeed
Been in the presence of a true and grace-filled giant …
His name was Peter
~ Great Grandpa Jim B
(November 4, 2009)

This giant had a huge smile, a twinkle in his eye,
And a heart that just reached out and grabbed hold of
my heart
What this giant seemingly lacked in stature,
He more than made up for with his radiant spirit and his
winning ways
He was a tower of overflowing joy,
Lifting high the hearts and hopes of all who knew him
My life is less for his passing,
And so very much more for him having been here
He has raised a standard almost beyond my reach
Yet he beckons me to stretch forth, to lay hold of that
which he so clearly was
His standard was that of unfettered joy
All wrapped up in a ready smile for all to see
His presence stirred my soul
And brightened every moment in his presence
His passing reminds me that I have so much more to
give
And so much more to be
His legacy is love and joy
His example, a reminder of purpose and potential
This little man challenges me to be more than I have
ever been
And to learn to give to everyone as quickly and easily as
he did
He was a true reflection of what the Lord spoke of
saying,
Of such is the kingdom of heaven
From heaven he came and to heaven he has returned
Now a bright shining star in my fondest memory
I thought I’d never meet a giant
And then… I did
And for the rest of my life,
I will look up to him with gratitude
His work on Earth may be finished
Yet he casts a lingering giant’s shadow far and wide

Peter Hefley, son of Rebecca and David Hefley, is the great-grandson
of Jim Burnett.These thoughts of Peter were written by Jim just hours
after Peter's graduation from life on planet Earth.

Excerpt from From Sawdust & Cider to Wine (2006) by P.
Edwards; “Growing Up in Lorane” pg 195:

... Lyle Conrad remembers his father, Orville, telling
of one of his Christmases as a child. Orville was hoping to get an orange that Christmas and, sure enough,
that was what he got. Orville said, “Well, at least I
got my Hope”...

In the Dead Still of the Country Silence
In the dead still of the country –
Silence, no violence, grips the air
Just peacefulness, a life of bliss
No worries, got no cares.
I see the cold green weeds with the
Icicles drippin’ from the trees; just
Me. I trod The Land of God. Good,
The feelin’, I’m feelin’ free
Way beyond the mill pond, long gone
My city song, sunset before the
Dawn, so far still carries on
Frostbite my eyes, the clear blue skies,
Somewhere a God; I know the silver
Wings of mortal kings tonight, inside, my show.
In the dead still of the country –
Silence, no violence, grips the air
Just peacefulness, a life of bliss
No worries, got no cares.
-Spyder
January 2010
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Boy Scout Adventures
By Gene Conrad

W

hen I was a boy, I had a real desire to experience
camping, hunting and fishing like many of the other
boys in my class at school. But, because of my dad’s health,
our family did not do much camping or outdoor activities.
We often frequented the “As-Is” and Goodwill stores, and
there I found old copies of the Boy Scout Handbook and
Boy’s Life magazine.
Those books and magazines were a treasure
trove for me. I figured out how to do some of the
knots and read stories about how boys my age had
saved some person’s life and lots of other “neat stuff.”
I grew up near Lorane, Oregon and attended grade
school there in the 1970s. My mom checked around, but
there was not a Boy Scout troop in the area, so I was stuck
with just poring over the books and wishing I lived somewhere where there was a troop.
Before I was born, the Lorane school district had
merged with the Crow school district, located in Crow,
Oregon. That meant that after completing the sixth grade,
Lorane students were bussed about 15 miles to join with
the Crow students for 7th through 12th grades.
Imagine my excitement when, after the transfer to
Crow Jr. High for 7th grade, I found out that there was a
Boy Scout troop in Crow! Woo Hoo!
I talked to Tony, a buddy of mine, and he wanted to
join, too, even though neither of our families did much
outdoor “stuff.” Since Tony lived half way between Crow
and Lorane, my folks could pick him up on the way to the
meetings.
I think the troop met every week. The beginning rank
in Scouts at that time was Tenderfoot and Tony and I fit
the bill pretty well. We both were pretty ignorant about
camping, hunting or fishing. Most of the other boys at
school came from families that did that kind of thing, so
they recognized a real opportunity in these two tenderfoot
scouts.
After enrolling in the Fall, the first big activity that
was planned was a night hike to a scout camp facility in
the woods where we would roast some hotdogs and hike
back out that night. One of the things we were told we
would do was something called a snipe hunt and everyone seemed to be pretty happy about that. They’d glance
at Tony and me with funny looks on their faces and from
the way Tony was laughing about it, I was pretty sure there
was something fishy going on. I tried to act like I understood, but I’m guessing they saw right through that.
The day of the trip came, and we met at the school.
There were probably about eight or nine of us. The scout
master had a camper on his truck and Tony and I were told
that we would ride in it. The rest of the scouts were di10
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vided up between the scout master’s truck and another car.
I think this made it more convenient for the plotting that
was taking place.
The trailhead to the camp was about 15 miles or so up
a winding, steep Wolf Creek Road. It was already dusk
and getting pretty dark in the woods when we arrived at
the trailhead. I don’t remember if Tony or I thought
about bringing flashlights, but I did have my Jew’s
harp – always an essential on any scout trip – especially if you want to be ridiculed and teased for
your goofy taste in music. It was probably a blessing
in disguise that it must have slipped out of my shirt
pocket during one of my many face-plants over an unseen
root in the trail – but then, I am getting ahead of myself.
The woods were dark and if you looked straight up
you could sort of see a gap in the old-growth Douglas fir
trees over the trail. You could hardly see the end of your
nose without a flashlight. The scouts with flashlights were
very considerate, though. They shot ahead and kept taunting and laughing at us just loud enough so that if we stopped
swinging wildly at the brush and panting long enough, we
could just barely hear them and get a rough bearing on
what direction to head.
Finally, through the trees in the distance, we could see
the flickering light of a fire! We plunged through the darkness, ignoring the slap of branches across our faces. We
stumbled out of the woods into a small clearing where our
beloved scout troop was hunkered down around a nice
warm fire, roasting hot dogs and making s’mores.
“Hey!” they shouted, “Look what the cat drug in, just
in time for the snipe hunt!”
They quickly put away all the food and jumped up to
get ready for this apparently very exciting event. I was
really suspicious since Tony was kind of chuckling and
they were all looking at me like there was something sticking out of my nose. Maybe there was.
“OK!” said the scout master, “Gene, you go off that
way and Tony you go off this way and the rest of us will go
off that-a-way. As soon as you see a snipe, holler ‘Got-im’
and then come back.”
I wasn’t going to admit that I didn’t know what a snipe
was, but I was thinking that they probably didn’t either. So
I just went off a little ways and sat down to watch what
would happen. Sure enough, all of them, including Tony,
came back to camp and dug back into the food. I sat there
for a while and then came back to camp.
“How’d it go?” they asked me.
“You know, I didn’t see a single snipe, but I think I’ll
have one of those hotdogs,” I said.
We finished eating and headed back to the trailhead. I

think the scout master was feeling a bit sorry for us, so he
slowed the rest of the troop down so that we could keep
up. We got back to the cars and Tony and I piled into the
camper again and we all headed back down the mountain.
We had been riding for about five minutes when, all of
a sudden, the camper started swaying waaayyyy over to
the right. Tony and I were getting thrown around pretty
good back there, and the camper swayed back in the other
direction. We felt like it was going to tip over. Then, as
suddenly as it started, the swaying stopped and we continued on our way.
When we got back to the school and asked what happened, we were told that the scout master had seen a possum in the road and had followed it into the ditch trying to
run it over. Fortunately or not, he missed.
The next big event on the horizon was winter camping
at the Willamette Pass Ski area to pitch tents in the snow.
This sounded a little crazy to me, as I had only pitched a
tent in our yard during the summer, but I wanted the outdoor experience and didn’t want to admit that it sounded
nuts to me, so I did my best to act excited.
“Well,” said the scout master, “It looks like we had
better have a fund-raiser. You boys bring any old camping
gear you want to donate for an auction and we can sell it
and raise money. That way those of you who don’t have
the gear you need can get set up!”
That sounded like a great idea to everyone. Most of
the boys started chuckling and looking at Tony and me –
mostly me. Everyone knew both of us needed at least some
gear. Fortunately, I did have a pretty nice tent – sort of.
One of the patches had “CColumbus 1492” written in kind
of fancy, very faded writing, but I didn’t know what that
meant.
So, on the appointed day, all the other boys brought
their extra (junk) camping equipment and I brought some
money I had saved. My folks even pitched in a little extra.
Throughout the day at school, the other boys made it a
point to let me know what they had brought and how useful an item it was – especially when it had worked.
Well, you can probably guess what happened at the
auction. Tony bought up some of the stuff and I picked up
most of the rest. Being newbies at bidding at an auction, I
think we bid against each other several times, and I wondered why some of the boys who had donated some of the
items kept trying to buy them back! That was okay, though,
I out-bid them all.
I spent all the money I had and I don’t think I actually
took much of the gear to camp when the time came. That
experience really taught me something and I have used
that same purchasing philosophy in my investment strategies since then. Basically, I learned that if you have money,
you can always find something to buy, and, if it’s no good
and no one else wants it, you can get it pretty cheap.
Well, when the day came to leave, we met at OhDark:30 to load up for the trip to the Willamette Pass Ski
Area. Our plans were to park at the far end of the parking

lot and pitch our tents in the trees... actually, in the snow,
in the trees. We would stay the night, ski the next morning
and then break camp and head home. What fun!
As we were loading, I pulled out the skis that my Dad
bought a few days before at the “As-Is” store. He was so
excited to find them and I was getting excited about learning how to ski. The boys took one look and started to point
and laugh. The skis were made of wood and had bindings
that were made from a loop of cable attached to a lever.
“Do you have boots for those?” the scout master asked.
“Boots?” I asked, heart sinking.
“Yeah, those take a special kind of boot. Those skis
are actually pretty old and I don’t think the ski shop will
have boots that will fit them. You can rent skis, boots and
all the other stuff, at the ski shop if you want.”
We slipped the skis back into the car and discussed
our options. The scout master told us what it would cost
for the skis and lift ticket. It sounded like a lot of money to
me and I knew my dad was disappointed with how his gift
had been ridiculed by the other boys. Tony and I decided
that we would forego skiing and hang out at camp.
Finally, everything was loaded. After a three hour drive,
we arrived by mid-morning.
“OK, boys!” the scout master said, “Before anyone can
go skiing, you need to pitch your tent in the snow and start
a campfire!”
Once again, Tony and I provided entertainment for the
whole camp as we struggled with putting up our tent in
about two feet of heavy wet snow. Tony and I struggled
with our tent for a long time and finally got it up... sort of.
It was pretty saggy and since we didn’t shovel out the snow
first, it sagged even more as we got inside and the snow
packed down.
We then went to work on the fire. We dug a pit and
tried to find some dry wood. Try as we might, we could
not get a fire started. All of the other boys had already
finished and were skiing. The scout master was itching to
go skiing, so he told us not to worry about starting a fire
this time. Before he left, he pulled a Connect 4 game out
of his camper and told us we needed to hang around camp.

