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Groundwaters Live!
By Jennifer Chambers

O

n February 28, 2010, Groundwaters and ART, Inc.
co-hosted an afternoon of words and fellowship that
was a great success. Our idea was to have an afternoon to
showcase Groundwaters’ authors from both poetry and
prose disciplines and to give them a chance to interact with
audience members as well. Future events are being planned
quarterly (February, May, August and November) at the
Broadway Events Center. Admission is free, but tax-deductible donations will be accepted for both organizations.
Vicki Sourdry of ART, Inc. introduced the event, with
GW’s Jim Burnett welcoming all. Jen Chambers was the
emcee as well as the first presenter.
For this event, we invited authors who had been published in the January 2010 issue and a few others to read.
They included prose authors D.J. Barber, Pat Broome, Vicki
Sourdry, Jim Burnett, Zoë Livelybrooks, Millie Graves
and Karen Wickham.
Poets included Carolyn Carney, Jean Marie Purcell and
Jane Capron.
We had 41 people in attendance – a larger than anticipated turnout – for fun and snacks, and our gracious thanks
go out to the Fern Ridge Public Library for allowing us to
use their facility. A great time was had by all.
The next Groundwaters Live! will be May 16, at the
Broadway Event Center in Veneta, Oregon. For up-to-date
information on presenters, check our website at http://
www.groundwaterspublishing.com.

Waiting to
get started...

“Rest”

2010
July “Vision”
October - “Change”
2011
January - “Heart”
April - “Possibility”

Carolyn Carney reading “A Winter Villanelle”
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Editorial Perspectives

W

ith this issue, Groundwaters enters the second half
of its sixth year of publication. I’ve been actively
involved with it for three years now and it never ceases
to amaze me when I realize what a wonderful gift Judy
Hays-Eberts gave to the Lane County writing community. Her intention was not to make it a literary quarterly... she envisioned it more as a celebration of community... but, either way, it works. More and more new
contributors are coming on board with submissions and
our loyal base of long-time contributors continues to
provide us with special flavors of not only writing, but
of artistic talent, as well.
For 2010, the Oregon Country Fair board honored
The Groundwaters Magazine Project once again with a
Bill Wooten Endowment. Because their policy is to fund
projects, rather than operating expenses, as they did last
year, our staff decided to initiate a long-held dream of
ours to oversee a school outreach program. We can now
encourage the talent of young writers through classroom
visits in the company of local published authors. We have
both interested teachers and authors waiting to work with
us on it. Jen Chambers is going to head up the program
and will soon be meeting with teachers to set up a schedule of classroom visits. One or two will be done before
the end of this school year, but most will be scheduled
beginning in the fall. It’s an exciting concept for us.
In addition, the endowment will allow us to offer a
high school scholarship to a deserving senior from a local school and in July, we will be announcing some writing contests, both adult and youth, for which we will be
offering cash prizes. Winning entries will be published
in our October 2010 issue.
Because we have not yet lined up funding to help
with publication and distribution expenses, we are going to be relying more than ever on your advertisements,
subscriptions and donations to keep us going. We have
applied for two other grants in hopes that we can get
additional support for any shortfalls throughout the year
and to purchase the production printer that is currently
on loan to us.
We are very excited about our new “look.” Nick
DeAngelo, creator of the “Just Add Water” comic feature, offered to design a new logo and masthead for
Groundwaters as a class assignment. It was not easy
to get all of us to agree on the same features, but we
are all unanimous in agreeing that he came up with a
winner! Thanks so much, Nick!
Thank you, too, to each one of our advertisers, subscribers, contributors and readers! You have made
Groundwaters a success!
pe
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Honoring Avis’
“Rusty Gate”
Mother’s Day
By Avis Rust
Who do you turn to when you are just starting life’s
journey? Mothers are our stabilizer when things go wrong.
A mother wipes the tears and puts her arms about us.
She eases the pain of a broken toy or a broken heart by
mending the toy or wrong.
When children are naughty, she is there to teach them
a lesson that helps them grow to be responsible young
adults who are able to cope with life.
She is proud of her children’s accomplishments as they
grow to be adults.
A mother is best at telling great stories without a book,
making luscious treats from the recipe book, hearing and
understanding without passing judgment, giving plenty of
hugs and kisses when things go wrong and making her
child feel like the most important person in the world with
unconditional love.
Mothers are important, so as Mother’s Day approaches,
let her know how much you appreciate the lessons she
instilled in you when you were a child, and be sure to say,
“I love you!”
Avis Rust has long been a writer, contributing a weekly column,
“Noti News,” (informally called “Avis’ Rusty Gate”) to the West
Lane News since the mid-1960s. With the recent demise of the
WLN, Avis’ column has been silenced. We hope to regularly
bring you some of Avis’ insights, knowledge and artwork on the
pages of Groundwaters as a way of saying “thank you” to Avis
for all of her years of service to the community.

Newly Published!
Refuge from Flux, a chapbook by Noti poet Quinton
Hallett, was released in January, 2010 by Finishing
Line Press.
“Fragments. Shards. Quinton Hallett conjures bright
and bold beginnings out of the cast-off; she recharges
and revitalizes the leavings. In these carefully crafted
poems we may ‘converge to marvel at what survives.’
And thankfully we may indeed take refuge here—from
the ongoing, the workaday, the flux.”
~ Nance Van Winckel, author
No Starling and Beside Ourselves

The Philosopher’s Corner

Beyond the Label

Mares! (Ya Gotta Love ‘em).
Kelleher, B., ed. (2008) Xulon Press
A Book Review by Jennifer Chambers

By Jimminy Cricket

A

s I begin to write this I have just finished watching
the memorial service for Senator Ted Kennedy. Having officiated at end-of-life memorial services, I know of
the bias that is often apparent in such events, the “need” to
show respect by speaking only of the good in a person’s
life. Nevertheless, I was deeply touched by the personal
stories that friends, colleagues and family shared, revealing a depth and breadth of Teddy beyond that which I
thought I knew. As I reflect on these “revelations” I look
back on the time in my life when I was driven by my personal “fundamentalist ultra-conservative perspective” and
of the negative view I had then of the Senator. And, I am
aware of how my perceptions and perspectives have since
moderated – to the extent that even before today, I had
come to see Senator Kennedy in a slightly different light.
While I could not agree with many of his views and his
agenda, I came to see another side of the man and to respect his heartfelt intentions, his deep caring and respect
for others, all others.
As the memorial came to an end, I was struck by the
thought of how little I really know of others and, how much
of what I think we know is often little more than labels
affixed by others. The old saying came to mind, You can’t
judge a book by its cover. I recognize there is a certain
wisdom in that and am therein called to rethink my thoughts
about other people … especially when the primary descriptor is a negative label of some kind. Our vocabulary is
pregnant with labels like Black, White, Republican, Democrat, Right, Left, Conservative and Liberal …labels which
so often serve to hide the greater truths of the who and
what of a person.
I wonder how many people I have come to know primarily by labels that others have placed on them. People,
all people I think, are significantly more than the sum of
all labels others have placed on them. I wonder how life
would change if I was able to toss aside the seeming need
to make labels?

Mares is a compilation of diverse writers from horseloving backgrounds. As a person barely conversant with
the jargon of horses, I nonetheless found it thoughtful and
easy to read. The thread that carries through the book is
the author’s collective care for her horses, even when things
don’t work out as planned. I had no idea that mares were
misunderstood until I read this collection, but the various
owners paint a loving portrait of the
challenges that can
arise as guardians
of mares.
A few stories
stick out for me.
“Lady
Is
a
Teacher,” by Betsy
Kelleher, heads up
the collection. She
shares her experience as one who
feels that the horse
found her, not the
other way around,
and it is a perfect
introduction because she explains
the complex personality of the
mare, something I personally had no idea about. It’s a good
set-up for the rest of the stories, which run from teen riders (Michelle Corvallis’ “A Man, A Girl and God’s Plan”)
to Janet Hill, 73, “A Tribute to Lee Japhia,” “I Love Mares.”
Hill says:
“There is a term for my condition, though it does not
comfort my family much. The term is hippophilia. Webster’s
definition of the term is a “horse lover.” Currently, there
is no cure for it, and I hope there never will be.”
That clearly is the case for all of the authors in this
collection. A spiritual theme also carries though the book,
with stories of birth and loss and respect for living things.
I would recommend this book to animal lovers, and people
who are familiar with the world of horse showing will like
this in particular. Kelleher is also the author of Sometimes
A Woman Needs a Horse!, (Kelleher, B. [2004]). Sometimes a Woman Needs a Horse! USA: Pleasant Word,
$17.99) Visit www.goduseshorses.com for more information on either of these books or to order a copy.
April 2010
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When to Play and When to Rest? That is the Question
By Paula Krug Keys

A

s the theater lights dim, the curtains slowly part, revealing an ebony grand piano center stage. A young
woman walks briskly towards it as the audience bursts
into applause. She pauses beside the piano bench, smiles
and nods in acknowledgment before settling herself in front
of the keyboard. A hush spreads through the room. This
is a silence of anticipation – a “profound silence.” Something critical is happening, for without a space for anticipation to build, the action of the performer is diminished,
as is our enjoyment of that performance.
Music is organized by arrangement of notes and pauses
penned onto and between the lines of a treble clef and a
bass clef. Music depends on the sounds of those notes
contrasted with the absence of sound or “rests” as they
are called; the space when the performer does not play
notes. Rests vary in length from long to a sixty-fourth or
hemidemisemiquaver rest. Each rest has its own symbol
or mark on the score. Even at a rock concert or nightclub
where raucous noise never completely stops, it does simmer down when the performer indicates their act is about
to begin.
The genre or style of music which emerges is determined by the timing of the notes and the rests. The composer shares with the performer his vision for the music
by manipulating the notes and pauses resulting in syncopated jazz, art music, polka, rap, folk or unlimited other
styles typical for cultures and individuals.
At birth we bring with us a piece of sheet music inscribed with the lines of the staffs which became marked
with notes and rests imprinted during our months of incubation. Some babies are quiet so their music sheets show
mostly rest marks. The scores will vary up to the active
ones, the acrobats shooting out their elbows, knees, heels
and hands as they tumble about in the amniotic fluid, keeping their mothers up at night and entertaining the family
as the mother’s skin stretched tight is shoved first this way
and that by moving lumpy-bumps. Their music sheet is
filled with lots of sixteenth notes and staccato chords.
We continue adding notes and rests to the symphony
or cacophony of our life moment by moment. Some compositions are cut short; some outlast those of their family
and friends, but each carries on through time immemorial. In the 1950s, scientists announced they would soon
have the ability to retrieve radio waves, containing the
sound of voices from all of history which they said are
never lost but drift further and further out into space
through time. What an intriguing and mitigating notion.
Might we not all be more considerate and temperate in
our speech if we knew that at some point in the future our
life-symphony or perhaps life-cacophony would be per-
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formed for the audience of all the people in the world living or who had ever lived?
Nashville jazz guitarist, Tyra Neftzger, provides some
clues on how we can use the “rest” to advantage in composing our life’s music: “Silence isn’t just the canvas upon
which music is painted. It’s one of the colors on the
composer’s palette... I’ve often thought that a master class
should be taught on the role of silence in music because
measures of silence are not waiting periods. These are
times of active listening... Knowing when to play notes
and fill a void or when to lay back is just as important as
playing the right notes. Utilizing silence for very brief
(less than a few beats) or for longer periods (measure after
measure) creates an impact on the listener. It can add emphasis to what other instruments are playing because the
notes stand out more... A few beats of silence can raise a
listener’s expectation of what is about to come... silence
can release tension when it follows a phrase, but it also
builds tension as the listener awaits the next phrase. The
length of silence, the distance between periods of silence,
and the magnitude of silence (how many band members
are silent during the same period) all make an effect on
the listener... Listen to how silence is used as a color, and
not simply as the lifeless backdrop of compositions. Silence, when used effectively, is a color.”
When speaking to a family member in the kitchen or
to an arena of roaring fans, if you pause before you start,
you give them a chance to join you in what you are going
to say. The pause may be as brief as a hemidemisemiquaver
rest or longer, and, like playing an instrument, it takes practice to find the right timing, the right hue and tone of color
to balance tension for the moment.
Likewise when organizing the schedule for your days
and weeks, it is no less important to schedule the rest periods than the musical notes of activities. Our minds and
bodies function more efficiently and effectively when given
adequate rest each night and with a longer rest, a time of
silence or “pianissimos,” softened music, on the weekend.
During that day of rest, we have time to look back over the
week and hopefully declare all we composed as “good,”
because we had a day of rest the week before which enabled us to better control what we indelibly inked onto the
lines and spaces of our staffs.
Notes can be applied to the score in singles or multiples called chords. Some chords are played in major
keys; some in minor keys. Chords and notes are written in
sequences which make melodies. When the notes of a
chord are not struck simultaneously the interest of your
listener is pricked. Half-octave dissonance, a sound that
makes you wince, occurs when the note C and the note F-

sharp, for instance, are played together. If C and the note
G, just one step further, are played together, the interval is
pleasant and harmonic.
Whether your musical score, your life-composition, is
sprinkled with harmonics or dissonance, pop, blues, Celtic,
Gospel or a fusion of two or more genres in tempo, rhythm
and dynamics, it is your unique music and your unique
legacy.
You may choose to “rest” your melody for the sake of
the melody of others you meet or you may choose notes to
harmonize with theirs or you may choose notes to clash
with and even negate their melody so it cannot be heard.
Those are only a few of your options within this teeming
orchestra called life.
May you enjoy your time on this earth as a composerperformer and may each person who meets you be blessed
by your choice of notes and rests!
http://www.allaboutjazz.com/php/article.php?id=16481 The Role
of Silence in Music by Tyra Neftzger

