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Death of the Poet
The people mourned and the Angels cried,
When they heard The Poet had died.
No one knew or could foretell,
If he would go to Heaven or Hell.
He lived his life as he saw fit,
A man of words and proud of it.
The World, his garden to walk through,
Left his mark on me and you.
Passed on he did, to the Other Side,
The Old Gray Poet has up and died.
~ Michael J. Barker

“Vision”
Upcoming
Deadlines

2010
October - “Change”
2011
January - “Heart”
April - “Possibility”
July - “Lost”
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Fall - August 15
Winter - Nov 15
Spring - Feb 15
Summer - May 15
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Editorial Perspectives

T

hanks to the grant award that was given to us by the
Oregon Country Fair, we were able to award a $200
scholarship to a deserving local high school senior. Applications were distributed to Elmira, Crow, Mapleton and
Junction City High Schools. Students were asked to respond to a question in less than six sentences and were
judged not only by that response, but by their high school
accomplishments and need. The 2010 recipient is Joseph
Lay of Crow High School. Joe plans to attend the VOLTA
Training Academy to earn certification as Journeyman Electrical Lineman. We are proud to congratulate Joe, a truly
deserving young man.

Amateur
Writin
g Contest!!
riting
Pr
ose:
Prose:
Categories: Two $50 prose awards; one adult
award and one youth (18 & under) award
Criteria:
• Subject must reflect the theme, “CHANGE”
• One entry per person.
• No more than one single-sided, doublespaced page of typed 12-point Arial or Times
Roman font with 1" margins all around.

Poetr
y:
Poetry:
Categories: Two $50 poetry awards; one adult
award and one youth (18 & under) award
Criteria:
• Subject must reflect the theme, “CHANGE”
• Each entrant may submit up to two poems,
but together, they cannot take up more than one
single-sided page of typed 12-point Arial or
Times Roman font with 1" margins all around.

Submission pr
ocedur
es:
procedur
ocedures:

Joe Lay of Crow High School, recipient of the 2010 Groundwaters
Scholarship Award and Pat Edwards.. Congratulations, Joe!

You may notice that we are missing the “Marj’s Diary” in this issue. We have discontinued the column because we have used most of Marjorie Hays’ entries. You
may view her complete 1951-era diary on the original
Groundwaters website, maintained by Sonny and Judy
Hays-Eberts at http://www.groundwaters.org. We have
enjoyed sharing it with you.
Throughout the issue, please note our announcements
on the upcoming August Groundwaters Live!, a new writing contest and the school outreach program that we are
implementing for Fall term, thanks to the generosity of the
Oregon Country Fair’s “Bill Wooten Endowment” award.
The Groundwaters staff wishes each of you a wonderful summer full of sunshine and laughter!
pe
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1. Send your entry via regular mail or email attachment.
2. It must be in our hands by September 1, 2010
3. Mail: One sheet of paper with name, address, phone
#, email address and category (adult or youth). Entry
must be on a separate sheet of paper and both mailed
to: Groundwaters Writing Contest, P.O. Box 50, Lorane,
OR 97451.
4. email: The entry file should be in Word, WordPerfect
or pdf format and attached to an email message containing name, address, phone #, email address and
category (adult or youth) to:
contact@groundwaterspublishing.com.
Two poetry judges and two prose judges will select the
winning entries.
Groundwaters staff members are not eligible.

Deadline ffor
or entries: September 1, 2010
Winning entries will be published in the October
issue of Groundwaters magazine.

Groundwaters at
Chateau Lorane Fine Art and Wine
Festival
By Jennifer Chambers

O

n Memorial Day weekend, May 29, 30 and 31,
Groundwaters was privileged to organize the Author’s
Table for the Fine Art and Wine Festival at Chateau Lorane
Winery in Lorane, Oregon.
Over those three days, sixteen local published authors
and writers set out their books and greeted those who came
by to visit and make a purchase. The setting on Lake Louise
was spectacular and the company was extraordinary.
Among those who participated were:

Oregon published authors at the Chateau Lorane Fine Art and
Wine Festival (left to right at tables) Michael J. “Hoss” Barker,
L.J. Sellers, Dan Gleason and Jean Marie Purcell)

Published Authors:
Joey Blum
Joe Brew
Dan Armstrong
Quinton Hallett
Dan and Barbara Gleason
Jean Marie Purcell

Jennifer Chambers
Robert Chambers
L.J. Sellers
Carola Dunn
Joe Blakely
Michael Barker

Thanks also to our other Groundwaters contributors!
Pat Broome
Gary Lewis
Martha Sargent
We were fortunate to have decent weather and a large
turnout for the festival.
Groundwaters wishes to thank Linde and Sharon
Kester and the staff of Chateau Lorane for including us in
their event and making us feel right at home.

Jen Chambers at the
Chateau Lorane
Fine Art & Wine
Festival

The Man With No Name
I saw a man begging on a busy city street,
He had holes in the soles of the shoes on his feet.
The coat on his back was no more than a rag,
He kept the courage he had in a brown paper bag.
He had troubles untold and might be insane,
I thought of him as The Man With No Name.
His mind was addled and he seldom would speak,
While he begged on the corner eight days a week.
The lines etched on his face told of bad choices,
Inside his head were loud angry voices.
From out of nowhere the demons all came,
To haunt the poor Man who had no name.
There were tracks on his arms where he poisoned his
veins,
But the drugs that he loved ate holes in his brains.
Our eyes met briefly, every man should have a heart,
We were side by side yet so far apart.
There had to be a reason or someone to blame,
For the misery consuming The Man With No Name.
Then came the day when the corner was bare,
The Man With No Name was no longer there.
That night I wondered when I should have slept,
About The Man With No Name and the secrets he kept.
I guess the ill winds of fate had blown out the flame,
That made life Hell for The Man With No Name.
~ Hoss Barker
“The most pathetic person in the world is someone who
has sight, but has no vision.” ~ Helen Keller
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Honoring Avis’
“Rusty Gate”
The History of Noti