US Scouting Service Project Website.
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If you have never played Connect 4 – especially for a
really long time – with wet feet – in a camper that is so
cold you have to thaw out your breath to hear what was
said – well, you have really missed something! Connect 4
is a game like Tic-Tac-Toe, except it is played by dropping
checker pieces down into a frame. The object is to get four
in a row before your opponent does. It is actually a pretty
entertaining game if you have an extreme case of short
term memory loss. Tony and I played Connect 4 for about
100 years until both of our hands and feet were numb. It
was time for a change.
We hobbled out to the scout master’s fire pit to try to
get warm. Of course, his fire was built on the pavement of
the parking lot instead of in a snow-puddle-pit like our
fire. After we piled a bunch of wood on the fire and got it
ripping pretty good, we stood next to it, soaking up the
heat. Boy, it sure felt good!
I roasted my front side while my back side froze. Then
I turned around to heat up my back side and let my front
side re-freeze. Surprise, surprise – freezing happens much
faster than thawing, but at least my teeth were not banging
together any more.
It wasn’t long until Tony hollered, “Gene, your pants
are on fire!”
I twisted around and looked at my back side, and sure
enough, the cuff of my right pant leg was on fire and the
flames were reaching almost up to the back of my knee!
Now, everyone knows that if you ever catch on fire, you
need to stop, drop and roll. Not only that, but one of the
things Boy Scouts really stress is the knowledge of first
aid. That includes dealing with emergencies like choking
and being on fire and other stuff like that. So, like a good
Boy Scout, I instantly began to hop around and shake my
leg like mad. Tony was hollering – or maybe just laughing
– and was no help at all. I finally got the flames out.
When I surveyed the damage, I found that my pants
(which were a pair of green army fatigues) now had a really nice, symmetrical arch burned out from the hem up to
the back of my right knee. The top rim of my rubber boot
had started to bubble and melt and both of my just-sprouted
leg hairs on that side were singed off. I was also fortunate
to have the skin tone of a freshly scrubbed piglet (pink for
you city slickers), so there was an expanse of pink glowin-the-dark flesh showing above my black boot, framed by
dark green pants with black burned edges.
“Don’t worry,” Tony reassured me through his laughter, “Give me a minute until my stomach cramps and tears
stop.”
That took a few more minutes.
About the time Tony was finally able to stagger to his
feet, the rest of the troop started arriving back at camp.
“Wow! Nice leg!” my trusty tormenters said. “What
happened?!?”
Tony did a great job filling them in on what had happened. You are now probably wondering why I didn’t just
change my pants. Well, how many changes of clothes does
12
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a 12-year old boy need for an overnight trip? I had the
clothes on my back and that was it.
I think the scout master was starting to feel a little guilty
about all the fun the rest of the boys were missing by not
being at camp to watch the Connect 4 tournament and the
pyrotechnic special effects.
That night, he decided that Tony and I should sleep in
the camper with him. This might have had something to
do with the fact that the snow was continuing to melt, causing a puddle of water to form on the bottom of our tent and
the tent itself to sag to the point where it was nearly flat on
top of the puddle.
Tony and I got our sleeping bags out of our tent and
wrung them out. “They’ll be okay,” our wonderful scout
master reassured us, “They should freeze-dry by bedtime.”
Right. Just to be sure, we draped them over a couple of
camp chairs near the fire. That way everyone could step
on them and grind in some dirt as they walked by.
Soon it was time for supper and Tony and I were famished! We hadn’t had anything to eat since the sandwiches,
chips, pop and cookies we ate during our Connect 4 marathon tournament.
“Hey!” yelled the scout master, “Has anyone seen my
sandwiches, chips, pop and cookies?”
Right about then, Tony and I decided it was time to dig
our food out of our packs, check our sleeping bags and
look for more wood for the fire – you know, typical Boy
Scout stuff.
We kept busy until some time had passed and the scout
master had found something else for his supper. Fortunately, in true Boy Scout fashion, the scout master “was
prepared” and found some food left over from a past (very
past) hunting trip. He was pretty thankful to find it since
he had apparently forgot his sandwiches, chips, pop and
cookies.
“Well,” he said, “I guess I can boil up some water in
this here old aluminum hard hat and mix in this here box
of minute oats. Then I can open up this here can of spinach, this here can of fruit cocktail, this here old Hershey
bar and mix it all up and wa-la! Instant supper! Nice part

is, is that it’ll prob’ly clean out the inside of this hard hat
pretty good!”
Lucky him. The ability to improvise is an important
Boy Scout survival trait and we were all getting a great
lesson.
After supper, we spent some time cleaning up. That
amounted to throwing everything in the fire and watching
it burn. We also found that it was pretty neat to light the
tines on a plastic fork. They curl up as they burn and then
start dropping flaming bombs of plastic. It looks especially
cool if you do it in the dark.
Once we had finally run out of plastic forks, it was
time to settle down for the night. Tony and I were getting
called all kinds of un-manly names for sleeping in the
camper, but we didn’t have much choice since our tent had
been reduced to a pathetic pile of fabric and poles over a
pool of water.
We retrieved our sleeping bags from where they had
been drying by the fire and shook off the grit that had been
ground into the ends from people stepping on them. They
were pretty dry, especially if you considered how wet they
were to begin with!
The scout master set up our sleeping area by dropping
the camper table into the pocket between the seats and
rearranging the cushions. The resulting sleeping space was
at least big enough for a couple of hamsters.
We spread out our sleeping bags the best we could and
crawled in. I took my boots off, but left everything else on
mainly because I didn’t think to bring anything to sleep in.
I was used to sleeping in a cold room because my bedroom at home was unfinished, unheated and uninsulated.
It was not unusual for me to wake up with ice on the inside
of the windows. However, in that camper that night, I experienced a new kind of cold. It went through to my bones
and made it impossible to sleep. I laid there for what seemed
like several weeks before the sky finally started to lighten
up. The scout master swung down from the bunk above
the cab.
“Hoo Wee!” he exclaimed, “I slept great! How did you
boys sleep?!!... Well, we’d best get everyone rousted up
for breakfast and pack up for home!”
Tony and I staggered out of bed and helped get breakfast ready and everything packed for the trip home. I was
more than ready to go home. After that trip, I decided that
Boy Scouts, at least with the troop available to me, was
not for me, and I dropped out.
Today, as a dad, my sons and I are having a great time
in Scouting and highly recommend it to dads and sons as a
great way to learn life skills and have a great time in the
process. I am learning the things I had hoped to learn as a
boy, right alongside my boys. One of the gifts our children
give us is the opportunity to experience things we missed
as children and I am very thankful for that. And yes, since
getting re-involved with Boy Scouts, I have camped in the
snow without catching my pants on fire.

The Lunch Bunch
They used to work together.
Seemed to last forever.
Now they’ve grown apart,
Retired, just an old farts.
Their work is left behind,
Enjoyment is their’s to find.
Rain a memory brings
Of a phone that used to ring.
Catching up on
what’s new,
Interests are not a
few.
It’s fun on keeping
track
Activities, they do not
lack.
They’ll always
reminisce.
Good stories we dare
not miss.
To give the tellers
their due,
Some are even true!
The most frequently
heard sound,
Is laughter all around.
Come out and have
some lunch,
Be enlightened by the
lunch bunch.
~Jim Koenig

A leader is a dealer in
hope.
~Napoleon Bonaparte
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Norm’s Country Snapshots
Johnny Horizon
By Norm Maxwell

T

he old Johnny Horizon tree cooler had been out behind the warehouse at 2890 Chad Street for over 18
years. Originally mounted on the back of a three ton Ford
chassis, the 17 “anna half” by 8 foot insulated box was
built to last, with a steel sub frame and an aluminum van,
equipped with a heavy duty refrigeration unit that fit in the
forward wall, above the cab of the truck.
Some unknown artist had painted a rendition of Johnny
Horizon, the face of the Bureau of Land Management’s
anti-pollution program, striding south across a map of the
United States, about to step in the Gulf of Mexico. He was
on both sides of the box and on the twin doors in back.
Johnny was a man in his late 20s, early 30s wearing
lace up boots with green pants, a leather jacket with a wide
brimmed hat – sort of a cross between a cowboy and a
campaign hat. On his back was a knapsack. Anybody who
has ever packed a ruck can see that Johnny’s backpack
wasn’t much. Johnny looked sort of like the Marlboro man
without a cigarette in his face.
“This Land Is Your Land” was emblazoned beneath
the map of the US. On the port side of the cooler, a horizontal patch of unpainted aluminum, ten feet long, covered Johnny’s crotch where a tree limb tore through the
soft metal on a run to Phipps Nursery near Elkton.
We had always rented cooler space down on Seneca
Street for our main store of seedlings during tree planting
season. The Johnny Ho truck was used to transport the
seedlings from various nurseries to the cooler. In its heyday, the reefer unit was kept rolling as Eugene District cut
and planted thousands of acres every year. The Johnny Ho
van was periodically unbolted and remounted on a new
heavy truck chassis. Budget cuts fell each year on the district and, eventually, the reefer van was unbolted and parked
on railroad ties behind the warehouse and the truck chassis was auctioned off. With the aid of a heavy extension
cord, our tree-planting crews were able to keep a few days’
supply of trees on hand at the office. We kept our surplus
trees and the ones for our annual tree sale to the public in
the big aluminum box .
When we moved to the new office in Springfield which
we share with the National Guard, Marine Corps Reserve,
Forest Service and others, it was announced that Johnny Ho
would not be making the great leap forward with us. The new
multi-million dollar building was too nice to have a bunch of
decades-old junk lying around – room, too, was an issue.