The Thesauruses
I love the Thesauruses
Where you find choruses
Of words that gird the vocabulary
Narrating the best
And testing the rest,
A writing that is just extraordinary.
~ Bee Rymer
I am an active senior who has been writing for a very long time,
mostly letters, until I joined writing classes and then got down to
business. I moved to Springfield from the Sacramento area eight
years ago to be closer to two of my four daughters. I worked at a
Meals-On-Wheels facility for 14 years and enjoyed serving and
working with seniors. I delight in music and, of course, writing. ~ br

Circle And Spin
The Earth circles the sun
Much like a puppy chasing its tail
A game never ending
Always new
Always the same
Just circle after circle
The Earth chases the sunrise
Trying to outrun the sunset
Day in and day out
A game never ending
Always new
Always the same
Just ….spin spin spin
We people of Earth
Rise every day
And chase our dreams and goals
Morning till night
A game never ending
Never the same
Just round and round
Earth’s game of life
Light to dark
Circling round and spinning forth
On a never-ending journey
In a never-ending Universe
Always new
Never the same
Just on and on
~ Herbie

Rest is a good thing, but boredom is its brother. ~ Voltaire
If you rest, you rust. ~Helen Hayes

Gloria Edwards-Slaughter
Edwards-Slaughter,
Broker
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The Old Guy
By Gus Daum

J

eremy grumbled under his breath as he stumbled a bit
stepping down from the curb. It must have been some
wet leaves. He glanced around quickly to see if anyone
saw, who might report his misstep to her. The slightest
awkward toe stub set Dora off again about carrying that
damn cane every time he left the house. The cane made
him feel like Methuselah, and he wanted to stay as young
as his mind insisted that he looked. There were a lot of
decades behind him and not many decades ahead – or make
that years ahead – but he was still able to ignore the signs
in the mirror. And he had fallen only that once, that she
knew about.
Strolling the few quiet blocks along newly budding
shrubs and trees to a park bench near the playground, he
sat down, not to rest he assured himself. The springtime
sunshine felt warm on his shoulders, as he watched the
pre-school kids squeal their glee as they scampered about
the swings and slides; their moms watched and chatted
about kids and erring husbands. His own kids had grown
and long since moved away to their own lives and families. Reflecting back on the cane pusher, he smiled at all
the good years she had shared with him, almost sixty years.
Not just years, but so many experiences they had shared.
There had been girls of brief interest before Dora, part
of growing up as a small town boy, maybe part of what
made him appreciate her as someone special. His mind
turned to Jenny. Every man needed a Jenny in his childhood. His Jenny had been a part of grade school, the first
eight grades in his tiny country school. A couple of years
behind him in age, she was always part of the touch football games at recess, and threw the neatest spiral of anybody in their elementary school of 20 or 25. He always
managed to put an arm around her when he “tackled’ her,
even though it was just touch, but she didn’t seem to think
him strange. Might have planted an elbow to his ribs more
than once.
The hardest thing for boys to learn during teen years is
girls, but it’s a required course. Jenny had followed him
by several years into the high school where he had been
too busy with school sports to devote time to girls. But
Jenny had seemed like a safe call for his first date to some
school thing a few years later, four years maybe, after the
touch football games. Even she had seemed a risk in that
she might laugh and tell him, “No way.” But she didn’t,
and when he called at her front door, she was wearing lipstick, and she smelled good. When he helped her into the
car, boys did that in those days, her hand felt soft and warm.
By golly, she had turned into a girl.
It might have been Jenny who was his first movie date
with a girl soon after when basketball season was over.
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This brings up what might be a genetic thing in boys. Other
boys surely must have been like him in making The Move,
that is, toward risking an arm over a girl’s shoulder. Midway in the movie, after the popcorn was gone, maybe before, the boy stretched his arms high in the darkened theater and lets the nearest arm drape casually over her seat
back. Jenny and all her sisters across boy/girl land apparently knew the next move was up to her, which was to
straighten in her seat to contact the arm. Or, a shrugged
shoulder which meant “Back off, Buster. Jenny had
straightened hers; life was good!
Just as most boys have a Jenny in their lives, there is a
Dora for the lucky ones. She, too, followed his pattern of
his choosing someone a couple of years younger than himself. Someone who thought about psychology might make
much of his insecurity around the opposite sex. But Dora
had seemed rather worldly, even sophisticated to him. And
she smelled even better than Jenny! Dora wore some perfume that they don’t even sell anymore, “Eau de something.” Something else he learned from her was that girls
feel lots better inside his two arms, than under one arm
behind a movie seat.
Lifting himself up slowly from the park bench, he imagined Dora’s reaction if she knew he was meandering along
thinking about young girls or women – “You old goat!”
But, he kept on remembering – this time about the girls –
women really – at the USO dances during his WWII Navy
years. No names, no memory of faces came to mind, but
he did remember “The Rule.” The girls absolutely were
forbidden to leave the USO buildings with any of the service guys. He had wondered then if that was really a rule,
or if it was recited as a way for the girls to avoid leaving
with the unwanted ones. The girls were supposed to dance
with anyone who asked as often as a guy asked, unless the
girls suddenly remembered a rule against that, too. There
were one or two who had not left with him, but had met
him a half block away from the hall. He had been so naïve.
He wondered what would have happened, had he forgotten Dora back home and made a serious pass at one of
them. Probably gotten his face slapped. Had Dora followed
“The Rule” when she went to the USO dances back home?
And did she practice the half block system as well as these
other girls had with him?
She probably thought he didn’t see through her con
jobs over the years, the times that she had convinced him
to try things that he just knew he couldn’t do. And what
hero’s admiration she showed however well or poorly he
did it. Her system had worked with their kids as well. They
were all achievers!
As he came in view of home, Dora watched and grinned

from behind the curtains. He always did the same thing as
he neared the house. She watched him shift out of his slow
meandering, and straighten to an almost brisk stride. He
began to whistle a tune that popped into his head, some
Big Band number of the 40’s. He couldn’t remember the
words, but he felt the sound... Dum dum dum dum dum,
da dum de dum de dum dum. She’d remember and tell him
– probably sing the words. Oh, yeah! “You made me love
you, I didn’t wanna do it...”It was probably the Harry James
band.
“Hey, Old Timer! Did you get lost?” she called from
the front porch as he came up the walk.
He came back with, “Whadda you mean, Old Timer?
You’ve got more gray hair than I have!”
“That’s because I have more hair than you have,” before she added, “Can I buy you some lunch? I’ve got turkey sandwiches in the fridge for us.”
He walked beside her into the cozy kitchen, flowered
curtains moving slightly in an open window. One arm
draped around her for a moment, and his arm traveled down
far enough to pat her playfully a bit south of the belt on
her well rounded slacks. She threatened a punch to his
shoulder. He placed knuckles of one hand against her chin
and said softly, “Hi, ya, Beautiful.” And she answered with
the words that had come in response all those years, “Hi,
ya, Good Lookin’!” as they took their several steps together
to the refrigerator.
As a well rehearsed team, they reached into the refrigerator without further words, she for the sandwiches, he
for the mayo and lettuce. She brought ice for the water
that she knew he would have now filled in two glasses.
They sat down at the small kitchen table, raised their glasses
and together, “Cheers!”
Retired from many, many years as an Industrial Engineer and
Accountant, Gus wants to forget technical writing and contracts to try
"fun stuff." Recently joined a creative writing group at OLLI, and is
having that fun.

Morning’s Light
By Herbie Medlin

I

n the morning’s soft light, I feel at peace — a feeling
that manifests itself all too seldom. Most days are spent
walking with a haze in my mind. Where this is not an ideal
life, it is not as bad as it once was when the haze was a veil
of darkness that threatened to engulf my mind completely.
I still have days as dark as a moonless night, but they are
few and far between, thanks to hard work and the support
of people that don’t even know they are helping. These are
individuals I pass every day. Some are alone; others are
couples, some with children, all smiling, enjoying life and
letting it show. Their smiles show me that life is good and
worth the effort to seek these mornings of soft light and peace.

Where Are My Words?
They are nestled within my heart waiting…
Waiting to be released unto you
As they are born from your essences
Awakened to swirl in the colors of you
Alive in our breathing harmony
In me words are created
Entangled in the melodious tones of your voice
Each memorable tone acts upon me
Fingers strumming the strings of my heart
A song natural emanates
Crystal clear vibrancy of my love for you
Each letter fashioned forms emotions
Passions expound beloved
Completion ended in your spirit
You portray creative beauty effervescent
A man fascinating in distinction his mortal being
Flowing unfathomable through me …
My words are in you beloved …
~ Mia A Narayan

Smothered Light
Insanity overcomes
confusing Spirit’s ways.
Soul mates hovering in the ethers
awaiting to replace
that which is irreplaceable,
as they misunderstand
chakra unions
and
profoundness of true Oneness.
Torn by separation
this angel wails
for lost kisses and embraces ~
the touch of the Creator.
Once more she
hides behind her earthly façade
playing with masks of chaos and disarray.
Uncertainty and turmoil triumph
as she places the mask of clarity
in its grave.
~ Vallee Rose
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I’ve Got to Go Back
I’ve got to go back to the tall timber soon,
Back where the big firs saw at the sky.
Back where I rise to the cries of a loon,
Back where the osprey and eagles still fly.
The city and its woes scare me to death,
The squalor and stench burns in my eyes.
My heart is pounding, I can’t catch my breath,
To tell you the truth I’m sick of their lies.
The bells and whistles, the honking of horns,
The screeching tires, the curse and the yell.
I need to wake to clear, quiet morns,
To be stuck in some city is like living in Hell.
I’m gagging on a swill mistaken for air,
And I can’t trust a soul that I see.
I’d just as soon lie in a rattlesnake’s lair,
I can’t live in a city, I need to be free.
I need to have my campfire at night,
I’ve got to be able to count my stars.
I’m blinded by the glare of the city’s light,
And froze like a deer in the eyes of their cars.
I’ve got to go back amid the valley and peak.
I need a good lashing from the wind and rain,
I crave the culture of a babbling creek.
I’ve got to get back to my mountains again.
I’ve not seen a smile since I looked in the mirror,
Their gaunt furrowed faces tell of their fears.
They scurry like mice amid the din and furor,
And they’ve all got cell phones stuck in their ears.
I gave it my best,
And I failed the test,
Now I need my rest.
I need a good lashing from the wind and rain,
I’ve got to go back to my mountains again.
~ Michael J. (Hoss) Barker
For 6 years I worked on the Rogue River in the roadless wild and
scenic section at Paradise Lodge as a handyman and caretaker. I
wrote four books there during the solitude of the long wet and wild
winters. I would stay upriver for 3-4 weeks at a time and then go
home to Eugene for a week. I wrote this poem out of the frustration
of having to re-adjust to “The World.” After two or three days, I was
ready to head back up the canyon to Paradise.