A

little history of my home town of Noti, Oregon ...
Let me start with the name. Before 1912, it was
called Portola after Don Gaspar de Portolá, a commander
of a Mexican expedition established to create bases on the
California coast in San Diego and Monterey.
The postal system encountered mix-ups with the names
Portola and Portland, so the name was changed to “Noti.”
The origin of the new name was attributed to an old Indian
tale. According to legend, a white man and an Indian were
traveling from Eugene to Mapleton. They contracted to
share a horse. The white man was supposed to ride the
horse 10 miles and leave the horse tied up for the Indian...
The idea was to take turns riding the horse every 10 miles.
But, when the Indian arrived in Portola, the horse was not
there. He sadly exclaimed, “No tie! No tie!” That is how
the town got its new name. It became officially Noti, Oregon on March 27, 1913.
In 1911, the railroad began to build a branch line to
run from Eugene through Cushman and along the coastline to Coos Bay, Oregon. The first time it went through
Noti was on September 14, 1914.
James P. Cheshire established the first Noti post office
out of his home on April 1, 1875. The next post office was
established by George Hale in his home in 1886. It continued in use until 1907. In 1908, Earl and Edna Parsons
bought a big house from Ed Mix and turned it into an inn
for travelers on their way to the coast. The old Portola Inn
has been refurbished and is now a private residence.
Noti became a lumber mill town in 1922 when the
Forcia and Larson Mill was built at Star Camp west of
Noti and its planer mill was built in Noti. The lumber was
floated to the planer mill through a flume. In 1939, the
Swanson and May partnership made Noti into a real mill
town. Sam Konnie bought the mill in 1984.
In 1948, the first dial phone was put into operation. In
1959, the street lights were installed.
In 1996, Highway 126 was re-routed from Noti and
the road through Noti became Noti Loop Road that connects with Highway 126 and proceeds to Florence, Oregon on the Pacific Coast.
In 1911, Herb Suttle, in partnership with Edward Rapp,
built the first store. They moved the post office to the store
and Mr. Suttle acted as postmaster. Mr. Vansel Knight delivered the mail west of Noti for many years. Loren Knight
and his wife Wilma continue to deliver it at this time.

6

Groundwaters

July 2010

Suttle operated the store and post office until Baird
Atwood bought the store. When we moved to Noti on August 1974, the post office was still in a small room in the
store. In 1982, the Noti post office was moved to the east
side of the store in a newly constructed building. There is
a now fire station on Fir Street, a tavern and two churches.
The little country market and gas station went through
a succession of owners until April 1987 when Bill and Mary
Christianson from The Dalles bought it for a family business on June 1987. They continue to run it today.
Many changes have been made since they took over
the store. A soft drink fountain and facilities for hot chicken
and jo-jo potatoes were installed when the sales area was
remodeled in addition to many other improvements. When
I first met the Christiansons, I found out they liked plants
and I had a Bird of Paradise with a double bloom which I
took to welcome them to the community. If you look around
the store, there are still plants on the high shelves. Bill
gets a Sweet William flower from me for his birthday each
year.
The Noti Market employs four full time employees and
it is closed only one day of the year and that is Christmas.
The filling station, garage and residence, formerly adjacent to the store are gone and the area is presently used
for parking.
Bill only works two hours a day now and said he is
ready to retire and turn the store over to his daughter,
Ashley. Maybe their son, Jon, will someday run it, too.
Bill commented recently, “It’s been good. The people here
are wonderful, friendly and helpful.”
Good luck on your retirement. Have a great time!

A Soldier’s Wings
There was a time when brave men flew
Through the flak as thick as snow
Many went down, never to return
A few went down more than once
A few came home to raise their kids
Never letting on what hell they went through
Today I learned one of these heroes died
One more WWII fly boy earned his final wings
A passing noted only to family
Yet a passing felt in the hearts of many
Rest well, Honored soldier
Your sacrifice and Honor will not be forgotten
~ Herbie

San Francisco or Bust!

A Fragrance at 19

“God protects innocents and fools.”
One life of a man
With
One human tree.

She said:
Let’s go hitchhiking,
You and me.
Let’s camp our way,
Adventurous and free.

Here in a world full of patients,
One of the stargazer patients,
Need of doctors
And they, themselves, ill
That they may be cured.

He said:
When that awesome volcano blew,
Off the mountain raced our crummy* with crew.
A cloud of ash billowing feet behind,
Should have left us dead or blind.

Are these real?
Are these imagined?
Or just spiritual illnesses
Cannot yet we
Realize,
Does it have to be pointed
Out
It’s just the tremendous
Majesty of the human tree.

She said:
It’s crazy you landed here in Eugene,
Home of Ken Kesey and the blue jean.
It’s Karma you’re alive and fate that we met.
Come be my lover, my protector, my pet.
~ Rhonda D. Rauch

McKenzie Baptism

He said:
On Saint Helens were trees we Hoedads** planted,
While taking our college degrees for granted.
Now I’m unsure of my purpose in living,
Maybe I’ll head south for family Thanksgiving.
She said:
Classes won’t start until September,
So let’s make this one summer to remember.
My jobs as grounds- and house-keeper pay rent,
And my roommate can stay, she’s confident.