14
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O u r
crew members, Ron,
Ron and
Mike, gutted the plywood and
insulation
from the
box and attempted to
lower the
big reefer
unit with its
diesel motor
to
the
ground with
the aid of a
forklift.
Crash!...
Oops! When I got back from playing taxi driver for the
Middle Fork Complex, there was the empty box with its
rear doors hanging open.
I wasted no time – wading into it with my Husqvarnapowered chop saw. I sliced the two long walls just above
the deck, leaving the heavy corner struts in place as well
as the forward wall. The Handyman jack lifted the port
side against the cyclone fence about three feet off the railroad ties. Rob, my assistant, tossed a nylon rope over the
roof of the box and I pulled a chain over and hooked it to
the steel frame beneath the deck; another chain connecting the first to the hitch of my trusty Ford Expedition. I put
it in gear and pulled it over on its side with a dull boom.
The dust flew.
A little more saw work and the heavy deck was severed on the top side and slowly hinged its way back to the
horizontal on the uncut corner supports. The aluminum
decking came out relatively easily. The sun rose and things
warmed up as the Husqvarna made short work of the aluminum walls. The steel yard wanted aluminum to be smaller
than 4 by 8 feet so it can be crushed and baled. Rob piled
the cut metal in the dead-car trailer fitted with side racks.
That was easy.
Rob and I stacked the blocks of three inch styrofoam
insulation by the cyclone fence that was between the alu-

minum deck and the rotted plywood. I took my two-meter
bar and levered up the plywood that resisted and made
rusty screeching noises. The next day, we pedaled our metal
at the steel yard. The aluminum weighed 800 pounds and
was worth 60 cents a pound.
From the steel yard we went south of Dexter on our
other job of forest clean-up crew. We harvested a torched
Ford 350 somebody left at a gravel pile in the woods. The
electric winch on the trailer failed and I forgot the Handyman jack leaning against the cyclone fence, so it was a
pain to load in the hot sun with the hand-powered comealong and wimpy Expedition jack.
The next day, in the cool of the morning, I cut the steel
subframe of the old reefer unit into small pieces which
Rob stacked neatly in the burnt cab of the retrieved pickup.
The Ford 350 was an extended cab model and was a little
tailheavy on the trailer. We went to the steel yard and discovered that the load weighed nearly 7,000 pounds! I forgot the winch hook was attached to the tie rod of the heap
when the giant forklift tried to pick it up – probably because the winch had quit working... Oh well...
By then, all there was left of the reefer van was a back
door with a six-foot-high image of Johnny Ho striding towards you and a bunch of aluminum scrap that needed
bolts and wood removed. Nuts and bolts were scattered
everywhere amongst the railroad ties. Jeff said he’d run
the work-training kids through there to pick them up. Doug,
the public relations guy, knew of an individual who collected Johnny Horizon memorabilia. He made a call, and
Johnny Ho had found a new home. Rob and I unbolted the
steel hinges and latches off the door and leaned it in a
corner of the warehouse.
Johnny Horizon was created in the late 1960s, I guess
to try to help the BLM keep up with the Forest Service’s
Smokey Bear and Woodsy Owl. I later discovered that Burl
Ives sang “This Land is Your Land” for the Johnny Horizon campaign. There were Johnny Ho uniforms and buttons and so forth. Eventually Johnny faded into the horizon in the 1980s. I suspect Johnny’s retirement came at
least in part due to the Bureau wishing to dispel the image
of people with no visible means of support living in the
woods out of a knapsack. Ten years ago, the Bureau attempted a replacement with Wanda the Woodpecker. Wanda
was a “flash in the pan” and that was it for BLM mascots.
Our mural-sided tree cooler was the last of the breed.
Johnny Ho is no mo.
Just remember – Johnny Horizon’s motto says: “This
Land Is Your Land – Keep It Clean!”

The bios of returning contributors
can be found on-line at:
www.groundwaters.org/contributors.htm

Lingering Taste
The white paper birches,
the European, the canoe, and the exotic
himalayan,
have all held fast.
their golden leaves shimmer still,
well into this crisp
november night.
these graceful sentinels have kept their brilliant yellow
leaves
long past those
big leaf trees.
the majestic oak and stately maple,
the butternut and cherry,
have long since surrendered their colors
to the wet landscape
underfoot.
the brisk winds of fall, and this
approaching harsh winter, now
stream past,
yet the birches stand
unscathed.
they cling resilient, issuing a
stubborn resolve, exacting the
pull and purpose of these crisp,
changing days.
gravity weighs down the tremendous color
of maple and oak.
huge, worn patterns stand
defiant, stark silhouettes etched
against the autumn sky,
but the grace and supple lightness
of birch, flashing bright white bark
and vibrant yellow leaves against
the approaching darkness.
these elusive dancers, twist and swirl,
teasing the winds, taunting the elements,
and defy the pressure of rain and wind.
these birch leaves call out to us,
remind us of the
strength in this swaying motion.
an elegant, lingering, taste
of languishing
summer.
January 2010
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Remembrances of The Great Depression
By Jennifer Chambers

P

atty Byers, my paternal grandmother, lives in Florence, Oregon. She and her husband Morey built their lives in Gilroy
and Santa Cruz, California, where my grandmother had moved
during the Depression. Together they owned a car dealership
and a mobile home park. Later, they retired and moved to Oregon. I asked her recently about her recollections of the Great
Depression, because I was taking a class about the Depression
and our assignment was to interview a family member. Though
she is always delightful to speak with, it proved to be an amazing
opportunity to ask her some questions about another part of
her life that I had not known about. The parallels between the
Great Depression and current times are hard to ignore, and
Patty’s story has eerie familiarity to things I see in the news of
today.
“Do you remember the crash at all?” I started.
“Oh, yes. The crash was in ’29 when I was just 5 years old.”
she said. “Your grandpa’s family, they believed in sheltering the
children. Not mine. They were much better off than we were. I
was in Nebraska. I remember my uncle, who had what was considered a lot of money at that time – $10,000, I believe. He and
my aunt worked at the insane asylum outside of town. He was in
maintenance and she worked in the kitchen.”
“Interesting,” I said. “There is this mythology that nobody
had jobs at all. So they worked, then?”
Her voice was grave. “She did. He did for a while. He was
one of those... he saw graft going on and he wouldn’t be quiet...
that was the end of his job.Then later he went on to work for the
WPA (Works Progress Administration). The WPA saved them.”
I found that very telling, since in my class we’d learned about
the widespread graft and blackmail that pervaded so many industries, pre-unions. We had learned about how the WPA had
created jobs for thousands of Americans during the Depression,
with public works projects and the like, but I hadn’t known that
the program had helped my family directly.
“What were the effects of the Great Depression on your
family?” I wanted to know. “Did you have a hard time finding
food?”
“I remember my mother had a few potatoes, a very few for
all of us.” She grew quiet. “My mother cut them very thin, fried
them, and rinsed out the ketchup bottle over the top, and that
was dinner.”
The bleakness was matter-of-fact to my grandma, but the
starkness of that reality was frightening to me, and hard to imagine. “Do you remember anything violent, like the people who
jumped out of windows after the crash, in your community?”
“I read the papers a lot. I was glued to them for some reason; I was very young, but that’s how it was. My family was
honest with the family about things. The dust storms were so
terrible, not so much where we were, but I read in the papers
one day how one woman was driven crazy by the dust storms.
You know, they just coated everything and the wind was howl16
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“The camp was only 2 years old when we lived there in one
cabin in 1936. Couldn’t find a rental house, so lived there for 2
or 3 months.”

ing. This woman, her husband was gone, and she took a knife to
her children in the middle of the night.” Her voice trailed off. “I
used to lay awake at night and wonder if my mother would get to
that point. I wasn’t really worried, but I thought about it.
“I can’t even imagine that. How scary,” I said. “So the weather
was hard to deal with at that time?”
She chuckled. “In 1936, it was the heat – 117 degrees – and
the previous winter, a few months prior, it was 36 degrees below.
We used to have checks at the door of the school – on our fingers
and toes – for frostbite. That was the coldest one I can remember.”
I thought about the coldest I could remember when my husband worked outside when it was four degrees. Thirty-six degrees below zero was inconceivable. I wondered about people
living together, since according to my class, many families were
crowded together for lack of affordable housing. “How many
people lived in your house?”
“Just me and my mother and dad. My sister and brother both
were married and gone. My father was so generous; the door was
always open to them. My sister and her husband – he was always
trouble – he left the family, actually, but my father let them come
back. Later her new husband came into some money from a trust
and left their little girl with his mother, bought a beautiful motorcycle with a sidecar and came to California. That was the start
of our family moving out here. I still say Nebraska is home,
though... your grandpa teases me. In California, we used to see a
Nebraska license plate and we’d pull over to the side of the road
and talk; it was like they were long-lost relatives. My folks came
to find their very best friends that way.”
People seemed to be so much more trusting and open then,
I thought, and wondered about her extended family, which I’d
never known anything about. “What about the rest of your relatives; how were they affected by the Depression?”