I shall need to sleep three weeks on end to get rested from
the rest I’ve had. ~ Thomas Mann
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Glimpse Into a Marriage
They drift to the porch after dinner,
the still of evening heavy with scent
from hollyhock and moonflowers.
They seek a flutter of cool
after a day dense with heat.
He, tie off, white shirt-sleeves rolled
she, in a flowered housedress
slide into warm metal chairs
the day’s Free Press between them.
She picks up the Home section
the pale light of lavender shadows at dusk
tears out recipes, breaks their silence
to share aloud, Dear Jane Lee.
Next door intrudes.
Amos and Andy spill
from the Hackelman’s open window.
Shrill sounds of a streetcar slice the hush.
She places her hand on his arm.
He folds back the front page,
comments on President Truman,
offers opinions on Korea, the Rosenberg trial
takes both sides of the problems
at Henry Ford’s River Rouge plant.
Twilight fades. He fills his pipe
loosely packing his favorite Dunhill London.
She rises, steps inside to check on children sleeping.
When she returns, streets lights are on
stars emerge, the waning moon, a slender arc.
They welcome night’s darkness
hear the trill of crickets
watch fireflies flit beyond the hedgerow.
No one sees their hands laced
fingers braided,
or the kiss he plants on her palm.
~ Sharon Lask Munson

Girls, like April snow,
Twirl in skirts of frothy tulle—
Cherry blossoms swirl.
~ Jane Capron

Morning Song

Pebbles
Sitting quietly in my garden, glancing idly at some book
of art,
I pondered the meaning of words that we use
To describe the state of the heart.

Sunbeams through curtains,
Mountains rise mute and green.
Sparrows chatter outside my window,
While swallows swish and dip below.

We say that a heart is joyful, or grateful or thankful, and
all
Are gay, light and bright thoughts, a pleasure indeed,
Happiness we can recall.

Clocks tick
And dog nails click.
A phone rings,
Talk songs and sings.

But If I should choose the darker side, like spiteful or
hateful instead,
Those thoughts are like pebbles, hard little rocks,
With cores that are made of lead.

Cats loll in a flowerbed,
As hummingbirds buzz overhead.
The coffee pot sputters Let’s put off the urge to putter.

And these pebbles sink and fill the heart,
And oh, how heavy the cost!
For without space, the joy bubbles up,
And spills over and forever is lost.
And I would be left
With pebbles!

Pen and paper beckon.
Even quiet speaks,
I reckon.

~ Rachel Rich
~ Patty Byers

Rest in Harmony
(A Tai Chi Meditation)

Publication of my recent work consists of hanging by a refrigerator
magnet on a cash register at a local cafe.

The Meeting

Inhale deeply the music of chi
Into the core of your being
Along the pathways of your body
Let it pulse to the vibrating strings
Of your open fingers
Pluck ancient power
To surge ebb resurge
Lunge to the rhythm
Feel life like music flow
Sinking rising repeating
Until all notes for the rest of time
Are in harmonious equilibrium
~ Jane Capron

The journey we did not take,
The door that remained closed to us
Is past, unalterable,
Unlike the garden gate ahead
Which we may open to a world of speculation
Uncertainty.
“It is all choice,” I said to you
In my mind. Is your chosen path
Pre-ordained? Perhaps not.
I am reluctant to open the gate of supposition
To your scrutiny, my world to your scorn
Indecision.
“Hello,” I decided, finally.
“All time is irredeemable.” he said. After all this time,
Are you?
~ Jennifer Chambers

It is not good for all our wishes to be filled; through sickness
we recognize the value of health; through evil, the value of
good; through hunger, the value of food; through exertion,
the value of rest. ~ Dorothy Canfield Fisher
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No Longer a Lost Soul: A Life and Death in Limbo
By Norm Maxwell

M

arch 2008...
When the weather is nice and I have tamed the grass
into submission around the house, sometimes I feel the
need to ride a motorcycle. One of the best ways to kill a
couple of hours that I know of, is to ride from Fire Road,
near Lorane, over to Poodle Creek Road, near Noti, to see
how a friend of mine is doing with the construction of his
shop, house or whatever new project that he has going on
at the time.
I normally ride on Territorial Highway north past
Gillespie Corners, and then on to Crow. The roads are made
for motorcycles – long straight stretches, curves and bumps.
Traffic is almost always light. I look at the old houses and
barns to see what everybody is doing as the seasons
progress and the years accelerate.
At Crow, I usually make a left at Vaughn Road and
rumble along. There’s the old trailer under the gigantic
barn roof. I slow down for the laminated beam plant. I did
a slick piece of survey work there several years ago. I remembered that the mill office had once been the school. It
was there that a surveyor in the 1940’s had called a “distance and bearing” from the corner of the school to a survey monument.
Over there is the grove of trees with rusty wickets and
dog tags that read: “This tree was planted by Billy (or Jane,
or Bobby) 1947;” then I pass a memorial to a fatal car
crash. It is time to slow down for the railroad tracks. I
downshift the black Triumph a couple gears. The twin exhausts grumble and the vertical twin mutters lightly in neutral.
Today something is different. For almost a decade,
somebody has been living in an old Winnebago off to the
side where the pavement crosses the railroad track. I had
never seen the person over the course of years. I saw laundry hung out to dry, flapping in the breeze month after
month until it was old and faded. I saw garbage pile up
until it was knee deep. I saw one old pickup die and become a field expedient dumpster while a slightly newer
one took its place.
Today I saw that the Winnebago had burned to its deck.
Luckily, it was wet enough out to prevent a forest fire from
running up the hillside. I pulled the bike over and dismounted. It doesn’t take a forensic fire expert to tell that
the fire started inside the Winnie and burned outward. If
the person living there was inside when it happened – he
or she is clearly dead. Yellow crime scene tape surrounds
part of the site.
I looked around to see packs of unsmoked cigarettes
lying on the ground. There is a dirt bike with melted tires
and the engine dismantled. Wet mail from the VA hasn’t
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yet blown away. It was addressed to Joseph McDonald,
probably the man who lived there. Who was he and why
had he lived alongside the tracks all these years? Did he
have family? Who’s land was his Winnebago parked on,
anyway? Seems like the railroad would object to all the
junk if it was in their right of way. A BLM road is a few
yards away.
There was no electricity available to the Winnebago
here – most likely an accidental fire with a cigarette or
candle. If it happened late at night, the fire could have
easily gotten an hour’s headstart before somebody saw it
and called 911.
Who is going to clean this up? There are tons of junk
here – moldy clothing and cans and rusty tools, paperback
books in plastic bags and just plain garbage. This is a job
tailor-made for a 10-man Forest Work Camp inmate crew
although the FWC is most likely going to be disbanded
very soon because of funding termination.
What a strange event! I had sometimes wondered if
whoever lived in the old Winnie had died weeks or months
previously as I drove past. Who would know? I sometimes
pass this way coming or going to work in the woods. In the
middle of winter I thought how depressing it would be to
live in an old Winnebago at the intersection of a railroad
line and a back road with the cold rain beating down.
I looked at all the scattered residue from one man’s
life and got back on my bike to finish my ride. I felt introspective as I started the machine and ran it through the
gears on the way to Poodle Creek Road.

F

ebruary 14, 2010...
February is a time for birthdays. Lincoln, Washington
– the State of Oregon. I will be another year older and
deeper in debt before March is here. Today is Valentines’
Day. Tomorrow is the birthday of a guy I never knew, but
I have been trying to prod his remains through the system
for a number of years now.
Joseph (Joe) William McDonald lived in an old
Winnebago motor home parked by the railroad tracks be-

Norm Maxwell
with his new
wheels... a
Triumph in-line
triple

tween Crow and Noti for close to ten years before a fire
burned the GMC to the deck late one night/early one morning. There wasn’t much of Joe to bag and tag and the remains were taken to a local mortuary where the job of cremation was finished and his ashes were placed in a metal
can.
I was involved with Lane County’s “Garbage Girl” (as
she calls herself) in cleaning up the tons of trash and junk
left from Joe’s decade of residence beside the track. Somebody stole the functional Ford pickup and I recycled the
one that hadn’t run in years. Picking up pill bottles before
the Forest Work Camp crew arrived to bag the loose garbage, I determined that the man was a veteran and had
recently turned sixty years old.
After talking to a deputy sheriff, I made contact with
the one individual who passed as Joe’s friend. I learned
Joe was from the Midwest and had severed contact with
his children and family before moving to Oregon. No one
knew how to contact his next of kin. More phone calls
revealed that at one time Joe had availed himself of the
Lane County Veterans’ Assistance Program. I learned of
the Missing-In-America Program. MIAP is a dedicated
outfit whose mission is to give the unclaimed remains of
American veterans a military funeral.
I wrote to them, hoping they could take over the search
and have Joe’s “cremains” interred with a military firing
party and a bugler playing taps. I don’t know if Joe was a
combat veteran or some “stores johnny.” It doesn’t matter.
I am a veteran, myself, and I would hope that someone
would do the same for me.

M

arch 2010...
When my initial contact with the MIAP produced
no results, I contacted Bob Welch, a columnist for The
Register-Guard who agreed to try and help find some others who knew him. I gave him all of the info I had gathered
and he wrote a column about Joe in the March 11 paper.
About the same time, I heard back from the MIAP. Apparently, my inquiry had been misplaced, but they informed
me that they had been able to confirm Joe’s veteran status
and would begin arrangements for his military funeral.
A woman who lives near Eugene had read Joe’s story
and contacted me through The Register-Guard. She had
known Joe since 1989, and described him as a lost soul. I
learned that he had been born in Gladstone, Michigan and
had grown up in New Jersey. He worked at a chicken farm
before enlisting in the U.S. Army on his 17th birthday. He
had married briefly, either shortly before or after, his stint
in the Army and had a son who would be about 45 now. He
never spoke of his service in Vietnam.
Joe moved from place to place. For awhile, he camped
out on BLM logging roads near Marcola with his dogs and
cats until routinely moved along by BLM law enforcement
officers after generous extensions of the 14-day rule. He
parked his Winnebago on West 11th near Veneta where a

house had partially burned and had been abandoned until
he was forced to move on.
Joe parked his Winnie for awhile at the rural home of
the woman who called me. Joe must have felt at home
there, because he used their residence for his official address until the day he died. He subsisted on hot dogs and
cottage cheese unless someone was kind enough to offer
him a home-cooked meal. He loved to drink coffee and
smoke cigarettes as he talked on many subjects.
Joe was an inveterate collector of junk. I picked up on
this when I helped clean up his home site after his death. I
found an incredible collection of “stuff” that had no possible use. He had no qualms about grocery shopping out of
dumpsters behind local supermarkets.
Joe didn’t own a wallet and packed his papers. Veterans’ checks and money were kept either in his shirt pocket
or under the baseball cap that he always wore. He was
about 5' 6" with reddish ginger hair and wore work shirts
and Dickies or some similar pants.
When he moved to his final home site along the railroad tracks near Noti, he would still visit the married couple
from time to time for a home-cooked meal when he came
to get his mail. (I had always wondered why he didn’t get
a post office box in Noti.) His health was declining badly
the last few years of his life.
Much of Joe’s story still remains. I had hoped to flush
a relative who would want to know of his death and upcoming service through Bob Welch’s story. He will share
a funeral soon with the other unclaimed veterans’ remains
at the Willamette National Cemetery in Portland. There
will be a firing party with dress blues and M14s and a
bugler will play taps.
I have been contacted by several veterans who wish to
attend as soon as I know the date. Since Joe served in Vietnam, it is possible that the Oregon chapter of the Combat
Veterans’ Motorcycle Association might be willing to escort Joseph William McDonald’s remains to his final resting place at the Willamette National Cemetery.