I plunge into the river
Like a sinner about to be reborn And emerge refreshed, renewed,
Glad to be alive.
Aware only of this body,
No thoughts, no worries.
Inner heat resists cold,
Feet recoil from jagged rocks.

They said:
So off we went
With barely a cent.
Sticking out our thumbs,
San Francisco, here we come!

I rise to the surface,
Stroking the water first urgently
And then with confidence Bathing in liquid summer.

* Crummy: crew vehicle; ** Hoedad: A Eugene-based tree-planting
cooperative.

~ Rachel Rich
~ Rachel Rich

Gloria Edwards-Slaughter
Edwards-Slaughter,
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Circus!!
By D.J. Barber

S

itting at the table by the back door, I was wishing my
mom would get back home soon. Mom had left on some
errand, which always took hours. As he happily batted his
tail on the floor next to me, our old black and tan mutt eyed
me with those big browns, probably hopeful for some morsel, but I had nothing to offer. Then a rumble from outside
drew my attention and beyond the privet I spied the back
end of my grandfather’s old bomb of a car. I heard a door
creak and saw the left side of the car rise. Grandpa ambled
around the back of the car and strode up the walkway to
our back door, looming up like an approaching mountain.
At Stokley’s, where he worked, his co-workers had nicknamed him “Tiny.” He was upwards of six feet tall and was
maybe two biscuits short of 400 pounds! I thought he should
have been called “Biggy” (But you didn’t hear that from
me!).
“Your mom’s not home?” he asked as he stepped
through the door.
“No. She’s on an errand,” I replied.
In his hand he carried an old coffee can which he spat
into every few minutes. It was an item he always carried
around since he rubbed snuff. My mother was loath to have
the foul can he brought in her house, but he was careful
and I never saw him spill any of its murky contents.
“Well, I spoke with her on the phone this morning and
asked her if you could go with me,” he announced.
Now I wasn’t very keen on the idea because this was
suppose to be a day of rest and the last time he came and
took me off we went way out in the boondocks and picked
green beans by the bushel. The bean field was flooded, and
the water in between the rows came nearly to my knees.
“Well,” I said, trying to avoid getting fished into some
torturous labor, “I’m supposed to stay here ‘til mom gets
back.”
“Ah, h---!” he spat, “You’ll be just fine. I already spoke
with her. C’mon now or we’ll be late.”
I slid off the chair, succumbing to my fate, and followed my mother’s father out of the house, down the walkway, and over to the huge, army-green car he owned.
Grandpa opened the door and I crawled up and in as he
pushed down the lock on the door and slammed it shut behind me. He waddled around the front and got in, the left
side of the car plunging downward as he did. While my
father’s car had a ‘shifter’ on the floor and mom’s car had a
shift on the column, this car had neither. There were square
buttons along the bottom of the dash to the left of the steering wheel, P-R-N-D-L, were the letters, one boldly displayed
on each button. I watched while he pushed in the D button
and we rolled off down the gravel road.
Now since I was so little, all I could see as we sped
down the road were the tops of the telephone poles and the
wires strung out between them. But in time, I noticed we
were going into town because I could see tall buildings that
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rose even higher. The next thing I knew, we were parking in
a lot and walking into a low, wide building with glass all
along the front. The old coffee can was left in the car, but I
noticed the bulge, deep in his pocket, from the small tin that
held his snuff. As we entered the wide building I could hear
an announcer over speakers that were high on the walls and
all around the long hallways we walked through. The voice
announced arrivals and departures from and to faraway
places.
We came to a long stairway, took it downward, and came
suddenly outside on a big concrete walkway between lots
of railroad tracks and Grandpa stood and waited, so I stood
next to him. Suddenly a loud WHOOSH! sounded behind
us, then a louder TOOT! I watched as a silvery train slowly
pulled away, making lots of clanging and scraping noises as
it went.
I waited patiently, but after a few minutes I took
Grandpa’s hand, because a lot of strangers were crowding
around. We must have been a sight – his 400 pounds and
my 40. I could see people look at us and grin. A train pulled
right in front of us and stopped, and after we watched some
people get off the train, Grandpa, who still held my hand,
pulled me aboard. We found a seat right away and sat down.
The seat was really cushioned, much better than Grandpa’s
car seats, which were shiny and slippery and hard as a rock.
It was fortunate that they were bench seats, or perhaps, that
I was so small.
The train pulled away with a lurch, and after picking up
some speed, ran at a steady rate, swaying to and fro as it
went down the tracks. This was great fun and I asked
Grandpa where it was we were going. He smiled and looked
dreamily out of the window, “On a train ride, that’s where,”
he murmured.
I climbed up on my knees so I could see past him out of
the window and watched the world go by. Sights just rolled
by and I watched with some interest as the city changed to
country. At this point, Grandpa got up and said he’d be right
back and squeezed down the aisle between the seats and
out the back door of the car we were in! Well, I didn’t think
that was such a great idea and thought to follow, but the old
lady across the aisle from me looked like a witch, all wrinkled
and sour-looking, so I slid across the seat, next to the window where Grandpa had been sitting. Then I put my face
against the glass, just so I didn’t have to look at her!
By and by, Grandpa came back holding two bottles of
Coca-Cola. We sat side-by-side, sipping Coca-Cola as he
told me about working at Stokley’s and how he packed baked
beans in tin cans. Not long after he finished his story, the
train went into a tunnel and it was very dark. The few lights
along the ceiling didn’t put out much light, but as I started
to worry about that, we came out of the tunnel. We were
now in a very big city with skyscrapers all around. I watched
all those huge buildings and then suddenly we were under-

ground once more. The train slowed to a crawl. Squeaks
and squawks, metal-to-metal scrapes, and another
WHOOSH! brought the train to a stop.
Getting up, we walked down the aisle, out of the door,
and into a mass of humanity too great to count. I held my
Grandfather’s hand tightly as we coursed through this throng
to the long escalators. We took the one gliding upwards. I
had seen an escalator before at Sears in the town where I
lived, but never one as large and long as this!
Huge banners, draped from the rafters high above, proclaimed:

Ringling Bros. Barnum & Bailey Circus!!
Madison Square Garden
May 4-13 1960

I pulled on my grandfather’s hand, “Hey, Grandpa! Did
you know the circus was here?”
He gave a wry smile, “Well, I’ll be darned,” he spat,
“What do you think? Should we go?”
“Yes!” I wailed as he laughed. We wandered through
the masses and found a line in front of some ticket booths.
They were just like the ones in front of the RKO Theater’s
back home, except these weren’t outside. The woman in
the ticket box murmured something I couldn’t hear and
my grandfather said, “The Matinee, me and him.” He gestured his thumb towards me and the woman peered down
and smiled. Grandpa pushed some money through the little
space under the glass, pulled out a bright yellow ticket,
then we walked around some of those velvet-covered ropes
connected to posts and went into a gigantic round arena. I
had never seen any one room so big! Down below on an
oval floor, three huge rings sat side-by-side and encompassed the whole floor space. To the left in the lower section by the floor, a brass band, dressed in red and gold
uniforms, played marching tunes loud and long. We
squeezed between long rows of seats, the kind you have
to push down and climb into before they fold up again.
Then a big, fat man in a red coat and a top hat came out
and bellowed in a loud voice. I thought he was angry about
something, but after a few minutes he walked away and
the acts began. It was wonderfully indescribable – the
sights, sounds, music, jugglers and clowns, the high tightrope, swinging trapeze, the tigers, bears and elephants –
all of it was tremendous!
I fell asleep on the way home; my mother awaited at
the back door as Grandpa carried me through. “Did you
have a good time today?” she asked.
Awake, but still sleepy, I said, “ I sure did!” Then
Grandpa bellowed out in his deep baritone, “You better
believe we did!”

Hope
Hope lies patiently behind kind eyes
Gently smiling from within
A splendid panorama taken in
Breathing out a sweet fragrance all her own
Like wildflowers in soft fragrance all her own
Like wildflowers in soft rain
Her petals shone
Hope shines in daylight colored rose
Or myriad diamonds in night skies cold
Arrayed by rare jewel bold
Whom She has touched Ever so little, ever so much
Hope softly reflected in still waters of faith
An ever-filling fountain of grace
A Richness in rare beauty
Shyly showing Her face
Hope lies quietly nearby waiting
Her beauty now fully shown
As anticipation patiently waiting
A Rising Hope never again alone
~ Larry Melvin
Larry Melvin was born and raised on Orcas Islands, the San Juan
Islands, Washington. He moved to Oregon in the Fall of 2006 in
search of new beginnings. Formerly a carpenter of many years, he
has been working as a caregiver and certified nurse’s aide for the
past 6 years, working with the elderly and handicapped persons, in a
variety of roles.
My love of the written word comes from my mom’s influence
throughout my life. I have been writing songs, poetry and prose for
many years, but have never pursued publication. I write from the
profound and personal, to the daily amusing ... my observations and
experiences of my life.

Destiny
The wily trout quit the brook,
In his mouth a shiny hook.
Put there by a man today,
From a place miles away.
He sizzles in the pan tonight,
Golden brown, moist and light.
His death today was meant to be,
He’s fulfilled his destiny.
~ Michael J. Barker
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The Cure
Sidewalk Popsicle

A disease once came along my way
a nice disease the doctors say,
This is something we can cure
without a doubt and that’s for sure.

Hot enough to fry
an egg
Hot enough
to
melt
a
rainbow

Just drink this broth and take this pill.
I will oblige, I will, I will,
but with a frown said let us know
along the way you lose a toe.

~ Kris Bluth

On Wednesday I had lost a toe
but still had nine so I was slow
at calling them, I thought it moot,
but Sunday there goes my left foot.

I live in Eugene with my wife and daughter and my various
writings have appeared in Denali, Irreantum, Anti-Muse,
Unlikely Stories, Eugene Weekly, Salt Lake City Weekly, Urinal
Gum and Clean Sheets.

They told me there was some concern
but not too much they could discern
reminding me I had my right
I had my hearing and my sight.
It’s true there’s lots of parts to me,
but then on Monday lost a knee
and then on Thursday lost a thigh
and now I’m worried, me oh my.

Summer Sounds
I sit in the afternoon sun
listening to my granddaughter
chanting silly poetry from the pool
Many, many variations she has
as endings
to roses are red, violets are blue

But I was counseled, “Do not fret
it may be you’ve seen nothing yet;
a few more losses may occur.”
“Are you sure?” “Yes we are sure.”
On Christmas day I lost my neck
but I am thinking, what the heck.
My head I’ll carry in my shorts
and bring it out to get reports.

Her chatter mingles with splashes
sometimes punctuated with a dog’s bark
sometimes pausing for the drone
of a low-flying plane

On New Year’s Day I lost my heart
at least a less important part.
So to my Doctors I’ve demurred.
You’re right! ... and finally I’m cured.
~ Leo Snider
Leo has been writing poetry for 40 years. “Serious humor is an
occasional interest of mine.”