feel that. It was so difficult to accept help. Later, in Gilroy, I reThough she was talking about serious things, my grandma
member a couple of old ladies who had a club, the Freely Rewas matter-of-fact. “My aunt and uncle lost all their money. I had
ceived, Freely Given Club, or the FRFG. It was all about that,
another uncle who rented a farm. The farm went under because
how hard it was to receive.
of the drought. He had to leave his family, too, and get a job up
At that point, I’d hit all the main points my paper required.
north in South Dakota. He was there for three years. My aunt
We ended the interview, but she called me back, wanting to add
rented rooms out. It was a big house so they were never homea few things.
less. My brother, he and his wife started a restaurant in Chicago
“In ’32, my brother was hired at the local movie theater to do
and eventually came home. It failed.”
a job as an actor, going around town to promote a movie by the
The scale of loss in one family astonished me. To go from
Marx brothers. It was the only job he could get, He was 20 years
being considered wealthy to losing all your money seemed a harsh
old. At that time, if a woman took a job, it was frowned upon. It
change, though sadly not unusual. “So your family all moved out
was looked at as shameful; she was taking a job from a man who
to California after that?”
could feed his family. I found a poem in my mother’s Bible from
“In 1936, we came out. In August, Dad had lost his job at
that time, she must have clipped it from the newspaper, and I
Safeway, because they went down to just one man for the whole
often saw her reading it. She would repeat it from memory:
store. They had had two, my dad and the owner, but they had to
let him go. Dad understood. My dad went to work as a salesman,
A cake to bake
selling tractors. He’d go out to the farms and try to sell them to
And a floor to sweep,
these farmers, but no one bought anything. They couldn’t. We
A tired little child to rock to sleep
didn’t have the dust storms like Oklahoma and others, but everyWhat more can a woman ask than these –
one was so poor.”
A home, a child, and a man to please.
I imagined that the family and the community was a big part
of people’s lives then, when they had so little. “So how important
“I expect it would make women all upset nowadays.”
were community organizations to
your family at that time?”
I laughed. “I forgot to ask, where
The smile in her voice came
did you live when you got to Calithrough across the phone lines. “We
fornia?”
were very active in the Methodist
“We went to an auto camp and
Church. Church was very imporlived there until my father got a job
tant. My mother was very well read
at ‘Wards, in 36.”
in the Bible. She and your grandfa“I also should have told you about
ther used to have lots of discussions.
buying shoe repair kits at a five &
Morey’s folks protected their kids,
dime store in 1934-35.The kits had
like I said. They didn’t know about
a tube of strong glue, a scraper of
the Depression. We were poor. I
metal to roughen the leather of shoe
learned to be creative about
sole (what little was left) and a hard
money.”
rubber replacement sole to cover
That made me think of later on, “The wacky photo of the four Marx brothers shows how the holes which went completely
during the war years. Grandma desperately people wanted jobs. My handsome brother (not through to the foot.You cut a cardPatty had given me her cookbooks very handsome in this pic!) was Harpo, center back row.”
board piece to fit the inside of the
from the era and the ration book
shoe. All of this enabled the shoes
recipes were creative, to say the least. “Would you say it affected
to last another 6 months or so. We didn’t feel cheated, though –
your attitude about money?”
we were just glad our foot didn’t go straight to the sidewalk any“I wasn’t traumatized or anything. I value it,” she said. “I’m
more!”
able to use it, whereas your grandpa is so much harder with money
I was so pleased to have the chance to talk to Patty about
than I. His family was poor, but not like we were. It’s important
these things. I’m fascinated by history, and it is human nature to
to mention that I wasn’t adversely affected by the Depression. I
be interested in the issues that have affected you and yours. Now
don’t think we were poor in the way many, many people were.”
that my class is over, I can more fully appreciate the strife and
This was typical of my grandmother’s gracious nature, I thought,
struggle the people of our country went through during the Great
to think of others less fortunate.
Depression. It could be the story of so many families back then. It
“My time of being without food was a short time,” she went
could describe people now, if you exchange Nebraska for rural
on. “I can remember being embarrassed – my cousin Peggy, who
Oregon and dust storms for crop failure, fire or flood. From my
lived in town, she and her girlfriend delivered two big bags of
class texts, including the great Hard Times written by the incomgroceries from my grandfather who lived in town. It was bad
parable Studs Terkel, I now know that, for so many people, the
enough she came, but she brought a girlfriend with her. I can still
Depression was too terrible to speak of again. I am grateful that I
have another piece of my family’s story.
January 2010
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Pursuing a Dream
By Millie Graves

W

hile checking out the Holiday Bazaar tables at the Broadway Events Center (BEC) on November 21, I was captivated by a young girl, a ballerina in a tutu, who was dancing the
role of the Sugar Plum Fairy from Tchaikovsky’s Nutcracker Suite
as part of the afternoon’s entertainment. Brittney Deptuch, who
lives in the Fern Ridge area, is a member of the Eugene Youth
Ballet and she is pursuing her dream of someday becoming a professional dancer.
Brittney has been blessed with the classic look and the body of a ballerina. She is
tall, but not too tall. She has the requisite
long slender legs, arms, fingers and neck of
a ballerina and a grace not often seen in one
so young. Brittney possesses a European elegance. Even more, she has the heart and soul
of a dancer and the dedication to become a
great one.
Dancing and music have been a part of
Brittney’s life from the very beginning. She
loved dancing through the house, spinning
in and out of the rooms. Her grandmother,
Jean Carlton, and her mother, Sherry, loved
dancing also, but neither studied ballet nor
danced professionally. Her older sister, Jennifer, a member of the Elmira High School
Dance Team, was always dancing in the house
and Brittney mimicked her sister’s moves as
well as the dancers she saw on TV. This resulted in her being a quick learner of choreography.
Brittney was born into a very competitive family with a love of horses and a rodeo
background. Her early life was very different from the structured life she now maintains. She grew up in their motor home,
traveling with a four-horse trailer while they followed the rodeo
circuits as family members competed. Her grandfather, Paul, was
a professional steer wrestler and her two older sisters competed
in jackpot barrel racing. Brittney started competing in rodeo
events as a young child with goat tail-tying, mutton bustin’ and
catching a chicken or a rabbit in a pen. She was so competitive
that she would not leave the pen until she caught a chicken or a
rabbit. Often a judge or organizer would give her one just to get
her out of the pen. All the while, her mother was saying “We
don’t really need another chicken or rabbit...” From there Brittney
progressed to barrel racing, pole bending and presenting the flag
for the National Anthem.
Her sister, Jennifer McMahon, is multi-talented. She was a
professional model and a Dallas Cowboy’s Cheerleader. She was
the one who inspired Brittney the most. Her oldest sister, Jessica
18
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Larkin, from Elmira, still competes in rodeos as a barrel racer
and Jessica’s husband, Adam, is a bronc rider. Jessica also coaches
the equestrian team at Elmira High School.
Brittney’s family was surprised to see her eventual immersion into ballet dancing because horses had always been the love
of her life ever since she was placed on the back of a horse when
she was eighteen months old. Her mother
had called Brittney her “Dirt Girl” because
she was always playing or working in the dirt.
Her affinity for dirt probably led to her becoming a catcher on the softball team where
she was often found in the dirt in her eagerness to catch the ball or tag the player out.
Later, she excelled in A.S.A. fast pitch softball.
Brittney was born with a strong current
of competitiveness flowing through her veins
and that current could not be altered. When
she was considering “hanging up her glove”
for a life on the stage, her sister explained to
her the she could easily obtain a scholarship
to attend college if she continued her interest in softball. Brittney was not swayed. It
was the same when she decided to sell her
Quarterhorse. She knew that her horse loved
to run as much as she loved to dance. As she
watched him, standing idle in the pasture,
she realized that it wasn’t the kind of life she
wanted for her friend. He deserved better.
Brittney’s introduction to ballet was at a
pre-ballet class at a shoot where her sister
was modeling. Some time later, when she was
a sixth grader at Fern Ridge Middle School, she and her mother
were driving in Eugene, they came to the corner of 18th and
Willamette Street where Brittney looked out of the window and
saw the students at the Oregon Ballet Academy in their tutus. She
said to her mother, “I want to dance ballet.”
Sherry responded, “Okay, we’ll check into it,” not knowing
where the path they had chosen would lead. “From the first week
or two, Brittney knew that ballet was her “thing.”
So it was that at the age of 11, she discovered ballet and it
became her passion and the love of her life. As a beginning ballet
dancer, Brittney was at a much more advanced age than normal.
Most students begin taking lessons when they are three to five
years of age while they still have the greatest flexibility. Brittney
has made remarkable progress in a short time, considering that
she is now only 15 years old. Dancing was natural to her and she
found herself taking harder classes and jumping from level to
level in order to be more challenged. Soon she was invited to join

the Eugene Youth Ballet Company. When she was 12, while she
was performing the role of a doll in the Nutcracker Suite, she
served as the understudy for all of the other roles in the 2nd Act,
and has since performed in many of those roles.The bold dynamics of the Spanish Dance make it one of her favorites. Brittney
also has been Aurora in the Sleeping Beauty ballet and was a soloist for Cinderella.
Brittney is strong, vibrant and mature beyond her years. According to her, “I remember once I was at ballet class and a mother
asked if I would like to babysit for her. I said, ‘Yeah,’ and she said,
‘When could you come and pick up the children?’ I looked at her
and said, ‘I can’t.’ The startled mother looked at me and said,
‘You do have a driver’s license, don’t you?’ I then said, ‘I’m twelve
years old.’ She didn’t realize I was so young.”
Brittney, accompanied by her mother, has traveled to Walla
Walla,Washington to attend Summer Dance Lab. Later they went
to New York City to study for six weeks with the Joffrey Ballet
and last summer, another six weeks was spent with the American
Ballet Theatre, also in NYC. The training in New York was rigorous – 9:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m., five days a week and sometimes on
Saturdays.
Brittney is currently a student of the Eugene Ballet Academy
which is an accredited school of the Eugene Ballet Company. She
practices 25 to 30 hours per week. The solitary, dedicated life
Brittney has chosen is somewhat of a sacrifice, but there are also
gains to be had. Her biggest sacrifice so far has been in leaving
behind her traditional schooling at Elmira High School to study
on-line with West Lane Technical Center. She is a social butterfly
and likes to have two or three friends around her and is a selfprofessed “jabber jaws.” She doesn’t have much time to hang out
with friends now, but she has bonded with the girls at the academy and they are like her family.
Brittney has developed the discipline and the ability to focus,
making it possible to finish her on-line school work in record
time. Now that she has found a bit more time, she has started a
ballroom dancing class to expand her skills.
She has strong family support. Her family has changed their
lifestyles to be able to support her in all ways possible. Sherry,
juggles all of the schedules and driving assignments and has gone
back to work. She was a dorm mom during the time spent at
Joffrey. Brittney’s father, John, shops and cooks and creates an
environment fit for an artist in training.
John is extremely proud of “his little girl,” not only for her
dancing achievements but for her outstanding character and her
moral fiber, as well. He is proudest of the delight she is as a person.
Brittney’s dream has become the dream of her whole family
and they are all working hard for her to attain her goal. She is
making preparations to go to a full time ballet school for further
study and would like to find a company in a larger city where she
can have the opportunity to study ballet and contemporary dance.
In her own words, “Dancing brings me joy, happiness and satisfaction.”
And really, isn’t that the formula for success?