M

arch 22, 2010...
Today I left the salt mines early and drove to Portland and the Willamette National Cemetery, past Camp
Withycombe where I spent four years – one weekend a
month – as an Army Reserve drill instructor. I arrived an
hour early for Joseph William McDonald’s service, so I
looked up my cousin’s headstone and reflected that he’d
been gone for going on thirty years now.
I wandered around the main office of the stone garden
and watched a massive turnout of vets with flags and Harley
Davidsons. Could they be here for Joe? No, they were here
to escort someone named Edgar the last mile. I was still
half an hour early, so I continued wandering around until I
saw a red SUV with two men relaxing in the front seat,
shaded by a budding tree. I asked the driver if they were
here for Joe’s service. They were.
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I sat in the back seat and listened as Mike and Pat told
stories about Joe and his lifestyle along the RR tracks not
far from Noti. I mostly listened. I had driven by his old
motorhome at least one hundred times and had never seen
him – not once; not surprising, I was told. Mike’s son, Joe,
arrived. He is a recruiter and joined us in uniform, sitting
on the other side of the back seat.
I learned many things about this man I’d never met.
He had been shot multiple times through the torso in Vietnam and lived. He lacked coping skills. Moving a post
office box from Marcola to Noti was just too big a change.
His son and daughter had come all the way to Oregon from
the Midwest to see him 10 or 20 years ago, but he sent
them away. Joe, Pat and Mike had worked for many hours
on Joe’s old white Ford pickup that never ran again.
Fifteen Hundred – 3:00 p.m. civilian time – drew near
and we mosied over to the little semi-open alcove where
we met Neil, the post commander of the local VFW along
with another local vet. They had fallen out just for Joe’s
service. Wayne, the service director, greeted us and asked
who should receive Joe’s flag. We all agreed that Neil
should receive it and if we couldn’t find Joe’s kin to give it
to, it should be flown over the VFW post until it was ragged
and ready for retirement.
We took seats and three young men in dress blues
marched abreast at half step, bearing a US flag folded like
a cocked hat, and a green velvet bag that symbolically contained the ashes of Joe and half a dozen other vets who
had no one there to represent them. We rose. Joe, the recruiter, saluted. I started to salute, but remembered I’m
just a ragbag civilian now, so I removed my hat instead.
The bearers placed the flag and bag on a bare metal table.
Wayne read the list of names. Joe MacDonald’s was last.
Neil took the fore and read a poem – the one beginning with something about “It’s not the reporter who gave
us the freedom of the press...” The National Guard honor
guard came forward and one man took up the flag, made
two 90-degree facing movements and handed it to the sergeant. You never do an about face while bearing the flag.
The sergeant and the other enlisted man carefully unfolded
the flag and held it up, fully spread with the blue field to
the left of the little audience.
They held the flag fully displayed for a few seconds
before refolding it with practiced ease. The three-man firing party to our right and out of sight, fired three volleys
with M14s – each volley so perfectly synchronized that it
sounded like a single loud crash. The bugler played Taps.
As the last mournful note faded, the sergeant of the honors
party knelt and presented the flag to Neil who was sitting
on a folding chair.
The three young men in dress blues marched away
around a wall. A half minute later, the sergeant returned
and handed Neil three expended, highly burnished M14
blank cartridges. Neil passed them to Pat, Mike and me.
Mine was still warm.
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“Well Done!” to the Oregon National Guard Honors
Program.
Although he largely lived alone, and certainly died
alone, Joseph William McDonald will now be surrounded
by fraternity. Hopefully, he is no longer a lost soul.
The next time you enter a national cemetery to visit
the grave marker of a friend or relative, be sure to reflect
on the unclaimed who are interred there. Each one had
their dreams and aspirations. They all started life with some
sort of family. Drafted or volunteering for military service, they stood and waited or served under fire to protect
first their buddies and maybe then some larger, vague notion of freedom and our way of life. When their time was
up, they walked away from the armed forces and drifted
away from their kin in the back eddies of the main current
of our society. Try to think kind thoughts of them.

Life. Just Play It Like a Song
A melody, a summer breeze.
Just play it like a song.
Do what you please; life at ease,
Seldom turns out wrong.
A good time, a mellow rhyme.
I’m gonna have some more.
Life is my key
And ability the door.
Just opened up, a fuller cup
It’s just a shade tree dream.
All my wants and desires
It’s easier it seems.
The rat-race, a sweaty face
Do I own my soul?
Today it seems, a million dreams
Yes, I’m in control.
A melody, a summer breeze
Just play it like a song.
Do what you please; life at ease
Seldom turns out wrong.
~ Spyder
I have dared and done, for my resting-place is found,The C
major of this life: so, now I will try to sleep” ~ Robert Browning
I still need more healthy rest in order to work at my best.
My health is the main capital I have and I want to administer
it intelligently. ~ Ernest Hemingway

The Captain’s Mirrors
By Jim Burnett

T

hey sailed around the world on an old three-masted
schooner,” she said. They were his shaving mirrors
onboard the ship. When the Captain retired, he gave them
as a gift to my sister Sade when she was still a teenager.
She treasured them for over fifty years. She left them to
me and now I give them to you,” said Grandma Myrta Mae
Frizzell, my paternal grandmother.
Last night, I was digging through boxes to find one of
my other old treasures, a book my mother bought me in
England while on a trip with her father. I wanted to show
the book to my granddaughter Sara. It is titled, Eight Sermons Preached at the Cathedral of St. Paul in London and
was published in 1721. In looking for the book, I found
another unopened box. I set it aside and just before I went
to bed, I opened it and rediscovered the Captain’s mirrors,
I carefully unwrapped and sat them on my desk.
This morning, as I moved them to the top of my piano,
looking into the mirrors, I was reminded of their brief story.
Then, as I was waiting for my overloaded computer to boot
up so I could “jot” down my thoughts, I dug through another found-box full of “popcorn.” Buried within the lumps
of styrofoam were seashells – the last remnants of onceliving creatures – a small starfish with the tip missing off
one of its arms, a variety of “clam” shells and sand dollars. Except for the sand dollars that were a gift from my
son, Curtis, I had scooped them up while exploring the
tide pools of the Oregon shore. The shells are now spread
out across my glass-topped desk awaiting my discovery of
their new home. As I write, Jonni is sitting behind me opening another box of paper-wrapped treasures - old bottles
my friend Jim Chronister and I dug up in our bottle hunting days. And behind me, there is also a tinkling and clanging of a variety of bells Jonni and I have collected in our
years together.
These are the stuff of fond memories… its nice to have
such things out and on display again. However, over time,
such things tend to become rather commonplace and
thereby lose a bit of their “magic.” I think we should periodically pack them up for awhile so that we can have the
pleasure later of rediscovering and stirring up memories
as we unpack them again.
What stories, I wonder, could those old mirrors tell…
each face reflected three times over, each visage displaying a moment’s mood or feeling, each one, a mask of hidden thoughts and memories. I like those old mirrors… each
time I look into them I see three perspectives of self. We
need such reflections I think, reminders of the many perceptions beyond that which normally “see.” I like the
thought of those old mirrors… Thinking of them I can easily imagine the salty old sea-captain, cold lather on his

“

wind-and-salt weathered face, looking into his oil lamplit reflection and with straight razor in hand, reaching up
to shave as the ship rolls in the ocean’s swell. At other
times I can see him pausing to look into the mirror to adjust the tilt of his braided captain’s hat before heading up
on deck. It is fun to have things that stir one’s imagination, magical things that remind us of others, distracting
our, all too often, self-centered preoccupation.
I think I will stop here, step across the room and gaze
into the captain’s mirrors again… I wonder what I shall
see …

Silent Herds
Before a story
the iridescent sky
is as calm as shadows,
then suddenly fills
with birds,
wave after raucous wave,
winging and calling
in the rush of flight
from winter marshes
to seed farms north
of Alvadore
to sit all day,
in silent herds
grazing the fescue.
~ Kevin Delay
This poem was inspired by the regular flights of geese over our home
on Clear Lake Road. We have lived out here for 10 years and are
constantly enthralled with the ever-changing tableau of land and
skyscape and wildlife activity. We run a small family-owned
woodworking business and I’ve been writing poetry for many years.
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Lambs
By Gene Conrad

S

pringtime in the country usually means calves and
lambs. Our second spring in Montana was no exception except that we were now living in the country and in
the process of building up the “mini-farm” that we had
been planning for the first 10 years of our marriage.
When we purchased the property the previous spring,
it was a nine-acre corner of a 160-acre alfalfa field. Its
amenities included a fence on two sides that looked like it
had been built when fences were invented, and an irrigation ditch that ran sort of diagonally through the property.
We started building in April and by November the outside
of the house was mostly finished and we had been living
in the house for several months.
The house was three bedrooms with two baths and a
daylight basement. The occupants included my lovely wife,
Julie, our wonderful children, Tasha and Brenden, and me.
We also had two dogs – Duke, a Lab/Retriever cross and
Ginger, a border collie and “something-else” breed who
decided to leave our neighbors and join our clan. Then,
there was Jake, the cat.
Now you need to understand that spring in Montana is
colder and snowier than the worst winter we remembered
in western Oregon, where Julie and I grew up. It was late
February, and we were still having blizzards and temperatures of -20F and wind chill, to boot.
One day at church, our friend Becky mentioned that
they were starting to lamb and they had a bum lamb. I
don’t remember the details, but either something had happened to the mother or it was too weak to make it on its
own – something like that. Notice that she called it a “bum”
lamb, as in “poor little pathetic beggar,” not a “bummer”
lamb which is what everyone who has had a “bum” lamb
calls them. Anyway, Becky wondered if we would be interested in having the poor little gal for free.
Julie and the kids were all for it. I was a bit skeptical.
Things like, “Where are we going to keep her?” was coming to mind. There was also the financial side to consider.
Bum lambs need formula and you need a bottle to feed
them. It is possible that there will be some vet bills at some
point. Julie and the kids all reassured me that there was
nothing to be concerned about, it would all work out.
Remember, now, that we didn’t have a barn and it was
blizzarding outside. The ground was bare in some places
and there were three-foot drifts in other places because the
wind was howling. What should this be telling you? Right.
The lamb would be in the house – the basement to be exact. We were going to have to come up with some kind of
a solution.
I looked at the space under the stairs. It was about four
feet by four feet and was enclosed on three sides. We lined
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the floor and walls with a tarp and hauled a bale of straw
in the back of our station wagon to line the floor. I used
some leftover materials from the house to make a gate
across the opening and – “Wa-La!” – the smallest barn on
the planet! – and easy access, too! We thought we were
pretty smart and were proud of ourselves for such a creative solution.
The little lamb arrived and, I have to admit, she was
pretty cute. She was some kind of a cross and had what
looked like big freckles on her face. I think it was Tasha
that suggested we name her “Angel” because she was so
adorable. We later decided that we had chosen the wrong
end of the spiritual spectrum.
Angel would start nudging anyone within range trying to find her next meal. And if she wasn’t eating or sleeping, she was “baa”-ing. We also noticed that when you put
milk in the noisy end, stuff started coming out of the stinky
end. And, if you fed them too much or too often they would
get what is called “scours.” I think it is called that because
of how hard you have to work to clean up the mess. Scours
is basically a condition of the digestive tract where the
food that goes into the front end is multiplied by a factor
of about 10 and ejected out the other end. If it is not brought
under control, the lamb will simply poop itself to death.
We quickly learned to be very careful in measuring out
the formula and feeding at regular intervals. Feeding every two hours worked pretty well because that gave you
just enough time to clean the bottle, clean up the lamb,
clean up the floor and other messes, then mix and re-heat
some more formula for the next feeding. We also found it
seemed to settle her digestion down if she was a bit hungry after each feeding. Unfortunately, a slightly hungry
lamb is also a very noisy lamb. And just because it is dark
out does not mean that they are no longer hungry.
A few days after getting the lamb and settling into the
around-the-clock feeding routine, Becky called.
“Hey!” she said, “We’ve been offered another lamb.
This one is a boy and he really needs help.”
What’s one more? After all, we already have the stuff,
the place and the excellent schedule, so why not? Lack of
sleep can really affect your ability to think logically. The
new lamb came that day and we decided to name him “Trigger.” He was pretty cute too. He settled right into the routine and those little buggers were growing really fast.
Word must have gotten out that there were some greenhorns taking bum lambs because our neighbor, Paul,
stopped by while I was at work one day and dropped off a
lamb.
“Every kid needs a lamb!” he said as he merrily left.
Every kid already had a lamb! What do we look like, a