Dream lofty dreams, and as you dream, so you shall
become.Your vision is the promise of what you shall one
day be; your ideal is the prophecy of what you shall at
last unveil. ~ James Allen
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At times, her voice seems to twist and entwine
with chattering birds
and rustling leaves
or the swishing cedar boughs
Now we both listen
to singing tires on pavement
other sounds
lazily pause with expectancy
Her parents have arrived
~ Wanda Edwards

Thief

Spring 2010 in Yellowstone

So you left your heart in San Francisco?
Yeah.
California seems to
Have that effect on people.
Walking away I could feel my own heart
Leave me to follow you.
Traitor.
There was absolutely no stopping it.
I couldn’t chase after it,
Ask for it back,
Or give you my address and tell you
To mail it.
That would be silly,
And I don’t trust UPS that much.
So I’m left with a hollow chest.
You see,
I didn’t press charges,
Because I know you didn’t mean
To steal my heart.
It was much more involuntary,
Like that cute little twitch
You have when you start to fall asleep,
Or when you call me
And I can’t help but smile.
My only request is that
You don’t drop it or squeeze it too hard,
Give it to someone else to watch it
While you travel or
Hit it with a sledgehammer.
If you don’t want it anymore,
Just give it back.
But please don’t give it back.
~ Stephanie Kau

The Thunder rolls and the lightning explodes,
giving both voice and visual announcement that
spring has returned to Yellowstone. A hint of rain
has been thrown in just so the fragrance is not left
out. What a beautiful day to be in the high mountain
desert of the Yellowstone country!
~ Herbie

Hayden Valley,Yellowstone National Park.
Photo by Mia Narayan

Mutt
I bring the paper and fetch the ball
Chew my master’s slipper and claw the wall
Chase the cat and guard my domain
At night I howl at the moon; by day I doze
My master shouts, my master scolds
I hang my head and crawl to bed
“One of these days, Mutt, you’ll go too far”
CLICK! A flickering light, doors slam, something’s
transpiring
“Mutt!” yells a gruff voice in the twilight
“Get in the truck!” and away we go – and go – and go
I sit and watch Master’s every move; I feel aglow
Food smells fill the cab; a fishing pole I see
A Swim! Free Run! Lots of Fun! I’m exuberant
Buddies we are; my Pal; my Master
~ Jessie Stinson
July 2010
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Love on the Lost Continent: An Atlantis Mystery
By Jennifer Chambers
(Continued from the previous issue)

T

he view was murky for a moment. Even though they
were in the water, it was hard to shake the feeling of
stepping off a multi-story building. Abby and Max parted
ways to glide around a large boulder that rose from the unfathomable depths, the tip of a large underwater mountain.
The pocked boulder’s craggy outcroppings snagged Abby’s
flipper and she caught her ankle in a crack of the rock. She
forgot for a minute that she was underwater and took in a
great gulp of the canned air that hissed in her mask and then
twisted her foot free.
Max had not seen her. He was about ten yards ahead,
swimming around more rocks. He noticed her absence and
held on to the stone nearest him. Looking down reminded
him of the view from the Empire State Building, because
the fish all looked miniscule, like railroad models. Could it
be a city down below them? He shook his head to clear it
and spoke to their friend above them on the boat.
“Spotted Owl? D’you see Abby on screen? I don’t see
her anywhere! Abby?”
Panic threaded through his voice, but he tried not to let
Spotted Owl hear it, forcing his breath to be even. “I’m sure
it’s nothing.”
At that minute Abby swam towards him from around
the boulder. A piece of her hair had come out of her hood
and floated in front of her face.
Max touched it with on black gloved finger. “I thought
you’d been eaten by the coelacanth.”
“Naah. What can you s…?” She cut herself off. “What is
that?” She pointed to where he had been looking, down
where the visibility was limited. “I swear that looks like a
building.”
“I know, right?” Max bobbed his head, excited. “That’s
what I saw.What’s our depth?”They checked their gauges to
determine if there was enough air time and depth clearance
to check out what was down there. “Let’s go.”
Avoiding the rocks, they descended down the watery
mountains in silence, pausing to marvel at exquisite water
plants and pebbled anemone. “Is that what I think it is?”
Abby asked. She made sure her mask was pointed dead on
to the building so that it would be caught on film.
It was uncanny. The building was the edge of a Romanesque city, from what they could see, laid out the same
way, in circular fashion. Other buildings radiated towards a
center spire, visible by a corridor going deeper into the water.
Everything was made from grey stone stacked like a tightly
fit viaduct Abby had seen in Italy. There weren’t any fallen
12
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stones on the ground of the bricked sidewalks and plants
grew from balconies, floating as gently as if in a summer
breeze.
“Reminds me of Caesar’s Palace,” Max said with a short
laugh. “If I wasn’t seeing it with my own eyes, I’d be sure I
was insane.”
Abby could not speak. This was it. She had spent her
whole life chasing this dream. She’d gone from a dumpy
public school on the impoverished Oregon Coast fishing
town, to working her way into the prep school where she’d
met Max, to the hours spent waitressing her way through
college. This would change everything. Unconsciously, she
grabbed Max’s hand and held it to her chest. “We did it,”
she whispered, but knew he could hear her.
Max felt her warmth through the suit, squeezed her
hand, and released it, swimming forward. “I wonder what
happened to all the people.”
They swam toward the near building, a round fort-like
structure, and into the street. Everything was at a crazy, offkilter angle of about five degrees, but once they got used to
it, they were able to use the buildings to pull themselves
along.
“It reminds me of Pompeii.” Abby touched a painting of
a spiral on the wall. “There shouldn’t be any paint here.
What could survive in the water,” she said, mostly to herself. “Oh!” She stopped completely, holding on to the first
window hole they had come to. “Max!”
Only a few yards away, he swam over. “You okay?” He
looked at where she was staring. “Oh, snap!”
A table sat in what would have been a pub aboveground.
It was set with food, glasses, and a game of chess with carved
stone pieces. All looked recently vacated. “How? What?” Max
seemed limited to monosyllabic words.
Abby lost her footing and fell to the ground with a thud.
Fell? Her mind reeled. Wouldn’t I just float?, she thought, and
lifted up her arm. Impossibly, gravity worked here, she
checked her gauge, twelve hundred feet underwater. She
shouldn’t be able to survive this. Things should be floating,
for God’s sake.
Max reached down to help her up. “I hate to say it, but I
don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore.”
“No kidding.” Abby put her feet down flat to walk the
streets, since apparently the whole law-of-gravity thing
wasn’t working out. Max, quicker on the draw than she,
had already done so.
Without waiting for her to follow, he went in the doorway of the room they’d peeked into.
(To be continued in the next issue)