Arctic Wind
Arctic wind creates colorless frosting
History frozen kept in icy depths
A future forged from time gone by
Inhospitable land enclosed in ice born of fire
Heat escapes deep from human breath
Indentations left by mans curiosities
Rays infuse colors that waver in night skies
Silence, stillness, aloneness echoes a heartbeat
Bitter cold rolls in layers of frozen fairness
Imagery sketched in memory touches icy waters
Reflections above like a blue chameleon
Eternally changes plainness to exquisiteness
Here is where the intensity of the soul is searched
A mind ponders life universal
The heart resounds vibrations of love
To inhale a breath pains a mortal within
Alive in flesh to rejoice in continuation
Never to weaken into the chaos of extinction
Upon swelling seas the voyage reaches aloneness
Evocative feelings poise in mid-air
Crashing in profusions of strewn anguish
Enduring faithfulness guides you into the harbor
Landing solid in resolution of anticipation
To rest weary thoughts before the sun
~ Mia A. Narayan

The Song of the Nail
Have you ever listened
To the song of the nail?
A sturdy hammer,
A long, bright, shiny nail.
A thick, strong plank
Of redwood or cedar—
With each stroke of the hammer,
The tones rise on the scale.
Baritone to tenor,
They sing out—
ping….Ping….PING..!..!
Music for the Carpenter’s soul!
~ Patty Byers
January 2010
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Peoria’s Reward
By Vicki Sourdry

T

he small ship received clearance to land on pad 23.
Howard checked the layout of the spaceport, and programmed the ship for landing. All went well until he opened
the hatch and was met by five uniformed Military Police.
“What is this all about?” he asked, as the senior officer stepped forward.
“Howard Stinsin?” the man said. It was more of a statement than a question, but there was a look of uncertainly
on the man’s face.
“Of course,” Howard answered. “Who else would be
flying my ship?”
“Come with us.”
“May I ask why?”
“No, you may not.” There was no humor in the officer’s
voice at all. Howard knew better than to object in a situation like this. Just wait and see what happens. Peoria was
a civilized planet, after all.
When they arrived at the offices of the Military Police, Howard was put in an interrogation room. They all
looked pretty much the same, no matter what planet you
were on. Bare walls, bright lights, cameras, uncomfortable chairs, and the ubiquitous mirror. He sat, staring at
the wall, wondering what caused him to be in this situation. His recent trip was not illegal. He carried no contraband. There were no warrants out on him, at least none
that he knew of. Stars, he had even paid all of his Quadrant taxes this year. Other years, well, he had paid most of
them at least. But the Military Police didn’t collect back
taxes anyway. He looked to the mirror, wondering who
was behind it. All he saw was himself looking back. Fortytwo years old. Brown wavy hair, cut short on the sides,
but long on the top and back. Quite stylish, really. Skin
tanned from space, but no wrinkles yet. His well-toned
body looked good in his brown nylester coveralls. The
face was handsome, but not really special. In general, he
was a normal guy.
The door opened, and a middle-aged woman came in.
She was plain, with her red hair pulled back tightly into a
bun at the nape of her neck. Severe was the word that
came to Howard’s mind. She wore a three star rank of
detective on the sleeve of her black uniform.
“Mr. Stinsin, you worked for a Mr. George Winger. Is
that true?”
Howard’s mind raced. Winger had hired him for this
job. Winger was very rich, but he was clean, as much as
Howard knew.
“Yes,” he replied, not giving any information that was
not specifically asked for.
“Please tell me what you did for him.”
“I went to Aster to pick up a package.”
“He couldn’t use Quadrant Postal Service to get his
package here? It seems rather expensive to hire a special
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courier.”
“Well, he said it was very valuable and he didn’t trust
that the QPS would get it to him safely. And if they did, it
would take 6 months. He had the money, I needed the job,
so I didn’t ask many questions.”
“What questions did you ask him?”
Howard thought back to the only meeting he had had
with Winger, in his well-appointed top floor office in the
prestigious Browning Building in downtown Harris. Maybe
it was Winger that was in trouble, not him.
“Well, I asked him if it was legal, and he assured me it
was. I asked him if it would put me or my ship in danger,
and he said it would not. We made the deal. But since I’m
here with you now, I guess he may not have been straight
with me.”
“Or maybe you weren’t straight with him.” It was a
statement, not a question.
“What? What have I done? I picked up a package on
Aster and brought it back here to Mr. Winger on Peoria.
It’s an artifact that he had purchased through a legitimate
auction house. It’s worth a small fortune. As per his instructions, I inspected it before I took possession. I determined that it was authentic, and that it contained no contraband.”
“And it took you twenty seven years to get it back
here?”
“Twenty seven years? What do you mean? I had some
weird turbulence in the Phi sector that put me about a week
behind schedule because it knocked out one of my gyros,
but that’s it. I made it in five weeks, three days.”
“What year is it?” she asked.
Howard thought it was a stupid question, but answered
anyway. “2751. Nearly half-year.”
The woman looked at him, and then at the mirror, but
at an angle where she could still see Howard’s reflection.
“It’s 2778. Just after new-year.”
Howard stared at the back of the woman’s head, and
as the realization of what she said really sank in, his eyes
got big. His heart pounded in his chest. 2778??
“This isn’t funny, lady. I don’t like being played with.
I don’t know what you are trying to pull, but I’m not buying it. Understand?”
“I assure you, Mr. Stinsin, I am not playing with you.
The year is 2778. What I need to know from you is where
you have been for the last 27 years. And what you have
done with the artifact that Mr. Winger hired you to collect
for him.”
“It’s in my ship. In the vault. Heavens, it would have
survived even if my ship had disintegrated. And I didn’t
do anything to it. It hasn’t been touched since I picked it
up 5 weeks ago.”
“Twenty seven years ago,” she corrected, forcefully.

“The ether it is!”
“We’re going to check your ship chrono.”
“You should check your own chrono,” he yelled after her
as she left to room. He was alone in the room.
Howard stared at the mirror, not seeing anything. His
attention was focused inward. Twenty seven years? How
is that possible? He stood up and paced quickly from wall
to wall and then back. And again. It couldn’t be. It just
couldn’t be. But she didn’t seem like she was lying. And
to what end? If it was true, how could it have happened?
Was it the artifact? Did it have some weird power that
Winger hadn’t told him about? Is that why he didn’t want
to send it by QPS? There was really no other explanation
he could think of. What was going on? What else did it do
to him? Damn, he’d been a fool to take this job.
But what if it was true? He sat back down, hard, in the
straight-backed chair. The discomfort of it did not even
register. What if he HAD lost twenty seven years? Well,
not lost exactly, he was still 42 and had more than half his
life in front of him, but . . . his mind immediately went to
his daughter. His heart ached. Amelia would be 37? When
he left on this job, she was 10. Had he missed her whole
life as a girl and young woman? No. Oh, no. He angrily
wiped a tear from his cheek. She would be almost as old as
he was. He tried to imagine what she would look like now.
He couldn’t. He just saw the little girl with long brown
hair, playing in the park like she did every Restday when
the weather was good. What had happened to her? With
Gwen gone, who raised her? Was she married? Did she
have kids of her own now? Too many questions. And no
answers.
His parents. They had been elderly and not in good
health when he left. They must be gone by now, and he
hadn’t had a chance to help them or even to say goodbye.
He put his head in his hands. Not possible, just not possible. Everything he knew was irrevocably changed
or gone. His mind continued inventorying all he
had lost. The room clanged as his hand pounded
the metal table with each loss he tallied.
The detective came back into the room about
an hour later.
“Mr. Stinsin. It seems you are telling the
truth.”
“Of course I am!”
“I must admit, you look very well preserved
for being 69 years old.” She actually smiled
when she said it. “Mr. Winger would like to talk
to you. He was here for the questioning, and
was very interested in your answers.”
“Winger? Yeah, well I have a few questions
for him too, like if that artifact sent me through
time. Bring him in.”
She nodded at the mirror, went to the door
and opened it. A very old man, heavily using a
cane, entered. The police detective helped him
to sit across the table from Howard, and then stood

by the door. There was a sadness in Mr. Winger’s eyes.
“I am so sorry, my boy. It seems I have wrongly maligned your reputation. I accused you of theft when you
didn’t return. Your family and friends think you are a thief.
There has been a warrant out for you all this time. No one
could ever find you, or the artifact. Please forgive me.”
Everyone thought him a thief? It was like a physical
stab in the heart.
Howard remembered Mr. Winger as a robust elderly
gentleman. This man in front of him was feeble and ancient, and obviously sincere.
“So what is this thing? It just looked like a painting to
me. How did it steal 27 years of my life? It stole my
daughter’s father from her. How did it rob me of my parents and probably most of my friends? And they all think I
stole it? What in ether is it?” His voice grew louder and
louder as he spoke.
“It is just a painting, Mr. Stinsin, I assure you. It is
from Old Earth. It was very famous in its day. From what
I understand, people on Earth used to have to go to buildings and purchase food in small containers, called cans,
and then take it to their homes and cook it. A man painted
a picture of one of those cans, of tomato soup, and it was
an artistic success. I do not claim to understand it, but I
liked it, and I bought it. It is truly nothing but a painting.”
Mr. Winger was nearly crying.
“Then... what... happened... to... me?” Howard asked
in frustration, pounding his fist on the table with each word.
The door opened, and another detective came in. He
wore four stars on his sleeve.
“I think I can help with that.” Howard stood quickly
and looked at him. Mr. Winger turned and looked up, but
did not try to stand.
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“And . . .” Howard said.
“The turbulence that threw you around?”
“Yeah?”
“We think it must have been a time channel.”
Howard stood there staring at the man. He’d heard of
time channels, but only as a spacer legend. He’d never
believed the stories. And none he had heard of even pretended to be this long.
“No one has ever proved that they exist,” Howard said,
skeptically.
“I think you just did. We had one of the experts look at
your ship and its records just now. She’s pretty convinced.”
“A time channel?”
“Yup. A time channel. You’re going to be famous.”
The detective half smiled.
Stunned, Howard sat down, eventually looking at Mr.
Winger.
“Well, that changes things. My apologies. I hold no
grudge against you. I guess I would’ve done the same if
our situations had been reversed. I’m sorry you were deprived of the joy of having the painting all these years.
There’s no fault or blame on either side.” Howard reached
across the table and offered his hand. Mr. Winger touched
fingers with him, as was customary for making an agreement or sealing a deal. Mutual forgiveness was acknowledged.
“And there’s another thing,” Mr. Winger said.
“What’s that?”
“The artifact, and payment for your services.”
“Oh, of course.” Howard laughed for the first time since
this all began. “I’ll have the painting delivered to your residence today.”
“I think not.”
“What do you mean?” Howard didn’t understand this.
“I have decided that you should have the artifact.”
“Me?”
“Yes, Mr. Stinsin. I am giving it to you as payment for
all you have lost while collecting it for me. I have no need
of it any more. I assure you it has significantly increased
in value since you picked it up. And now, with this story
attached to it, I’m sure it will increase by several times
again.” Howard could not even imagine how much money
that would be.
He had never been extremely poor, but he had always
had to work hard to keep ahead of the creditors. Now he
could pay off his ship and live a life he could only have
dreamed of a month ago. Or, was it 27 years ago? His mind
went back to Amelia. One thing it could never do was bring
back the years he had lost with her, but now he could give
her all of his time and attention that she wanted. And if he
was a grandfather, he would make sure that they had every
chance to excel in whatever it was they chose to do. Life,
interrupted, went on, and he would make the most of it.
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The Broadway Events Center
By Millie Graves and Pat Broome