sheep rescue service? This lamb was all black and we
named him “Shadow.” He was not a very strong or healthy
lamb, and his back feet kind of flopped around like flippers. We learned that the soil in this area is low in selenium and the floppy feet are a symptom of that. It wasn’t
long, though, and we had him doing well and his feet
straightened out.
Did I mention that the lambs were really growing? Of
course we couldn’t leave them cooped up in the “barn” so
they were allowed to roam the basement. Since there is no
door on the stairs, roaming the basement quickly turned
into roaming the house. Some people love to hear the pitter
patter of little feet, but when you have three baby
lambs frolicking through a house where the
floors are all wood and there is no carpeting, the pittering and pattering
becomes a pretty loud clittering
and clattering. Especially if you
get up to use the toilet in the
middle of the night and they
hear you and someone forgot to latch the gate.
It didn’t take long for
us to discover that keeping
livestock in the house can be
a real challenge. Julie is an excellent housekeeper and we all
worked hard to keep the house clean.
We were also learning to be flexible and
creative. For instance, Julie found that diapers worked pretty well to protect the house
from you-know-what. In fact, the technique was so effective that Tasha did a 4-H presentation called “How to Diaper a Lamb.” She received great reviews for that one and
everyone knew who the Conrad’s were.
Our dog, Ginger, stepped right into the role of surrogate mother. Early on, they decided that Ginger’s ears were
great pacifiers. She would stand there and let them suck
while looking at us with this slightly exasperated expression. The lambs were pretty quiet so we let them suck. She
also took it upon herself to introduce the lambs to the outdoors. She would stand at the back door to be let out and
when we did the lambs would follow her on a walkabout
around our property. We didn’t realize how bonded the
lambs were to the dogs until we got a note from our mail
lady that the dogs were teaching the lambs to chase cars!
During all this we were also still working on our house
trying to get it finished. We needed to close our construction loan and get a regular mortgage. Finally, the day came
and we arranged for an appraiser to come check out the
house.
I was at work when the knock came and Julie answered
the door to a very distinguished older man who introduced
himself as the appraiser. Julie described him later as a dis-

tinguished, white haired southern gentleman. No sooner
were his words of introduction out of his mouth when
“Baaa! Baaa!” clatter-clatter-clatter! And up came the
lambs from the basement – wearing their diapers, of course.
“Oh!” He said, “You have sheep!”
“Yes – just the three.” Julie tried to be real nonchalant
as the lambs made themselves comfortable on the couch.
The man composed himself and started checking out
the house, making notes and taking measurements. He
checked out the main floor and the upstairs bedrooms, then
it was time for the basement. He went down the stairs and
was confronted by a bale of straw and a couple of bales of
hay.
“Oh!” He said “You have hay!”
“Well, we do have to feed them” Julie said.
He then stepped a little farther into the
basement and rounded a corner where
the “barn” could be seen.
“Oh!” He said, and that’s
all he said.
Julie just smiled and nodded. I guess he must have decided to not mention any alternative uses, because the loan closed
without difficulty.
We finally did get fences up and
an outside barn built. We also bought a Suffix ewe that turned out to be a tremendous
start for Tasha’s flock. Her name was Carmel
and was a very sweet sheep. However, those
first bummers taught us a great deal about lambs and sheep.
Angel seemed to really resent being kicked out of the
house and took a real attitude toward us. She would chase
our kids and ram the other sheep.
Shadow turned out to be very friendly. We took him to
the 4-H Fair because he enjoyed people so much. His wool
was also very soft and silky and children especially liked
to pet him.
Trigger was my favorite of the three. It seemed like
most of the time I was home I was wearing my carpenter
apron with my hammer hanging from the loop. If he could
reach it he would come over and stand by me sucking on
the hammer head. Makes you feel a little silly to have a
175 lb sheep slobbering all over your hammer.
The sad thing was that all three of them had short lives.
Shadow died shortly after the fair and Trigger and Angel
died the next spring. We thought that not having a sheep
for a mom really put their systems at a disadvantage. But
we did feel that we had given them good care and love
and a pretty ritzy lifestyle for a sheep! Since then there
have been many lambs and several more bum lambs. However, you won’t find any of them wearing diapers and basking on the couch in the sunshine streaming through the
window.
April 2010
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Retreat: “Resting in Not Knowing”
By Karen Wickham

I

was decidedly hesitant about going. My last retreat had
not gone well. My meditation practice is sporadic and
mostly difficult. I have company coming, so surely I won’t
be able to work in a retreat, not this time. I don’t do well
with disconnection. I particularly abhor rules, i.e. “no talking.” I don’t know anyone who is going and don’t want to
drive for three hours by myself.
Alas, a ride was found. A woman welcomed my companionship on the drive. The teacher said he wasn’t big on
rules either and I was welcome to touch base with my partner by phone any time. The dates of the retreat fell exactly
between the dates of the two family visits. As the obstacles
melted, I felt a gentle wind pushing me from behind. My
intention for months has been to learn to live in the present
moment. “OK, I’ll go.”
Cloud Mountain Retreat Center is located in South
Central Washington. Invisible from the road, nestled on a
mountainside, shrouded in clouds, it is surrounded by a
jungle of trees, winding paths, rustic bungalows, ponds,
streams and an abundance of wildlife.
Gongs, bells and chimes measure out our time here.
Sumptuous vegetarian meals are served three times a day
to our little band of 15 retreatants, an unusually small, cozy
grouping for this retreat center.
We have agreed to remain silent for the duration of the
five-day retreat to give total attention to self-exploration.
We have consented to not converse or make eye contact
with other participants except for a time during the evening
teachings Then we are free to ask questions and engage in
some dialogue with the teacher. He welcomed us to meet
with him later, one on one, as needed, to help us go deeper
with our self-exploration. It is possible for some to feel
disconnected and isolated during this extended silence.
However, for me this time, I felt included in a community
of like-minded, seekers. At our last meeting on the fifth
day, all were invited to share with the group regarding our
retreat experience. Lots of connection and laughter powerfully bound us together at that time.
The environment at the Retreat Center is carefully calibrated to facilitate each participant a rare opportunity to
explore the inner workings of her or his mind. It is a meditation retreat. We sit in a large circle, facing each other
around the perimeter of a cathedral-type space, flooded
with natural light. Meditation sessions are scheduled for
early morning, mid-morning; afternoon and evening, For
our comfort, chairs, cushions, and blankets are provided.
We are asked to focus on our breath or a mantra for a halfhour followed by a walking meditation, circling the room,
concentrating intently on the movement of our body. This
is followed by another round of meditation, another of
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walking and so on. Each round begins and ends with the
arresting resonance of the gong. The sound vibrates silence long after it has been struck, beckoning us in or out
of our inner experience.
Prior and during our meditation practice, we may ask
questions of ourselves such as: “What just happened in
this moment? Where did my thoughts go just now? What
is my truth? What story did I attach to what just happened?
How can I quiet the incessant mental noise, we call thinking? How is it that I seem not to be in charge of my thinking, as if my mind had a mind of its own? So who is in
charge? Where does my mind generally go when it strays
from the meditation object (i.e. planning for the future,
ruminating over the past etc.)? What if I get trapped in a
flood of feelings likely followed by a downward spiral of
negative and self-critical thoughts? Who is the watcher?
Who am I, Really?”
This exploration does not require the usual intellectual inquiry but relies on the experience of moment by
moment watching the mind’s activity intently, as one would
watch a chess game while playing with a formidable partner. Relaxing attention could relinquish the game. Thinking is not living. Thought is not who I am. Normally I follow my mind, willy-nilly, meandering wherever it will take
me and winding up who knows where. Yes, of course, some
thought is very productive and necessary, even brilliant,
but many agree, thoughts are often repetitive, annoying
and useless.
By focusing on the breath or a mantra, one is consistently training the mind to stand still long enough to see
what truly is and how we fool ourselves into believing the
story we have fabricated, the story of I. We are encouraged to take the attitude of training the mind as if gently
training a scattered, rambunctious puppy. When the mind
wanders off, as it will countless times, we patiently but
insistently coach it back to the agreed-upon focus, breath
or mantra. We are training the mind to come back to this
present moment, the only moment we ever have.
In this retreat, watching my mind veer off yet again
and again, I realize I am a person who focuses primarily
on the future, a future I am planning for, looking forward
to or dreading, always rushing through the present moment to get there. In this mindset, I am hardly aware of the
present. The reality of my life is forfeited for a fleeting
and ephemeral thought: The future! This insight occasions
sadness, grief and remorse. My loss is profound.
By the third day, after hours of sitting and wishing I
wasn’t, trying to comprehend the incomprehensible, though
Todd, our teacher, made a valiant effort to guide us, I wondered why on earth I had come. I was weary of fighting to

stay awake hour after hour, nodding and fogging. My mind
had nothing to do, so, of course, it must be sleepy-bye time.
My brain was a war zone. I wondered how ever I was going to last two more days! Oh My!!
The fourth night Todd suggested that we make no more
effort. “Contemplate the effort being effortless,” He said.
“Simply relax and rest into not knowing. We have done
the practices.” (though at least one of us has done them
quite imperfectly) “We have focused on either the breath
or the mantra. We’ve practiced Choiceless Awareness,
noticing body sensations, sights, sounds, mental and emotional phenomenon as our focus. We have asked: ‘Who
am I really?’” (And one of us has taken copious notes regarding mostly seemingly nonsensical teachings and
quotes.) The teacher continues, “Now, tonight, I suggest
only this: without gong, specific posture, instructions or
prompts, without effort or striving, simply REST”.
I close my eyes, breathe deeply and immediately fall
into bliss. How can I describe the overwhelming sense of
peace and rightness of everything? Tears stream down my
face and again and again I simply and wordlessly say:
“Thank you, thank you, thank you.” Still escorting the
wayward thoughts back to their source, I feel joy and gratitude washing all over me. When the gong tones, I silently
leave the meditation hall with the others and climb towards
my little individual cabin for the evening, I just want to
hug somebody. Guessing hugs are off limits, I find an inviting tree and hug her. It seems to me she hugs me back,
like maybe she’s enjoying the closeness, too. Then I find
another tree, older and more buxom and I lean into her
strength and wise-knowing for a while. Even if its all a
dream or a bubble bursting into light in the morning, the
rapture is now. I know something. No, I don’t know anything at all and it doesn’t matter. I am “resting in not knowing,” and I feel very very loved, rocked in the arms of the
Beloved, thankful and ever so blessed! No doubt for this I
came on retreat.

To learn more about our returning contributors, check out their webpages on
the Groundwaters website at:

The Gorgeous Hussy
In Memory of Dorothy Jean
By Patrice Broome

T

he young girl in the portrait had a fiery mane of long
curly hair like an ancient Celtic princess. Her dark
brown eyes were a deep forest pool and they sparkled with
a roguish twinkle. The freckles on her nose were copper
pennies scattered on white silk and her cheeks were the
blushing pink of cameo apples. Her dimpled smile, showing teeth like her birthstone pearls, beckoned like a benevolent spirit with its welcoming greeting. She was wearing a bright yellow blouse, her
favorite color, and it was a
sun-kissed cloud.
I dreamed of her the
other night and when I did,
she had stepped out of the
portrait. Then she threw
back her head and gave a
merry laugh that tinkled
like a bell. Next, she began to dance like a yellow
rose in the soft summer
breeze. As she twirled
around, she took some of
her hair and held it over her
Dorothy Jean Meadows
nose and mouth like a veil.
Then she stuck out her tongue like a mischievous child
and laughed again before pursing her lips and making a
sound like a penny whistle. The dancing girl was a summer sprite as she kicked up her heels and ran across the
field of wildflowers. As she spun around, the sun turned
her hair into shimmering copper. Then she looked toward
me, gave a final laugh and her eyes shone with wonder
like a child’s. Finally, she extended her hand, blew a kiss
and waved as she danced toward the Light. She was a
June spirit who was finally released in November.

http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com

Rest is not idleness, and to lie sometimes on the grass under
the trees on a summer’s day, listening to the murmur of water,
or watching the clouds float across the sky, is by no means a
waste of time. ~ John Lubbock
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The Sweet Sauce of Labor
By Pat Edwards