How I Learned the Blues
By Martha Sargent

T

hat summer I must have been nine or so
when I started sneaking little walks farther and farther away from home. Farther and
farther away from Father. He was a town
councilman, a highly respected man, and
determined that all us Sanford boys be as
respectable as he was. This meant never
going barefoot, never cussing, never consorting with people lower than our standing. Aside from attending school, this left
little for me to do that felt natural.
Sometimes my little brother meandered
with me. Stanton was sworn to secrecy. I
also made him promise not to tear his clothes
or get hurt. Of course, he was only six, so
soon I was stashing fresh clothes outside.
This proved a necessity. Mama spent most of
her time at her ladies’ clubs, so only Mattie, our
maid, figured out what we were doing. I don’t know why
she didn’t tell. Maybe she didn’t like Daddy.
One day in July, Stanton and I wandered a good four
miles before we realized how far we had gone. A road sign
warned us. It also reminded us that we were on the edge of
a colored neighborhood. Daddy would be scandalized.
Then disaster truly struck. I couldn’t find Stanton. He
had disappeared while I was calculating how long our return would take. I trotted up a nearby dirt side road, yelling his name. There he was, behind a bush relieving himself. He didn’t see me or the little black girl skipping toward him. After he finished, she started giggling and said
something. Stanton jumped with surprise but then nodded
his head vigorously, and they both ran toward the shack
she probably called home.
I, too, started running toward the beat up old house,
it’s porch looking ready to collapse. Bare weathered boards,
tar paper windows, laundry hanging on a barbed wire fence.
The closer I got, the clearer I heard Negro music and someone half-talking, half-singing lyrics that were both sad and
funny at the same time. I rounded the porch corner just in
time to see the little black girl peeking out from behind her
mama who was handing Stanton a glass of lemonade. A
weathered old man sat on a stool playing a huge guitar.
“Well, well, Sookie, we’re gonna need ‘nother glass
of ‘ade,’” the old man stopped to say.
“Uh huh,” said Sookie, smiling at me with one hand
on her hip.
I stood stock still, scared to do anything but stare.
“What’s your name, son? Y’all related?”
I nodded and reached for Stanton’s hand, but he was
having none of it. Instead he gave me a big smile and took

another swig of his lemonade prize. I bit my
lip.
“Y’all don’t have to worry. My grandboy
gonna get you home safe. We know your daddy,
so we be careful ‘bout it.”
Sookie came back with my lemonade, and
I said, “Thank you, Ma’am.” She smiled, not
used to being thanked by a white boy, and
called over her shoulder, “Hughie, come
take these two chilluns home when they
finish their ‘ades, and be careful. Drop ‘em
off ‘bout a mile from they home.”
Stanton started drinking his lemonade
slower. He was fascinated by these black
folk and how they lived. Like any six year
old he began to wander around the porch and
finger things. It was all I could do to keep from
hollering at him. Instead I let the guitar take my
attention so I could control myself.
It worked. The old man was using a slide, and I couldn’t
remember any music like that in our home, or church, ever.
I pulled up close and sat on a barrel to listen and watch.
Old man Eldon told Sookie to call the neighbor boys, and
she called out. I was so intent on the music, I didn’t see
them until four big men sat down around us. They each
had an instrument and joined in. I was transfixed. Stanton
and the girl were dancing around the porch, hopping up
and down, keeping time to the music.
Later, Hughie loaded us on the back of his rattletrap
flatbed and drove us close to home, keeping away from
roads where white people might see us. We ran home and
told Mattie we had been playing in the barn. She asked
why we had no hay sticking to us, but we didn’t answer.
From then on I made my way to Grandpa Eldon’s every chance I got. I learned bent-note guitar, spoons and
banjo. Hughie taught me the jug and harmonica. I pestered
my mother for piano lessons, and I practiced like mad.
Sometimes Stanton came with me, but mostly I trotted
up the dirt road by myself to that shack of a house that
Eldon, his daughter and grandchildren lived in. While I
grew up, Eldon and I talked and played music, and I brought
along a dictionary and taught the neighbor kids to read
and write. A good exchange.
Then this year I became twenty and the man of the
house. Soon after my father’s funeral, Mama told me she
had known for some time about old man Eldon, but since
no one talked about it, everything was still respectable. A
closed eye was better than an open argument.
“Times are changing,” Mama, “ I told her, assuming
my leadership prerogative. “I won’t hide my friend or his
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music anymore.” To keep her happy I agreed that my college plans were still set, only my interest would switch
from law to teaching. I wouldn’t be like Daddy. She didn’t
seem to mind.
Two days later Sookie sent Hughie to our house to tell
me that old man Eldon had passed. I bowed my head and
responded that all costs would be covered by our family
and there would be a farewell party. A big party. All would
be welcome, and there would be lots and lots of music, but
mostly the blues.
Martha Sargent moved to Oregon in 2006, after a mere 40-year stay in
California working in county government. She chose Eugene because it
was green and peaceful and found that when all the noise had subsided
she liked writing as a hobby in addition to photography. She has written
two full length mystery/suspense novels, still in the editing process, and
the first draft of a sequel to the second novel. In early February, 2010,
she thought she had invented flash fiction by writing a very short story
during a workshop. It was only 382 words, and she thought it would be
interesting to see if she could write other short, short stories. As it turns
out, Flash Fiction is its own genre – 1000 words or fewer, so she gave up
the idea of being an inventor and just kept writing. Martha lives in
North Eugene with her cat, Sidney Reilly, Ace of Cats.