T

he BEC (Broadway Events Center) is an exciting new
venue at 5th and Broadway in Veneta. It is home to
ART, Inc. – the Applegate Regional Theatre, Inc. and shares
space with the newly-formed Fern Ridge Moose Lodge.
The BEC is a showcase for the talents of local entertainers
from both ends of the age spectrum and in between, as
well. Currently, a small stage has been set up in the large
community area while a
larger theater is
being built using donated materials
and labor in the
adjacent building. At present,
the main stage is
half-built. Lane
Community
College has donated 100 theater
seats – a gift worth
$20,000 – that will be
mounted on plywood, providing
the option of moving or temporarily
removing seating as more space is
needed. The students of Willamette
Leadership Academy have volunteered to build bookcases,
sets and flats in their woodworking classes. A local stained
glass artist is providing a glass door as a welcoming entrance. A refurbished freight trailer, which has also been
donated, will be parked behind the building and will become a dressing room/green room for the actors and other
performers to use during performances and rehearsals.
This theater/performing arts center has long been a
cherished dream in the community. While it is still in the
developmental stage, it is good to see all of the hard work
of the volunteers coming together at last and the long-held
dream coming to fruition.
The setting of a great hope is like the setting of the sun.The
brightness of our life is gone. ~ Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
Man can live about forty days without food, about three
days without water, about eight minutes without air, but only
for one second without hope” ~ George Iles

A Letter to Mama
By Karen Wickham

R

ecently I wrote a letter to my Mama.
She has been gone for 20 years.
But each year on her birthday,
I write to her.
Just a chatty sort of note, telling her
Little snippets of my life,
Like I would if this day she
Sat beside me on the sofa.
I told her this year, how the world has changed,
How she might not now recognize it.
A burgeoning technology thrives in the
Midst of a prevailing mood of fear,
Hopelessness and despair.
I told her I audaciously continue to hope.
By “Hope” I meant not for things to get better or to
get what I want.
My wish list is long and late: I want all beings to be
treated with kindness and respect,
I want conflicts resolved thru listening deeply to each
other’s point of view.
I want no more war.
I want rainforests to cease to be cut. I want rivers to
flow clean and pure again.
And all animals treated humanely. I want no more
irreplaceable species to be threatened.
I want our beloved mother earth to be well cared for
and healed.
No, my hope is not in expecting to get what I wish for.
My hope awakens every morning when I intention
ally choose life.
Not to hope, is to let fear suck me dry and spit me out.
When I give up, give in to fear, I become rigid, brittle
and broken.
Humanity will do as it will. Leaders will do what they
can. My hope does not depend on it.
Hope dwells in the temple of my body.
From the beating of a buoyant, warm and open heart,
Birdsong pours forth because I cannot not sing.
Like wild geese calling to each other in the wide sky
Like Ghandi, Mandela, Anne Frank, Rosa Parks,Viktor
Frankl
My sisters and brothers encourage and support me.
Together, we rest in the beauty of the Inner Spirit.
Held in the Sacred Mystery of not knowing,
We reach out to a troubled world and
Sing the song without the words and never stop at all!

Dear Mama

27 October 2009
By Karen Wickham

Y

ou would be 101 today. You died 20 years ago and I
have been writing to you every year on your birthday
since then. Of course I don’t know if you know this or care.
Perhaps you are far too involved in your other life. I can’t
go there. I am so totally immersed in this life, as you once
were. My small mind cannot imagine all the possibilities of
where you might be now. (I think of an ant trying to understand my life as a human and how absurd the thought.) I am
content for now with mystery, not knowing.Wherever you
are, it gives me pleasure to write to you.
I simply talk to you, imagining that you sit beside me
and as in life, you care deeply for me and all that concerns
me. Currently, I’m working hard to give voice to all that
only I can say. I have been silent far too long and surprise
myself at how much I have to share.
You would barely recognize the changes in our world
since you left.The technology is staggering. Each day brings
new innovation. We carry phones in our pockets and cameras and date books in our phones.We tote purse size computers around with us and write to friends across the State
or the Globe without paper or stamps. Our TVs are wall
size. Kids seem to prefer video games to climbing trees.
Cancer and Autism are epidemics.You may not be surprised
to learn that the 3rd leading cause of death after heart disease and cancer is doctor’s mistakes. And we still don’t have
affordable, available health care for everyone, like all the
other 1st world countries. People are very worried about
the planet becoming warmer and many species of animals
are disappearing forever. Actor Woody Allen, known for
looking on the dark side, quipped recently, “More than any
time in history, mankind faces a crossroads. One path leads
to despair and hopelessness and the other leads to total extinction. Let us pray that we will have the wisdom to choose
correctly!” Meant to be a joke nevertheless, he describes
the mood of our times. I am, however boldly and daringly
hopeful!
Your first grandchild is a manager in a solar energy company. Her product is capturing the sun’s energy in slices of
silicon. She drives a car powered by electricity. All the electricity in her home comes from solar panels on her roof.
Five of your grandchildren have made excellent choices in
life partners. The youngest two are still looking.
January 2010
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Some things stay the same. I have nine chickens and love
mine as much as you loved yours. I revere the land as Daddy
did and take pride in harvesting veggies, gathering eggs and
tending my roses, as you did. My greatest pleasure is in listening to, talking to and leaning on trees. To me they are
sacred beings. I am reluctant to tell you this but the people
who moved into your old place, cut down the ancient eucalyptus, the avocado grove, the fig and nut trees, the many
citrus.The trees are gone, all of them, replaced by a massive
mausoleum-style house overlooking the valley. When I saw
it, it broke my heart. The new stewards of your land obviously didn’t know what they were doing nor how great their
loss.
I wonder what I have yet to contribute at this late date?
Perhaps write a book on aging? Learn to play the guitar well
with arthritic fingers? Get carried away with my activism
for a worthy cause? Perhaps get struck by Grace and awaken
to my true purpose? As I ponder these, I become aware of
my great need for solitude, for space to be, to inquire of my
own wisdom. So many years I spent in busy, distracted doing. I dare not continue such mindless habit. Time is short. I
want to take watchful joy in all that I am still able to contribute.
Mama, I am still seeing clients. Remember the years of
graduate school interspersed with visits from Texas to California to be with you as you were dying? I am still seeing
clients, not to fix them but to simply listen, grasp their point
of view, often suffer with them. Shared pain makes it more
bearable. With a little support, some people I see, sometimes, are able to find their way and hope again.
Thank you Mama, for gifts you gave me. All have incredible staying power and continue to bear fruit. Though your
dream of becoming a nurse was never realized, your tender
care for all living creatures was evidenced in every day of my
young life. (I also watch myself nurture a tender heart for all
beings.) I watched you care and nurse goats, ducks, birds,
dogs, cats, three children and whatever else wandered in, a
continual revolving door of death and new life. You were
always a quiet, welcoming presence that seemed to take great
joy in my being. I learned from you early “us and them” does
not exist. There is only us. I saw what pleasure you took in
gifting all in your sphere with good food and continual array
of clothing.With your own hands you knit, sewed, hammered
all manner of treasures for us. I remember one Christmas
you sewed identical nightgowns for every female in our clan.
Some still have theirs.You managed to thrive in the midst of
continual demands from an overwhelmingly difficult man,
my father, by turning to your faith. I watched you nurture
that vibrant relationship you had with God. No doubt due to
your years of example, I too thirst and thrive on a vital and
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ever deepening Spiritual connection.
You would be 101 years old today. So many times I
wished we could just go to lunch together, two women just
hanging out and sharing stories. I would ask you what you
were doing when you had the most fun you ever had? I
could ask you about your dreams that never came to pass. I
would ask you what you did with your anger that I never
saw – no resentment, no sarcasm, no pouting. I would ask
you why you ended the requested written account of your
life before you married. I would ask you to share stories
about being a kindergarten teacher and what was most apt
to make you laugh. I never knew your adult self, not really.
So sad! Mostly, I never thought to ask. Over lunch, I would
ask. I would ask you to share your point of view, on everything! I would listen deeply and gratefully.
Happy Birthday Mama, I miss you terribly. I will always
love you. Karen

"Holding hands,
for example, is a
way to remember
how it feels to say
nothing together."
~ Nicole Krauss

Photos by
Kirsten L. Wilson
John and Carissa Hambelton

"When I grow up, I
want to be a little
boy." ~ Joseph Heller

Bennett Hambelton

Cookin’ With Jen

I

n this chilly January, we’re back to the warm indulgent foods
that nourish our minds and bodies – a hibernation of sorts, a
time and place for our land and ourselves to rest and renew, to
dream of the spring ahead. I wish you all a winter hibernation
filled with productive dreams and a lot of writing!
To that end, here’s a recipe for those cold winter walks, destined
to put a blush in your cheek and a growl in your stomach:
Backpacker’s Fudge
½ c. cocoa powder
3 oz. cream cheese
1 lb. powdered sugar
3 T. butter
1 tsp. vanilla
Put all ingredients in a large Ziploc bag. Seal and knead for 2530 minutes. Share the work- tastes great!~Kathy Mount

A

nd, when you come in from the cold, consider a meal like
these from Good Meals and How To Prepare Them,” (International
Magazine Company, New York, NY, 1927):
Cold Weather Sunday Meals
Vegetable Soup
Chicken en Casserole Steamed Rice
Scalloped Onions
Baked Apple and Cream
Tomato Soup
Curried Eggs in Chafing Dish
Hot Biscuits
Fruit Salad

I

am always surprised by how modern the dishes of the 1920’s
are, and these meals are no exception. Add a pot of hot tea
and a good book, and it sounds like a Sunday to me! Here’s the
recipe for the Scalloped Onions, which sounds like heaven on a
plate. It can be adapted to suit any cooked or sautéed vegetable:
Scalloped Onions
1. Prepare a white sauce or thick cheese sauce
2. Arrange alternate layers of cooked vegetables and sauce in a
greased baking dish, leaving sauce as the top layer
3. Sprinkle with buttered crumbs and brown in a hot oven at
450 degrees.