G

reek historian, Plutarch, once said, “Rest is the sweet
sauce of labor.” I agree and believe that it is only
when we experience exhausting physical labor that we can
appreciate the sweetness of rest.
Now that I’m nearing my 70th year, I find myself thinking back over my life. I’ve always been a hard worker –
some of my work was physically hard, but much of it was
(and is) of the type that exercises the brain more than the
muscles. A short period of about two years in my youth,
however, seemed to be my most physically challenging
and one of the most rewarding periods for me.
I was born in Los Angeles and raised in various large
and mid-size towns during my childhood. These included
Lebanon, Eugene and Portland, Oregon; Eureka, California; and for a short time, Phoenix, Arizona. It was always
my dream, however, to live on a farm where I could have a
horse and experience the wide-open spaces that didn’t include paved streets and houses sitting so close to each other
that you could hear the neighborhood mothers calling their
kids in to dinner.
My long-held dream was answered in my sophomore
year in high school. My nomadic father, who moved us
every few years, decided that he, too, was ready to become a farmer. Up to that point, he had tried his hand as a
training tech for Douglas Aircraft during WWII, an electrician (providing the first wiring in some of the homes in
Lorane), a logger, a salesman of heavy equipment, an owner
of an International Harvester dealership and a commercial
fisherman. He had helped my grandparents on their farm
in Lorane for several years before I was born and for a
short time afterwards, so he was familiar with what it took
to be a farmer.
When he and our mother announced to my sister Barbara (B.J.) and I that we were buying a bean and strawberry farm outside of Lebanon, Oregon, we were ecstatic!
At the time, we lived on east 139th Street in Portland and I
was attending Parkrose Junior High School. Our older
brother, Jim, had already left home and had served a stint
in the U.S. Marines.
Midway through my sophomore year, we moved to our
new farm, located northeast of Lebanon. The Santiam
River, which provided the irrigation for the crops, flowed
along our western boundary. Compared to commercial
farms these days, it was a small farm... no more than 100
acres. The flat bottom land allowed us to plant 15 acres in
green beans each year in its fertile soil and there was a 5acre patch of strawberries on the bottom, gentle slope of
the hill below our house. We also planted about 5 acres of
winter squash and had approximately 30 acres of wheat,
oat and barley fields and pasture. The house and barns sat
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at the top of a small hill on about 5 acres of land. As soon
as the purchase was finalized, my father signed a contract
to sell all of the fruit and vegetable crops that we raised to
Flavor-Pak, an Albany cannery. In exchange, they provided
us a “rep” who made frequent visits to advise us in all
things – the “how-tos” and time-lines for preparing the
ground, planting, fertilizing, spraying, weeding and harvesting.
B.J. and I immediately began petitioning our parents
for horses, but because money would be tight for awhile,
we were told we’d have to wait. Fortune shone down upon
us, however, when an ad appeared in the Capital Press
seeking someone who would be willing to board two horses
for their use. Soon, we moved Rocket and Topper into the
pasture below the huge three-story dairy barn. Our dream
had indeed come true!
Did I mention “labor” at the beginning of this story? I
know that it seems I got sidetracked, but all of the preceding was meant to set the stage for what was to come next.
While B.J. and I settled into school – she, at the little
“eight-grades-in-one-room” Griggs Elementary School,
down the road, and I at the considerably larger Lebanon
Union High School, Daddy put on his farmer hat in earnest. While the fields were too wet to plow, he tightened
fences, worked on fixing the stalls for the horses, fenced
areas for the geese and built a coop for the chickens. B.J.
and I had our own chores – feeding the menagerie and
helping Mama with the house. In those days, I was mainly
the “outdoor worker” and B.J. was the “inside help”... It
shows! I’ve never had a “neat-as-a-pin” house, but in those
days, I loved working outside where I could be close to the
animals.
When Spring arrived, Daddy and Grandpa Smith, who
with Grandma, came to spend the summer with us in their
travel trailer, spent their days on the tractors, fertilizing,
spraying and tilling between the rows of strawberries and
working the rest of the ground for the crops that they would
later plant. When I got home from school each day, I
changed clothes, grabbed a lightweight hoe, and headed
for the strawberry field where I chopped down the tender
beginnings of weeds that the tiller had missed before they
got too much of a head start. For the ones that grew too
close to the precious berry plants, I got down on hands and
knees and pulled them manually.
As the fruit began to ripen and the days progressed,
our work became more intense. The weeds began to grow
faster and bigger and I was having a hard time keeping up
with them, so the whole family spent whatever time they
could to help.
For the strawberries, we depended on local people to

help pick the crops. We didn’t have our own crop bus, so
when the berries neared the time when they would have to
be picked, we held our breaths, hoping to have enough
help. On the day we began picking the first strawberries,
enough local people arrived in response to the ad that we
placed in the newspaper to fill our need for workers. Most
were mothers and children, earning money for school and
the necessities of life. Others were there to enable them to
buy the horse or take the vacation they always dreamed of having.
Each day, a steady flow of
the luscious red berries were
brought to the check-in station
that Mama ran as the carriers
were filled. I worked alongside
our other pickers, gently twisting the berries off their stems as
the cannery required, and at the
end of each day, my fingers were
stained bright red and the knees
and seat of my jeans were
crusted with dirt and mud. It was
Daddy (Jim Smith) in
hard, hard work, bending over, the beanfield.
crawling and scooting along the
ground to retrieve the sweet berries hiding behind the
huge green leaves. B.J., who was in fifth grade, tried
picking for awhile, but she ended up starting berry
fights with the kid in the next row or sat eating berries
instead of putting them into her carrier. She was soon
“promoted” to being our house worker and was put to
work helping Grandma prepare meals and keep the
house clean.
After the berry season ended, Mama spent her days
with the normal chores of cooking and cleaning, but in
addition, she was in charge of cleaning and preparing our
migrant cabins for what we hoped would be families arriving to help with the bean harvest. In those days, the
local farmers depended on the seasonal workers who moved
from one crop to another throughout the spring and summer. Most began picking early crops in California and then
gradually worked their way to Oregon for the beans. When
those were harvested, they moved on to Washington for
the apples. Most had a regular pattern they followed and
returned to the same farms each year. In those days, they
were mainly poor white families who made their livings
from picking the crops. In the late 1950s, before children
were no longer allowed to work in the fields, whole families would labor to bring in as much as they could. Fathers, mothers and the older children worked full days; the
younger ones worked for shorter periods, but when they
tired, they were allowed to play quietly at the ends of the
rows. Mothers took breaks occasionally to breast feed their
babies under the shade of the trees that usually lined the

fields on at least one side and the whole family joined her
there for a lunch break where they ate the food that she
packed that morning.
We had three connected cabins on our farm. They were
single-room bunkhouses and each had unadorned plank
floors and walls, a hot plate, a sink with running water, a
100-watt light bulb in the ceiling for light and several bunk
beds. There was a bathroom with a shower at the end of
the row of cabins for all to use.
While I worked in other areas of the farm, Mama, B.J.
and Grandma cleaned and scrubbed and tried to make the
cabins as livable and comfortable as possible. The migrants
brought their own sleeping bags, so sheets and bedding
were provided only as a backup,
if needed. The families were reMama (Ruth Smith)
sponsible for their own “houseweighing sacks of
beans
keeping,” but Mama always
wanted to have them start with a
clean environment.
Our first cabin was prepared
earlier than usual, however. As
soon as school was out, a mother
and her teenaged son arrived to
work during the strawberry season. Unlike the other families we
were expecting for bean harvest,
however, the woman, Mrs.
Boyles, was a high school teacher
in Coos Bay and she had contacted us a couple of weeks earlier about coming to spend the
summer on our farm so that her
son, Bobbie, could learn how to work.
After strawberry season ended and while we were waiting for the beans to ripen, there was still much work to do.
My summer days that first year were filled with helping to
hand-string the beans, moving irrigation pipe and doing
lots and lots of hoeing on the 15-acre bean field. Despite
the fact that we were allowed to spray herbicides in those
days, we still had a lot of pigweed and morning glory to
contend with. I became browned with the best farmer’s
tan anyone could want and my remaining baby fat melted
away. I was never happier or healthier in my life than I
was on that farm!
It was not all work, though. There were times when
B.J. and I took time off to literally jump onto the backs of
Rocket and Topper. We didn’t have saddles, so we always
rode bareback on the well-worn trails along the river bank
and around the fields. We sometimes rode the horses a
mile or so down Brewster Road to visit my best friend or
to venture down other roads in the area to see where they
led. To us, those rides were our well-deserved rest from
the work we did on the farm.
A few days before bean harvest was scheduled to beApril 2010

Groundwaters

21

gin, our first family of migrants arrived – a mother, a father and two teenaged sons. Then, another family with
younger children moved into the last cabin. Both families
had worked for the previous owners and had returned to
help with our harvest. Though obviously poor, the families were close and loving. The children were polite and
respectful of their parents and they had a certain discipline that you don’t see much in today’s youth.
When picking began in the bean fields, the experienced
hands of the migrant workers showed the rest of us what
work really was. I thought I was able to fill my bean bucket
pretty fast, but no matter how fast I picked, all but the
youngest kids had their buckets full before I did.
In those days, the beans were pole beans, which climbed
five-foot high wire and string. The bottom beans ripened
first, so much of the earlier picking was done close to the
ground and progressed higher with the second and third
pickings. We each had a metal five-gallon bucket and a
large cloth sack. When we filled the bucket, we poured the
beans into the sack until it was full. Then, we drug the
sack up to the front of the rows where Mama was running
the check-out station. She weighed the sack of beans from
a portable hanging scale, recorded it on the person’s bean
card on which she kept a tally of their day’s weight and
then dumped the beans into a large wooden box that, when
full, would be loaded by tractor onto the back of the farm
truck for transport to the cannery.
There was a lot of camaraderie in the fields. A lot of
local adults and children came to work for us – even some
of my high school friends. We talked, joked and sang songs
across the rows of beans. Occasionally, a bean fight would
break out, but for the most part, we worked.
Frequently, our reward for our hard day’s labor was
going back to the house, showering, eating a hearty dinner
– usually prepared by Grandma – and then wandering out
to the picker’s cabins where a fire was usually burning in
the firepit. We joined the migrant families and Bobby and
Mrs. Boyles around the fire, drinking ice cold lemonade
and visiting. Soon, one of the teenaged boys, Jerry Bean
(yes, that was really his name!) got out his guitar and began to sing all of the popular Ricky Nelson and Elvis
Presley songs that I loved. He was good! and I soon developed a huge crush on him. I know that my response to him
worried my parents, but our friendship remained just that...
a friendship. To me, though, it was so cool to have someone serenade me and tatoo my first name onto his arm
with a sterilized sewing needle and India ink! – I wonder
if he still carries that faint memory of me?
Rest. It means different things to different people, but
for me, it means the special rewards we allow ourselves at
the end of a hard day’s work... horseback rides, friends,
singing around a campfire, ice cold lemonade. It doesn’t
always have to mean idleness... to me, “rest” means enjoying the life that you’ve earned through your own hard
work... It truly is the “sweet sauce of labor!”
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My House
By Jo-Brew

M

y house is full of things that glow, flicker or flash in
the night and things that blink, beep, whirr and buzz.
They’re all the machines that run my house. The kitchen
alone has the microwave, the range, and the coffee maker
that all tell time in glowing numbers, yellow, red and orange. (They don’t agree.) In addition, the microwave is a
nag and the coffee maker too efficient. If I don’t get to the
microwave within thirty seconds of when it’s assignment
is finished, it beeps at me and continues to beep at regular
intervals until I open the door. Irritating! The coffee maker
groans, growls and gurgles and then turns itself off whenever it decides it’s done, while I wouldn’t mind coming
back for another cup a half an hour later, if it was hot.
It’s not just those things that glow, beep and glimmer
twenty-four seven. The outlet closest to the sink has a
steady red light, the smoke detectors flash green. Each
room in the house has it’s own range of signals and colors. The surge protector for the computer glows blue, the
phone flashes red for messages and green for none. The
bank of boxes that run the internet connection have a lot
of glowing lights, yellow, green and orange, and every
once in awhile the computer or the printer whirs or creaks.
The television always seems to have one red light and one
green, I don’t know what they mean. The cell phone chirps
when it needs recharging, buzzes when I have a text message, and plays a song when it’s a voice message. My husband has one that behaves differently. I spend an inordinate amount of time trying to trace the meaning of flickering lights or strange sounds. It’s probably a good thing the
machines take care of most other things, I’m too bemused
to do the work.

Nurses
We give our thanks to the nurses in white.
They’re a great group of ladies
Serving us day and night.
We wish them well in their days ahead,
and pray that their sickness, is short-lived in bed.
Thanks a lot, gallant ladies.
We were safe in your care, and may God
always bless you, is our fervent prayer.
~ LaVern Stinson
LaVern Stinson currently is living in Chicago. He grew up in the Portland
and Grand Ronde area. His mother was Ida Ham of the Ham family
for which Ham Road between Lorane and Creswell was named.

Reflections

The Grist Mill

The moon reflects me in her aired fairness
Sitting alone viewing a world of tranquility
Inside turmoil boils as heated water
An ancient echo reverberates in my heart
Turning me inside out of myself
Silence in shadows of my thoughts dwells within
In separation of you I am a drift no ground beneath me
Weightless no gravity to grip in a downward fall

To the streamside mill walks the miller;
a nightly ritual is begun again by the miller.