Love’s Endearing Promise
An opulent rapture of light eyes smolder
A split second paralyzed a gasp escapes
Face unmoving the travel clock stopped
Sun sets in time-consuming distance
Beginning love’s endearing promise
Union bound in celestial wisdom
I carry you in my spirit
Simplistic love I need you to trust me
Shielded from the sword to hurt no more
I entreat for you more than for myself
When away from you for more than an hour
I cannot cease my mind in thought of you
Ask me again for no lie shall leave my lips
I Love You
I concede no expectations required for
acceptance
I stand at the side of you in all things
Your woes and fears I embrace
Unreserved judgment unconditional
Restraints unchained in freedoms wake
To you I gift my heart forever
Upon my final breath
All this is love’s endearing promise
~ Mia A Narayan
14

Groundwaters

July 2010

Happy Birthday
By Gus Daum

I

had a birthday last week. It is obvious that I have had
quite a large number of birthdays. It happens every year
about this time. People have made a point of reminding
me that I am getting older, some with birthday cards. This
will comment on some of the more touching Hallmark
moments this year.
The first was from my auto insurance guy. He makes
note of my birthday with a card that is strikingly similar to
his cards I recall from 2009, 2008, 2007 and earlier. My
daughter, who also provides financial support to this same
agent, received an identical card just ten days earlier, but
with greatly different signatures. Who signed whose? My
appreciation for his warm congratulations were dulled by
having received a billing statement for the coming year
just two days earlier, but not due until mid-April. The premium will have been increased by 14%, as I determine by
comparing with last year’s checkbook entry.
The next card came from an RV dealer from whom we
bought a travel trailer nine years ago which we sold two
years later. My children, and sometimes my wife, wonder
if others are safe on the streets of Eugene when I drive a
car, even though I drive very slowly and very carefully.
Try to picture me towing a travel trailer to the Coast with
a following line of impatient drivers who had hoped to see
the ocean before sundown... or even sundown the next day?
My dental office offered a simple congratulatory wish
for my wellness in the coming year. I am sure their file
notes remind them of my last visit. We had an extended
discussion about pricing equity. It seemed clear to me that
cleaning my remaining 13 teeth merited some discount
consideration.
Birthday greetings came from a broker who had placed
a small order for me. His card was simple but the enclosure was entertaining. He included a one page listing of
various facts for my day and year of birth. The card included some facts that may indicate how far we may have
risen or fallen:
Top song
song: Kate Smith’s “God Bless America”
Milk: 15 cents per gallon
Eggs: 13 cents per dozen
Gasoline: 11 cents per gallon (and should I note
that this price included washing your windshield,
checking your oil, and “check your tires, sir?”).
Dow Jones was 109 on that day
Average annual income: $1,244

My family offered cards that ranged from sweetly sentimental to mildly insulting, but my favorite card, to be
cherished, came from a daughter-in-law and offered advice for the ages and the aged, “Always carry a flagon of
whiskey in case of snakebite and a small snake in the event
of emergency.”

Vision and Revision
By Karen Wickham

I

t is so easy to wander through life, reacting to demands
but never crafting a clear vision. We would never think
to build an organization or even a hen house in such a loose,
lazy way, with no clear plan or purpose. In the past my
only goal was: “Do what needs to be done and keep your
head above water!” Not so bad when I was rearing three
children, but they’re long grown and things have changed.
The Chinese curse: “May you live in interesting times,”
could also be taken as a blessing. My somewhat foggy but
fervent goal became to make a significant difference in
today’s world. To those of like mind, we have an egg basket of causes to chose from: Health Care, The Environment, Global Warming, Poverty, Racism, Animal Rights...
you know the list. My vision became to strive for a world
in which all beings have enough and are treated with the
same reverence and respect as members of my own family
deserve. It didn’t matter which issue I chose, so long as I
cared deeply about it. Giving created shape and meaning
to my life. I’ve learned making life more wonderful for
myself and others is a basic human need. Perhaps the cry,
“What’s in it for me?” is a new arrival based on fear and
false information.
A few years ago, I heard a wise person say: “Our task
in life is to complete the unfinished business of our parents.” Completing their business may not save the world
but I wondered if it might make my resolve to “be the
change I long to see in the world” more potent. Perhaps
being conscious of my roots, conditioning and old wounds
would assist me. I decided to take this assignment to heart,
as my grand experiment:
My father’s task was to take responsibility for his life
instead of playing the “blame game.” If he couldn’t find
the needed tool, someone stole it. If one of us misbehaved,
he blamed our mother. When the DMV took his license
away, he blamed my brother. Following suit, for 27 years I
blamed my husband for my unhappiness. It is a brutal trap,
guaranteeing suffering for everyone: The blamer will forever feel a victim, the blamed wrongly accused. Clearly, I
needed to complete the work my father failed at miserably.
Taking responsibility for my words, actions, dreams, happiness and needs became my task. I started late on this
redo, but better late than sad.
My mother’s job was to effectively speak her mind, to
assertively care for herself. She amazingly weathered her
mother’s fearful, complaining nature and gloom and doom
religion, but she never, stood up successfully to my father,
never said a resounding “NO!” in the service of her own
needs and value. Her protests in the face of his insane rages
were weak and ineffectual. She never said “no” to the prison
her life had become with him. Additionally, she could not