G

roundwaters editor, Jim Burnett, Sr., added these tips from
his personal library. From the Chef’s Reminder, a High Class
Culinary Textbook, published by The Hotel Monthly Press, 1944, $1.50;
“The most complete and serviceable pocket reference book to culinary
matters that has ever been published,” 220 pages.”

• When cooking onions place a pail of cold water at the kitchen
door, which will prevent the smell from ascending.
• Grouse out of season: Roast a wild or ordinary pigeon with a
large red herring inside it, take the herring out before serving
and the pigeon will taste exactly like grouse.
• When cooking greens or cauliflower always put a piece of stale
bread crust in the saucepan, as it will take away all the unpleasant
smell. Take out with a spoon before taking up the greens.
• A high grade coffee, perfectly roasted, properly ground, twelve
ounces to the gallon for morning coffee, while for after dinner
coffee, which is generally served demi-tasse, sixteen ounces to
the gallon is required; fresh boiling water the moment it reaches
the bubbling point, then only a little at first to open the pores of
the coffee and get it ready to receive the remainder, which is to
be put on a little at a time until all the good and none of the
bitterness (tannin) is extracted, for if it be too strong it can be
easily diluted with boiling water when in the cups – hot cups
first, then the sugar, then warmed (not boiled) milk, then the
coffee, and, if you can afford it, put on the top a teaspoon of
whipped cream – then you have a “veritable nectar;” the cream
cleaves to the roof of the mouth and the coffee slips down “like
the oil down Aaron’s beard.” Coffee made in a metal vessel forms
“tannate of iron” which is the tannin eating the metal, an ink, so
to speak, and if it is let stand overnight makes a very fair writing
fluid.
• Economical Jelly for Invalids: Boil a cow’s heel down to a stiff
jelly. Carefully take off the fat when cold. Warm the jelly, add
wine and brandy to flavor, the juice of half a lemon, a bit of peel
and sugar to taste. Just bring to the boil, then pour into molds. It
is not necessary to clear it.
Spiced Nuts
1 c. brown sugar, firmly packed
3 T. evaporated milk
1 T. butter
1 tsp. freshly grated orange peel (dried, if necessary)
2 c. nuts (pecans, walnuts, etc)
¼ tsp. each- cinnamon, cloves, nutmeg, or allspice (adjust for
your own tastes)
In small heavy saucepan, combine sugar and evaporated milk.
Cook over medium heat to 234 degrees (soft-ball stage), stirring
often. Add butter and orange peel; stir to blend. Add nuts and
stir until all is coated. Spread on greased cookie sheet (I use waxed
paper). When coating is firm, break nuts apart and store in
covered container. Yield- 4 cups.
~Patty Byers
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Lord’s Pear Bread
1 c (2 or 3) Harry & David’s special pears, pureed
2½ cups all purpose flour
½ c sugar substitute
1 T baking powder
1 tsp salt
1/4 tsp ground cardamon seeds
½ c butter
2 eggs, slightly beaten
½ c chopped pecans
Stir together, flour, sugar subtitute, baking powder, salt and
cardamon. Combine pear puree with butter, eggs and lemon
rind. Stir liquid mixture into dry ingredients. Fold in nuts.
Pour into a greased 8½” x 4½” loaf pans. Bake at 350 degrees
for 50 to 55 minutes or until bread tests done. Let cool in pan
for 5 minutes. Turn over wire rack. Spoon amaretto or lemon
glaze over the top.
~ Rhonda Rauch
Glaze:
1 c. confectioners’ sugar
3 tsp. milk
1 tsp. almond or lemon extract

Word Find

WILLAMETTE VALLEY ENTERPRISE
FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 25, 1916

IN THE LOCAL FIELD
While R.M. Trout has not fully recovered his strength
he is now able to look after business at the blacksmith shop
and to do a few jobs of work, but he has not yet attempted
anything real heavy.
———
Mrs. W. R. Helvie and her daughter-in-law have
definitely decided to embark in the millinery business in
Veneta and will open a store just as soon as a suitable
building can be arranged for. They will also have
dressmaking parlors in connection.
———
Gravel operations out of Springfield for the
Willamette-Pacific Railroad are expected to be resumed
about March 15, according to the advices received by
railroad men here. Trains to Coos Bay are not expected to
be in operation much before the Fourth of July.
———
Work upon the Truesdale meat market has been
progressing nicely and it is sufficiently near completion to
allow of operation. Wednesday afternoon a good supply of
beef was received and is being dealt out liberally to the
hungry people of Veneta and vicinity.
———
Oscar, the wood worker, has just made a meat block
for the new Truesdale market. It is made of four blocks of
ash wood, each of which squared ten and one-half inches.
They are nicely matched and bolted together, making a job
which is hard to beat and which does credit to our local
workman.
———
A large number of our citizens took advantage of the
fine weather Sunday to get and sun themselves in good
shape.

- excerpts shared by Judy Hays-Eberts

Why I Envy Cats
I observe, to my chagrin
That no cat
However fat
Has ever had a double chin!
~ J.M. Purcell
Illustration by Jane Capron
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The “Chair” Trilogy

N

Two Chairs

The Chair

By Norm Maxwell

By Jimminy Cricket

orm, Do you want new furniture? “No.” So, any
way, after Sande bought new furniture, we had these
two Lazyboy chairs lying around that were just a little too
nice to trash. I put one out on the porch for the cats and
one in the bedroom to take the place of the Nordic Rack to
put clothes on. Finally, it was clear that the two chairs
needed to go away. They were mechanically sound so I
called St Vincent’s only to be told that they didn’t reupholster chairs and that if I tried to unload stuff at their establishment without somebody to inspect the crap, I would be
prosecuted for dumping. I began to see why Bubba leaves
old furniture out in the woods. Rather than just taking the
chairs to the dump, I chose to minimize their bulk by disassembling them. The fabric was stapled on with many,
many little staples. Once you pry up a corner and can get a
grip, the fabric rips off with some effort. I found two dollars in coins stuck in the first chair. There were tags underneath that said that the chairs were made in Mississippi in
‘91. Whoever built the chairs used oak and plywood in the
frame construction. I have an impressive collection of nuts
and bolts that held these chairs together. I bagged the fabric and put the massive steel scissor mechanisms in a pile
to take to the salt mines for recycling in a dead car. Yesterday, I finished completely dismantling one chair and am
about 75% done with the other. I hauled the wood pieces
out back to the burn pile and lit them along with some
leftover fir limbs from last winter’s pruning season. I think
we should have had the chairs reupholstered as I am sure
they are far stouter than the Chinese furniture we got to
replace them. Anyway, I completely understand why I find
worn out couches and chairs out in the woods now. The
weather is supposed to be dry today. I think I will ride my
bike to the salt mines.

A

fter we bought our beach house near Lincoln City we
also bought an old trailer in a park in Sherwood where
I lived during the work-week. I had an old recliner there
that finally died and I wrestled it out to the covered deckporch. It was too heavy and awkward for me to get it any
further. It sat there for several weeks – I did have to maintain some semblance of being “trailer-trash”! One day,
there was a note taped to my front door telling me to get
rid of it so, with the help of a neighbor we got it into the
back of my Ranger pickup. It rode around town with me
for a couple of more weeks, just sitting there without benefit of bungee cords – it was, after all, heavy. Finally one
weekend when Jonni was in town, we decided to take it
out to the “dump” near Dundee. As we drove the divided
highway between Sherwood and Newberg I glanced in the
rear view mirror and…. the chair was gone! We had to
loop around about a mile or so before we could retrace
out steps. As we neared the spot where the chair went
missing, I saw two men running up a driveway with the
chair between them! I said a silent “thank you” and drove
on. What’s that old saying – one man’s trash, another man’s
treasure?

The Hostage
By Millie Graves

M

y heart skipped a beat as I read the note posted at
the store that she had been kidnapped. Included with
the note was a horrifying photo, showing her in a basement tethered with a chain and a leash, just like a dog.
There was no ransom mentioned, only the note and photo.
Unbelievable! Now the community was alerted to the abduction. Knowing what generally happens with a kidnapping, it was decided to add a jar for donations, even though
there was no mention of money at this time.
We posted a warning at the store stating that she was
very old and in a delicate condition and probably would
be unable to bear the stress of abduction and of being
moved from place to place. We gave a warning that if anything happened to her, there could be serious repercussions and begged for her return, unharmed. Then we
waited—and waited.
Of course we felt somewhat responsible for the abduction since we had left her beside the road pointing the
way towards the gate to the meadow where the cars would
be parked during the wedding reception of our son and
his wife. Everyone had become so involved in the celJanuary 2010
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ebration that no one had come by to pick her up from her
stance next to the road and now she was gone from the
ridge, her place of safety, and taken to God knows where.
How tragic! In her protected world she knew not the dangers that lurked beyond. Oh, the anguish of it all! She had
been so much a part of Anatone and the surrounding
Lewiston, Idaho-Clarkston, Washington area.
She had been missing for nearly a week when finally
a ransom note arrived and enclosed were more photos. The
strange part was that the ransom note asking for money,
was not specific about the amount, but then they must have
known we were a community of farmers and ranchers, not
a likely source of “big money,” just lying around untouched.
Most often it would be the farmer or rancher who was
looking for the King’s Ransom. Now they were expecting
money from us in return for her, an old and dear part of the
community. How much were they expecting? What could
we offer? Decisions! Decisions! Would her safety and her
return be hinged on our offer? How could this happen in a
quiet area of loving, caring people? After dissecting the
ransom note for possible clues as to her location, we examined the photos. In one photo she was shown at the fountain in Lewiston and in the background, the sculpture of
children dancing was visible. The other photo showed her
going down the slide in a park; but where could she be
NOW? – that was the question.
Later we received a report that she had been spotted
riding in the back of a pick-up truck (with no respect as to
her age or condition). The latest photos, apparently to show
that she was being well-cared for, showed her at Dairy
Queen and in the other photo she was on a treadmill at a
health club. The latter episode we know had to have been
exacted from her under duress. She, being in a precarious
condition, would never have willingly participated in such
a strenuous type exercise. Such behavior would certainly
cause undue stress on her fragile joints, or possibly permanent damage.
After a period of time we checked the jar and found
the contributions had rolled in to a grand total of forty-one
cents. We posted the offer immediately but did not receive
a reply. As we waited for the reply, the jar continued to
attract donations until there was more than four dollars in
coins. We were stunned and overjoyed with the generosity
of our community that they would be willing to pay more
than four dollars ransom in return for an old chair, on her
last legs, with a hunched over back and other assorted problems. It was truly a testimony to her place in the hearts of
the people of our area. It also speaks well of our community as a testimony of their caring spirit and the lengths to
which they will go to protect one of their own.
We are still waiting for a reply to our ransom offer.
Meanwhile the coins keep adding up. We still have hope
of her return and are looking forward to the tales she would
tell—if chairs could talk!
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Marj’s Diary
○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