Even in darkness my imperfections glare at me
Is it only in dreams we find our perfection?
Or is it in the beautiful creation of someone’s words?
In the look of another’s liquid black eyes
I see myself in you yet I fear the loss of your spirit
I draw a sharp breath in remembrance of you
A tear quiet travels to fall upon cold flesh
A trail of warmth it leaves in emotions

Dust stirs; hungry hopper devours wheat,
tumbling down, stone ground by the miller.

Emptiness felt in the bustle of activity … life
To you my mind wafts in irregular moments
Your face is an image engraved upon my very soul
A profusion of nerve endings burning reminiscent of
your touch
In movement I rise to walk grass crunches beneath
From a distance I move toward you
In freedom comes my love a heart forever bound to
you
To only you I belong no other …
~ Mia A. Narayan

Jim’s grist mill hums; hopper’s never empty;
another five hundred pounds has been ground by the
miller.
~ Jim Miller

The lone worker rattles the old lock with his key
while a haunting tune is whistled by the miller.
The door opens; machinery is prepared;
sacks of wheat grain are opened by the miller.

Round and round spins stone and wheat crushing;
Barrel catches flour, watched by the miller.
With his nose to the grindstone all night long
this fine flour’s quality is graded by the miller.

True silence is the rest of the mind; it is to the spirit what
sleep is to the body, nourishment and refreshment. ~ William
Penn
Take rest; a field that has rested gives a bountiful crop. ~ Ovid
Rest is for the weary, sleep is for the dead.” ~ Doctor Who

Voices of Concern
Lying quietly in my bed
I go crazy in my head
Repeating conversations past,
Rehearsing ones enough to last
A day, a week, a month, a year –
Spinning dreams of dreams I fear.
Planning acts for days to come
Allowing fantasy for some.
Confusion reigns, I get mixed up.
My jumbled thoughts can’t be fixed up.
Then daylight comes and makes it clear
That talk is not all life holds dear,
For what I see and do is real
According to the way I feel
And it’s alright if you impart
That you have a loving heart.
A Woman’s Book of Writings
~ Elizabeth Tyler Brown
April 2010

Groundwaters

23

I Am the Poet
I am the common thread that has bound all of human kind down through the ages.
I have plied my trade since the dawn of man.
I strive to avoid the undue influence of race, gender, creed, prejudice and similar afflictions of the flesh.
I Am the Poet,
My life’s mission is to inspire my peers to think for themselves and ponder that which they take for granted.
Not what to think or when or why, just to think and to ask questions and seek answers.
One who thinks always has a choice, be it good or bad is irrelevant, a choice is a choice.
I Am the Poet,
My verse is etched in stone, scribed on bark, wood, paper, and lost in cyberspace.
I am cheerful, morose, quiet, raucous, polite, obnoxious, studious, and aloof all at the same time.
I recognize no borders, I migrate at will through the open minds of all people.
I Am the Poet,
I am The Bard, The Balladeer, The Minstrel, The Story Teller, The Cowboy, The Town Drunk, The Addict, I am Royalty,
The Down Trodden, The Young, The Old, The Living, and The Dead.
I am Shakespeare, Poe, Emerson, Thoreau, Whitman, Frost, Service, I am you, I am me, I wish to remain anonymous
for I am nobody.
I Am the Poet,
I have borne the bane of complexity and progress, known the gift of simplicity and have learned the wisdom of silence.
I am The Philosopher, The Scholar, The Student, The Teacher, The Village Idiot.
I have known cold hearth, lean larder, thin soles, patched garments, bare walls and sleepless nights.
I Am the Poet,
As my belly felt the gnawing pangs of hunger my soul dined on a repast fit for kings.
I stand in awe of the insanity of Man Kind as its collective soul cries out in vain.
I have scorned the hallowed institutions of higher learning, they gall me with their pomposity and arrogance.
I Am the Poet,
I know all too well the joys of callused hands, bent back, constant pain, the sting of sweat and the taste of my own blood.
I contemplate infinity, eternity, time, space, creation, evolution and my own mortality.
I have seen it all in a terrifying vision but cannot share it for reasons I don’t and can’t understand.
I Am the Poet,
I pray my words will inspire others to do better long after I have completed the Earth bound leg of my journey.
I see myself as no better or worse than any soul, past, present, or future, just a little different.
~ Michael Joseph Barker

This poem was originally written as a tribute to my poetic mentor, Robert W Service, who found his niche writing of the Yukon Gold Rush in 1898.
But, I think in hindsight, it should be for all who take the time and effort to indulge in the arts.
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Who Would Believe It?
By Rachel Rich

S

ometimes the most ridiculous things happen. Yet despite disbelief, you have to react.
It was a peaceful day on the Siuslaw River. Sliding the
drift boat into the calm, we talked salmon fishing: who
caught how many? where? and with which lure? We could
almost taste the grilled steaks. Mmmm... How about salmon
fillets rolled in Italian breadcrumbs, then fried? Say, have
you tried chopping up lemon thyme, adding it to olive oil
and then brushing the mixture onto salmon? Works with
fresh rosemary as well. It’s to die for.
We anchored the boat and set up poles, threading eyes,
tying swivels, then adding the hook and leader we prepared the night before. Our bait was fish roe cured at home.
By the way, after finding cured roe stinking up the fridge,
I put my foot down. So we set up a separate icebox in the
garage, just for fish and bait. What else you’ll find out
there is another story. Remember the dead cat we took home
to bury?
Anyway, after deciding who would get which quadrant of the boat to fish from, we cast our lines into the
river. I had the bow. KC sat facing right, while Steve took
the left. As I watched my line settle off the end of the pole,
something strange happened.
Directly in my line of sight a drama unfolded. A fellow climbed into his red SUV to back boat and trailer down
the ramp. But when the trailer submerged, he didn’t stop.
Instead, man, truck and trailer all slid into the river and
disappeared, leaving nothing but a wake.
I raised the alarm. But when Steve and KC turned
around, they just looked at me blankly. Obviously they
hadn’t seen it. As I blurted out the story, we ripped out the
anchor and yanked in our poles, racing for shore. The way
Steve rowed, you’d think the Siuslaw had sharks.
Oaring up next to the boat ramp, we peered down deep
into the river. Sure enough, there was a red SUV sending
bubbles to the surface. We yelled at the other boaters to
stay back, so the man wouldn’t get run over to add to his
troubles. Everyone looked at us like we were nuts, shaking their heads and just staring at each other. They seemed
to need confirmation from others before they’d believe.
Out of thirty-some boats no one reacted. Not one.
Wasting no more time talking, Steve prepared to jump
into the river. He’s a good swimmer, but I’m not.
I kept yelling and waving my arms, motioning people
back. I looked into the water where the blotch of red receded. “Don’t put your boat in here! There’s a man and his
truck down there!” Suddenly the fellow popped up.
Steve dragged him to shore, while I dialed 911. We all
sat down in the dirt with him, as he puffed and gasped,
trying to wheeze out his words. He was a heavy-set man,
so I was scared to death he’d die of a heart attack from the

shock of it all. We peeled off his excess wet clothes, covering him with our coats, as he shivered uncontrollably.
The story goes, he’d gotten ready to back up his rig,
leaning out the door to watch the trailer straighten. Without looking, he’d grabbed the gear to shift into reverse.
Then the knob came off in his hand! The truck stayed in
neutral and just slid into the water! Fortunately with the
door open, he didn’t have to break the window, as he admitted he wouldn’t have fit through the opening anyway.
So he just popped out!
Steve called 911 again, explaining to the Sheriff the
man was ashore and probably OK, but they would need to
bring divers and trailer to drag boat and truck from the
river. It was almost funny listening to the exchange as the
Sheriff struggled to take it all in. “You mean…? Are you
saying…? Yes, I mean… Yes, I’m saying…”
Then we handed over our phone so the poor fellow
could call his wife. As the guy stammered out his story, it
was both painful and hilarious. Can you imagine explaining how you lost truck, trailer and boat all at once? Wisely,
he emphasized he was all right. That was the most important point.
Later that day we glanced up the road just in time to
see the Sheriff’s dive boat followed by a tow-truck. There
was the red SUV - with water gushing out the sides and
river debris flying everywhere. Moss, sticks and sand
splatted the cars behind. We saw it with our own eyes. Yet
we still giggled, shaking our heads. Who would believe it?

Cosanti Windbells, Arcosanti Project, an experimental town
in the high desert of Arizona. Photo taken by Jim Burnett.

Sometimes the most urgent thing you can possibly do is take a
complete rest. ~ Ashleigh Brilliant
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Love on the Lost Continent: An Atlantis Mystery
By Jennifer Chambers

A

bby squelched her way into the ocean, her toes gripping the mixture of gritty sand and rock that made up the
beach off the Pacific Coast of Oregon. Bitterly cold water
splashed up the leg of her snug dry-suit. She took a deep breath,
signaled with a wave to her companion, and walked further in
the water until she was submerged to her shoulders.
Today would be the day, she was sure of it.The day she had
proof that the lost continent had drifted here. She cleared the
water from her mask and put it on, tucking her long dark hair
underneath. The hood over her head cut her off completely
from the outside world, except for Max.
“Hey! You ready?” The voice that came from the state-ofthe art speaker embedded in the fabric of her hood was cultured and deep, but hoarse with excitement.
Speak of the devil, she thought, rolled her eyes, and smiled,
though it would have been hard for Max to see. “I just got in.
Give me a second.” They were in a sheltered inlet off the edge
of Max’s family’s beach property. The Burch’s owned a lot of
oceanfront property; it made being an amateur oceanographer
pretty all right, in Abby’s opinion.You never had to apply for
permits when you owned the joint. And Max’s family owning
the outdoor company helped, too. She had never had such good
quality gear. All her years putting herself through school at
Oregon State’s Marine Biology program did not translate to
much more than the used equipment from the Chum Bucket
off SpongeBob.
Max radioed ahead to the boat that was waiting for them a
mile or so offshore. “Spotted Owl, we’re goin’ out.” The plan
was for the two of them to explore the deep hole that suddenly
opened a half-mile off this piece of coast.Wild rumor and local
Native American legend had it that Atlantis was moored somewhere in this area.
The Burch family boats had monitored it at 800 feet, so
their goal today was to go as deep as they dared. Max worried
a little about exactly how far Abby would go. He caught a glimpse
of her ahead of him in the water, as comfortable here as a shapely
dolphin, almost frolicking as she swam deeper. Maybe at the
end of this journey he could tell her how he felt.
The searing cold sensation was at first hard to discriminate
from the sensation of being burned, but Abby no longer felt it.
Her only direction was the sea, deeper and deeper. The grey
filtered light was like a black and white photograph filled in
with the occasional burst of color like a child’s marker, electric
blue and orange and green. She looked behind her to see if Max
was keeping up and had a sudden flash of guilt. This was her
quest he had taken on.Whether it was in respect for their life26
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long friendship, newly rekindled after he’d returned from college in the East, or out of pity for the orphan girl he used to
know, she didn’t know. She blinked away sudden moisture, and
pushed a piece of seaweed out of the way.
They were entering a deep cave-like area and the seaweed
flowed around them like a curtain. Max took Abby’s hand and
helped her through the giant mass and they were suddenly surprised by a school of Coelacanths. Five feet long, light blue
with mauve markings, the fish had vicious looking snaggly teeth,
pop eyes, and a ridged ruffle around their heads. More frightening, though, was the pair of six-inch legs the coelacanths were
using to walk on the side of the corals in the mouth of the cave.
They were walking fish, complete with fins.
She gripped his hand and whispered into the microphone
in her hood. “Dinosaur fish. They haven’t been seen off this
coast since 1938.” The Coelacanths ignored the humans, and
never paused their walk over the coral, single-minded in their
indeterminate mission.
Once he found his voice, Max couldn’t help but whisper
too. “They thought those things were the missing link.” Their
fins moved to assist the massive fish just as a goldfish’s might,
rippling in the currents, but he could not keep his eyes off the
legs. Or the small talons that tipped their toes.The group of fish
– it must have been ten of them – was almost past. He wished
he could hold more than Abby’s hand when the last fish rolled
an eye towards them, then walked away.
She gently shook off his hand and reached for the still camera at her waist belt. “Can you believe it?” Her tone was awed,
and she followed the Coelacanths with her eyes until hey had
disappeared into the cave. “I know the video-camera’s on,” she
tapped her goggles, “but I had to get some shots in. My God! I
can’t even think about what this means right now.”
A crackle came from the monitor above. “Max? Abby? I
saw it all... c…c… Coelacanths.” Spotted Owl sounded as
shocked as they felt. “Like the old ones told us.”
Max grinned through his mouthpiece. “Can anyone say
Jacques Cousteau Award?”The dinosaur fish were legend, their
purpose and function unknown. Scientists had been searching
for a live specimen for eighty years.
Abby frowned at him, and turned back to see what lay
ahead.They were balanced on the edge of the drop-off crevice
in the sea floor. A group of small fish was a cloud of silver directly in front of them. “Wow! Inter-fish highway here.”
They waited until the fishy storm had passed, and then held
hands again. “We good?” Max asked Abby, who nodded as they
stepped flippered feet into uncharted territory.
(to be continued...)

Life
Life is like a journey, riding on a
train, with a pair of travelers, at each window pane.
Should I sit beside you all the journey
through, or I might sit elsewhere, never knowing you.
But if life should mark me to sit by
your side, let’s be pleasant travelers, as it’s so
short a ride.
Life is forever a challenge and meeting
it makes us great.
And just as surely in our groping,
perverse and blundering fashion
We shall go on challenging, because that
is the way we are made.
It isn’t the summit that matters, but
the fight for the summit.
Not the end of life, but life itself.
~ LaVern Stinson

A Flower
Have you really thought about a flower?
It’s beauty, perfection; beyond man’s imagination.
The delicacy, but yet so durable
Will withstand man’s negligence and Nature’s elements
From the lowly dandelion to the exotic orchids
Each with its own specialized purpose
And built-in protection for survival.
This is all deliberate, you know.
For God made Heaven and Earth
And all living things upon it and it was good.
~ Jessie Stinson
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Cookin’ With Jen

I

was lucky enough recently to come into a huge crumbling
stack of old cookbooks and regional recipe books.These
came by way of my mother, from my grandmother and greatgrandmother, who saved each piece of paper from each
household accessory they’d ever bought. It was a treat to
look at some of the first “Presto” pressure canner cookbooks
that doubtless came with the long-ago purchase of said
appliance.
One of the most fun finds was a large paperbound book
called Into The Chapman Freezer - And Out, from 1946. It’s
hard to overestimate the importance of the freezer to
modern food technology and convenience, but in 1946 the
regulation of freezer technology made it a novelty that could
then be afforded for many households instead of the lucky few.
Take this quote from Chapman for example:
“News Item: Bridgeport, Conn., Sept 1944- Here is food for
thought about the vast possibilities of freezing foods other than
those we’ve generally heard talked about. Somewhere along the way
between the chairman, the foods committee, and the caterer employed
to supply the 1000 tea sandwiches for the opening meeting… the
date for their September Tea got mixed up.The caterer delivered her
order of 1000 tea sandwiches on time – in plenty of time, in fact –
just ten days before the tea was to take place. Bedlam reigned until
two club members who were experienced with freezing… remembered
a freezer which might be available for keeping the “made” sandwiches
until tea time ten days later… They were served, and none but the
foods committee were aware that the sandwiches had been made ten
days earlier – by mistake.”
Another booklet in the stack was the Food Pageant Cooking
School: Foods on Parade, which bore a handwritten notation
from my grandma in 1950. It includes a back fly-leaf titled
“For Men Only” that is instructions on carving (I opened it
anyway!) In this spring season, I thought I’d share this recipe
from the Food Pageant Cooking School.
Lamb Shoulder Roll
5 to 6 lb. Rolled Lamb Shoulder
Salt and Pepper
Season. Place on rack in open roasting pan. Insert meat
thermometer so that bulb reaches center of thickest part.
Do not add water. Do not cover. Roast in slow oven (300
degrees) allowing 40-45 minutes per pound. Turn roast
during cooking for even browning. 10 to 12 servings.

My great-grandfather owned the first Ford car dealership
in Gilroy, California, and in the stack of books were copies
of the Ford Treasury of Favorite Recipes from Famous Eating Places,
(Simon and Schuster, New York, 1950).
This recipe is from The Dorchester House Restaurant,
which was in a 1929 building on the historic register. The
research I’ve done shows that the Dorchester, on Highway
101 near Oceanlake, on the coast, is now a retirement
community. Here’s their Ford Treasury entries:
Crab Louie
Line a plate or platter with lettuce leaves. Fill in center with
shredded lettuce. Add desired number of portions of crab
meat.Top with Louie Dressing, sprinkle with chopped eggs,
a ripe olive, crab legs, green pepper strips, tomato slices
and a lemon wedge.
Louie Dressing
To a quart of salad dressing add 1 cup chili sauce; ½ c. each
chopped egg, chopped celery and chopped ripe olives. Mix
and chill.
Clam Chowder
Sauté 1 c. diced onion and 1 c. diced celery in a little butter.
Boil 1 c. diced potatoes. Combine sautéed onions and celery
with the boiled potatoes. Add to the vegetables 1 c. chopped
clams, 1 - no. 2 can tomatoes (1 - 14.5 oz can) and 3 c.
chicken or beef broth. Bring to a boil, not too hard, and
thicken slightly with a butter roux. Let simmer 5 minutes.
Serves 8.

Enjoy... and Happy Spring!

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

May Day
May 1, 1952

T

he Mayflower was a small ship in comparison to modern day boats; but it was filled with many wonderful
things – one item did not actually take any cargo space;
but for many years meant much to us – the May basket
custom handed down from the Pilgrims. I wonder if the
idea originated from the name of the boat or visa versa.
In some parts of the world, May Day is greeted with
riots and demonstrations of might and brutality; but I am
glad that May 1st in our country is usually heralded by the
soft ringing of the door bell and a lovely basket of Spring
flowers.
This custom is somewhat fading; but still has memories of my childhood when I worked for days fashioning
pretty paper baskets and picking flowers (sometimes forbidden) and then joyfully surprising our neighbors. Think
what a joy it must be to some lonely old lady or forgotten
spinster to be remembered with a bouquet of flowers... and
what a delight it is to youngsters to find a precious basket
on their doorstep?
The good things of life are the little ones and the May
basket is such a wonderful herald of neighborliness and
friendship taught to youngsters in a pleasurable way, it is a
shame it is disappearing from the American scene.
My children have grown past the May basket age and
the youngsters in our neighborhood seem not to know of
this lovely quaint custom; so the first of May is merely a
date on the calendar.
To remember, I always try to pick a special bouquet
for this occasion and take some flowers to someone I know
who will especially enjoy them; and I don’t think any of
my kinfolk came over in the Mayflower.

The Buccaneer Ship
By Hannah Edwards

O

ne day a young girl named Gillan got a hook for a
hand, a peg for a leg, and an eye patch for an eye,
because she loved pirates so much! So one day she decided she wanted to be a pirate, so... a day later she got
some wood and started to build a boat. And when she was
done she sailed across the ocean and wanted to be a scubadiving pirate! So when she got to the bottom of the ocean,
she saw a shark, it was coming closer and closer. She tried
to swim away, but it kept getting closer and closer. And
when it finally got to her she was on land. She said, “Thank
you, Thank you, Thank you!”
And when she looked back, the shark was pushing the
boat back to her, so the shark became her pet. And one day
she decided to name the ship The Buccaneer Ship. And
they lived happily ever after!
The End

Hannah Edwards is the 9 year old daughter of Rob and Kim Edwards
of Creswell. She is also the granddaughter of Pat and Jim Edwards of
Lorane and Darlene Mack of Veneta. She wrote her story for a school
assignment as an 8 year old.

By Marjorie Hays
(Thanks, Helen Winberg and Haysel Pankey
for sharing the diary of Marjorie Hays!)

“The Battle at Sea” by Riley Chambers, age 10

The Dreamer
The Dreamer wishes on a star
And vacations on the moon.
Happy, wonderful dreams they are –
Dreams that won’t come true soon.
A dreamer dreams of dragons
Of witches, ogres and thieves.
He lives upon the pink cloud
Of everything make-believe.
So when the Dreamer makes a wish
He falls into a sleep,
And all his dreams – they come true
Through pure magic they do creep.
The deep slumber of the Dreamer
So perfect that when he wakes
Those dragons, ogres, witches and thieves
To the Dreamer were not fake.
So Petty Reader when you read stories
Do not forget the Dreamer’s dream
For the Dreamer creates the world.
His imagination is more real than it seems
Apple Blossoms in Spring by Linsey Kau

~ Alyksys Lename

The Dream
The Dream that every child,
The poorest of them all,
Will have a full stomach, a home and love.
What they lack is Man’s pitfall.
Dr. King had the Dream
That his four little children one day
Would live on this earth in equality –
That is what he had to say.
Now he is dead – not forgotten,
And the only way he could truly be gone,
Is if we on Earth have forgotten
What he and others dream of the dawn.
For in the morning of tomorrow,
Or a hundred years from now,
The Dream could come true –
If only Mankind would allow.
~ Alyksys Lename
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Stereo Optics by Nick DeAngelo

~ Nick DeAngelo
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Community News
Saturday, April 10, The community of Fern Ridge is having an Easter Egg Hunt. Go to the park on Broadway at
10:00 am for a free hunt for all area children! Call Veneta
City Hall for more information.
The Veneta Elementary School Auction is Saturday, April
10, from 5:00 to 8:00 pm. The “Hoedown Showdown” is
a fundraiser for school programs, field trips, and school
improvements. There will be a silent and live auction,
pulled pork plates available for purchase, and even a dessert auction. Admission is free.
Saturday, May 8, the fifth annual Fern Ridge Wings and
Wine Festival will be held at Domaine Meriwether Winery in Veneta. The annual festival celebrates the local birds
of the area with bird and nature walks, workshops and
canoe trips as well as tastings from the winery. Visit
http://www.wingsandwinefestival.com for registration and
more information.
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 pm. Lorane students may
ride the bus to Half Days. All students must be picked up
by parents at 3:00 pm 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.
Upcoming classes
Friday, April 9:
• Origami
• Silk Painted Scarves
Tessa Baune will help students write fortunes that will be
folded into tiny origami star and heart boxes while Karen
Sharkey assists students making silk painted scarves.
Friday, May 6:
• Woolen Felt Balls
• Sun Painting on Fabric
Children will get their hands wet creating woolen felt balls
with teen artist Clair Shepherd while Teri Robertson
teaches fabric painting using the sun to develop the paint
colors. For more information: http://www.ruralartcenter.org
Chateau Lorane Art & Wine Festival will have Oregon
authors’ tables and artist displays set up again this year. It’s a
family event to take place Memorial Day weekend, Saturday, Sunday and Monday, May 29-31 at Chateau Lorane
Winery, one mile west of Lorane on Siuslaw River Road.
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A Look Back In Time

Unidentified member of the
Crow(e) family of Lorane and
his Best Friend. (From Sawdust
& Cider to Wine, 2006)

Friends of the Fern Ridge Library quarterly meeting will
be Saturday, April 10 at 11:00 am in the Conference Room
of the library.
ART, Inc. is going to be presenting “Our Town.” Call 541935-3636 to get audition and performance information.
Groundwaters and ART, Inc. will be presenting
Groundwaters Live! on Sunday, May 16th from 2:00 to
4:00 pm at the Broadway Events Center. (see page 3 for
more information)
The Ridge Readers Writers Group is accepting new
members. You must have a commitment to your writing
and the writing of the others in the group by coming
to meetings on consistent basis. It meets on the second and
fourth Wednesday of every month from 6:00 to 8:00 pm at
the Broadway Events Center at 5th and Broadway in
Veneta. Bring pen and paper and your writing. Contact
vsourdry@hotmail.com for more info.
Friends of the Library Community Programs are held
monthly in the Konnie Room of the Library at 7:00 pm on
Tuesday evenings - April 13 - Raising Goats. May 18 Beachcombing in Oregon. June 15 - Hands-on Gold Mining. They are a free and enjoyable way to spend an evening.
Calling all poets! Oregon State Poetry Association’s Spring
Conference in Eugene, April 16-17. Details on OSPA membership, Conference registration and scholarships at
http://www.oregonpoets.org

REST
If you like what you read, pass it on