March 8, 1952

T

his being Saturday, most people
think about taking a bath. Recently a famous dermatologist said people were taking too many baths – one a
week was enough. This must have been wonderful news for
the boys.
I agree with him to a certain point. Some people can
live with the rest of us very well and only take a bath once
a week; but there are some who should be thrown into the
tub at least three times a week.
Bathing probably does become a nuisance to the lazy;
but they ought to consider the people who must associate
with them Whether it be a daily bath or a weekly one is
determined muchly by your work or how much you sweat.
Disease is harbored by those who are lax in bathing. If
people shun you, it is time perhaps you take a good sudsing,
and this goes for the clothes, too.
Way back when, we packed the water from the spring
and heated it in the wash boiler, baths were a premium.
Some families established a superiority system. The oldest
had the first baths and down the line; the last in the tub
usually was as dirty as when he got in. In those good old
days, the Saturday night bathing was quite a chore. The old
wash tub was placed by the heater or the kitchen stove and
if the weather was on the frigid side, one would be baked
on the side next to the stove and a sickly blue on the starboard. There was little time or place for bathtub relaxationyou never knew when your privacy would be broken.
Thank goodness we have running water and automatic
hot water heating and we can indulge in a bath anytime and
in complete sanitation and privacy of a locked bathroom.
Have you ever run your finger around the inside of the old
washtub and there was the grease left from Pa’s dirty overalls? We just don’t appreciate modem plumbing like we
should.
By Marjorie Hays
(Thanks, Helen Winberg and Haysel Pankey
for sharing the diary of Marjorie Hays!)

Steeplechase Apocalypse
By Kristine Derby and Zoë Livelybrooks

A

runner’s shoes are like a field of flowers on a crisp
spring morning. The sweet dew of life gathering upon
their laces in little droplets; a runner’s shoes are God’s gift
to man. But once the shoes of a runner are tainted by the
sick, corrupt world around them, they are forever lost.
The glorious New Balance brand footwear worn by
Kristine Derby were perhaps the finest pair of athletic kicks
ever to grace the Earth. As they were unsurpassed in their
goodness, they were also unsurpassed in their capacity for
ultimate nastiness. She wore those shoes night and day.
She bonded with them, showered with them, and even fed
them before cuddling with them in cold dark nights.
One day their maleficent coach Steve Grube coaxed
them into the school bus. Kristine, among others, was
completely oblivious to the evil awaiting them. Off they
went, sitting for countless hours in the innocent daydreams
of high school students.
Lightning flashed and thunder shook the ground beneath them as they approached the McKenzie school track.
As the bus doors creaked open with a gasp of air, McKenzie
coach Mike Sherman peered in and chortled menacingly.
The New Balance shoes yelped with fright. Kristine
stroked them gently, cooing and hushing them so they
wouldn’t be stressed before the big race.
Some say that near death experiences are beautiful and
life changing, but for the New Balance shoes it was a completely different experience. They went the distance with
Kristine, stepping over branches and bounding by dead
competitors. They weren’t prepared for the most certain
doom ahead.
The water in the steeplechase pit gently lapped against
the cement under it’s threatening barrier. It waited and
longed for the blood of the athletes. One girl vaulted from
the barrier, but was immediately consumed by the dark
waves beneath her. Kristine frolicked along, naïve and
oblivious to the horror that had recently passed.

Illustration by Zoë Livelybrooks & Kristine Derby

She approached the death trap singing a nursery rhyme
to herself along the way. Her shoes let out a pathetic cry
as the pit hissed and lurched in its’ place. Kristine hopped
jollily over the enormous hurdle, splashing delicately into
the water. The shoes looked around, full of fear and cold
chills. The aqueous entity sunk its fangs into the petite
soles of the pumps. Kristine gasped as her shoes kicked
and struggled, fighting for their very life.
It is a sunny October afternoon. Kristine has finally
recovered from the hypothermia that plagued her after the
horrific McKenzie experience. The runners are all stretching, preparing for a short marathon in the delicate sunshine. Kristine walks over to the trunk of her car, and then
pulls out a sinister black duffle bag, in which something
squirms threateningly. With a shaking hand, she reaches
into the bag. She yelps helplessly, finding as she retracted
her arm it has lost four fingers. She drops the horrible
bag, the carnivorous shoes spilling onto the pavement.
A cruel mist seeped over the campus. Green fog surrounded first her car, then the entire countryside. Squirrels writhed in their nests, birds fell straight from the sky,
and Riley Borg took no notice to the change of surroundings. Brave, brave Johnny Walker fell gently over the team,
trying with his last breaths to protect them. But he failed.
The stench seeped through the creases in his washboard
abs and destroyed his pure heart. The world was dark,
ruthlessly murdered by the stench of the once innocent
New Balance shoes.
Kristine Derby and Zoë Livelybrooks are two taller-than-average
teenagers attending Crow High School. They enjoy whining
about running and being mildly pessimistic. Kristine plans on
pursuing graphic design, and Zoë is considering pursuing work
at a publishing house.
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Fern Ridge Library Summer Reading Program
Book Cover Design Winners

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. We’re pleased to publish the rest of the winners in this
issue of Groundwaters. The younger winners from grades kindergarten through 3rd grade were included in the Fall issue.

30

“Unnamed” by Elizabeth Short; 1st place; Grades
4-6 Division

“Where the Sidewalk Ends” by Jessica Krohn; 1st
place; Grades 7-12 Division

“My Life” by Brook Moser; 2nd place; Grades 4-6
Division

“After School Nightmare” by Shaila Lopez ; 2nd
place; Grades 7-12 Division
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January 2010

~ Nick DeAngelo
“Hope is the thing with feathers, that perches in the soul, and
sings the tune without words, and never stops at all.” ~ Emily
Dickinson
“To love is to risk not being loved in return. To hope is to risk
pain.To try is to risk failure, but risk must be taken because the
greatest hazard in life is to risk nothing.” ~ Oscar Wilde

“Hope is the dream of a soul awake.” French proverb
“When things are bad, we take comfort in the thought that
they could always be worse.And when they are, we find hope in
the thought that things are so bad they have to get better.”
~ George Weinberg
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Community News

P

lease join us in congratulating Flora Winters, Fern Ridge resi
dent and college student, soon to be published in Pill Hill
Press’s Anthology, The Bitter End: Tales of Nautical Terror. We at
Groundwaters are so proud of local girl Flora and her accomplishment. Look for the book in 2010 from your favorite bookseller.
Fern Ridge Library Programs for 2010
• January 12 / Hands on Chemistry
• February 16th / Self-Defense & Martial Arts
• March 16 / Brain Injury and Memory Loss: Tips Anyone
Can Use with Jennifer Chambers
• April 13 / Raising Goats
Upcoming Oregon Country Fair Events include the Spring
Fling, in May. Support local talented bands and artists at the annual spring festivities for Country Fair Folk. Look for 2010 dates
on the OCF website, http://www.oregoncountryfair.org.
Become a Moose! Information about the local Moose Chapter
can be found at the Broadway Events Center on Broadway Street
in Veneta. The Moose are a family-friendly fraternity of fellowship and involvement whose goal is strengthening community.
The former carpet store is being remodeled into a community
center. Applegate Regional Theater has been given the use of the
adjoining theater, and the Moose hope to make the BEC a place
for the whole family, with classes, meetings, and events.
Rural Arts Center Schedule. Half Days of Art are designed
to coordinate with the days that the CAL district releases students at noon. Two exciting art experiences, a nutritious snack,
and time to really get into an art form combine to make these
popular programs for K-6 students. Half Days are held at
Applegate Elementary from noon until 3:00. Lorane students
may ride the bus to Half Days. All students must be picked up by
parents at 3:00 please. Sign up for one class or all of them! The
price is $16 per afternoon per student. For more than one child,
knock off a dollar and save. Scholarships are also available.
For more information and details on the Half Days of Art
lasses, go to http://www.ruralartcenter.org/Programs.html

The Incomparable Bob Hope

Weekly After-School Guitar Classes. Contact Lisa
Livelybrooks (llivelyb@gmail.com) for more information
Friday, January 22nd—
• Wooden Folk Art Animals - Travis Wilson, CHS teen artist
• Drama & Improvisation - Marti Byers, Local Acting Instructor
Friday, February 19th—
• Decoupage - Victoria Wilson, CHS teen artist
• Chinese Brush Painting - Kathy Thompson, CHS teacher
Friday, April 9th—
• Origami Star & Heart Boxes - Tessa Baune, CHS teen artist
• Silk Painted Scarves - Karen Sharkey, Local artist
Friday, May 7th—
• Woolen Felt Balls - Clair Shepherd, CHS teen artist
• Sun Painting on Fabric - Teri Robertson, Local artist
Dinner and a Movie Night. Admission to the Lorane Movie
nights this year includes soup, salad, and bread! Events start at
6:00 p.m., movies at 7:00 p.m., at the Grange in Lorane.
January 9 - “Brazil”
February 13 - “The Tripelettes of Belleville”
March 13 - “Beetlejuice”
Thanks to http://www.ruralartcenter.org for the Half-Day of
Art and the Movie Night Schedule. Consider supporting this nonprofit and those it sponsors by attending Lorane Movie Nights!

REST
If you like what you read, pass it on
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