refuse the misinformed mal treatment she received by doctors over the years. Again my life task was clear: To accomplish what my mother could not: To regard my life as
sacred and worthy, to find my voice, request what I need
and courageously employ a protective use of force, if necessary, for my safety.
While working on these two tasks, I have noticed that
my load seems lighter, my mood more buoyant. Today,
however, my vision has taken yet another turn. Aside from
my eagerness to see my grandchildren grow up healthy
and equipped to give their unique gifts to our troubled
world and my continued efforts to ease the suffering our
media details for us daily, my new purpose is to focus my
attention on the present.
In youth, I thought I had unlimited time, opportunity
and future to get it right. I was far-sighted. Today I am
near-sighted, wanting what is up close and touchable.
Perhaps it is my age but I seem to be done with plans,
dreams and someday, impatient with the overblown promise of tomorrow. I want to live only today, to watch my
cup fill and run over with the sweet, warm elixir of this
day. I understand now that the only moment I have to live
is NOW. The only moment I have to sit with you, listen to
you, is this moment. The only moment I can soak up the
vibrant green forest, blue sky, sun on my skin and your
sweet smile is now. Past and future are simply concepts in
my mind.
Can I really be untroubled with what happens? Can I
joyfully accept what is, no resistance, no complaints? What
will I have to talk about?
Can I let go of a mindless rush to get to the future, no
longer view this moment as a means to the next, an obstacle or an enemy?
Can I trust this fragile paper cup, this present moment,
to hold all the nourishment I need to flourish?
My vision today and for however many tomorrows I
am permitted to borrow is to embrace today’s grace and
groove on whatever happens right now. We’ll see.
Blessed be!
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Dragons and Other Fine Fellows
By Liath McTire

C

onsider, if you will, the lifestyle and plight of Dragons
and other exotic fantasy creatures. What do they do
when they are not participating in one adventure story or
another? In some stories Dragons keep busy by sleeping on
a pile of treasure but that just seems a bit unlikely and frankly
boring. Do they all get together and party now and then?
They just can’t be always involved in terrorizing a village
or being skewered by a hero or heroine. There must be recreation and day-to-day living or there would be no balance
to their lives.
Everyday life can be
quite exciting for the offduty Red Dragon soccer
mom. A scenario such as the following is entirely possible. The
Reds are in an important
match with the Blues and Mama
Dragon and the Red team are late. Tempers are short and bursts of fire are whizzing around the vehicle. The Blues are in a not much better
frame of mind and the match promises to be energetic. Once
the match starts, the action is fast and furious and in the
middle of the match, moms, the coaches and most of the
watching gallery receive notices that their presence is required immediately in a fantasy novel being written by a
struggling writer on a fantasy writing blog. The Gryphons
break up laughing. The Dragons flame the Gryphons. Everyone goes home feeling better.
Think of the day when retirement approaches and those
Dragons who did too much smoking and not enough flaming must take up using oxygen to maintain their lifestyle.
Think of the effect on the troop of pikemen standing, awaiting their mortal enemy. He swoops over the village, darkening the sky, interrupting a tense game of jacks and then
flies high into the sky so that all can see his glory and their
doom. And then, at the last minute, he breaks out his oxygen mask and connects it to the supply canister on his back,
and starts his dive. You’ve got to admit there would be an
effect on the foot soldier. I’m not to sure what effect
might be.
How about the free time activities of the
Harpy? What might they be if the Harpy were
a new mother? Just what are the parenting
responsibilities of a working Harpy? If your
mother is a Harpy wouldn’t you expect her to perform her
maternal activities with all her love and devotion? Certainly
her screeching while in character-driven fantasy novels is
of paramount importance. But so is family life, and it is
well known that neglected children, whether Dragon or
Harpy, grow to be character-flawed adults.
Wouldn’t you expect Gryphons,
being of an assertive nature and strong
competitive personality, likely to engage in sports that reflect who they are? Per-
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haps something on the order of an aerial version of short-track
ice skate racing. A sport with great speed with lots of body
contact.
The Krakens are one of the most misunderstood and
misrepresented fantasy creatures. Most often
they are portrayed as raving monsters consuming men and ships alike. Kraken spiritual ceremonies involve the entire school, sometimes
as many as seventy five individuals, swimming faster and faster in a circle called a
Swizzle. They continue their swizzle until an
altered state of consciousness is achieved. The ritual and it’s
effect on the Kraken is similar to the whirling dervish motions practiced by the Sufi. Only reluctantly does the Kraken
participate in the fantasy story line. The horrendous actions
of the storied Kraken goes against the basic nature of the
off-duty Kraken.
In all the Celtic fantasies, the Selkies are portrayed as
slick in body, gregarious in nature, and romantic in
practice. In fantasy stories, the Selkie is often found
shedding its seal skin to assume hum a n
form and then to establish a humanselkie bonding. Of course, due to plot twists and
turns, the relationship is doomed from the start.
What is not
generally understood is that
Selkies sometimes take matters into their own
hands or flippers and bring their beloved story
character to the
fantasy homeland where they can play without the writer
looking over their shoulders. Such an act of Selkie rebellion
has multiple consequences. The fantasy writer finds her
storyline changing unexpectedly; the human protagonist may
experience significant emotional and psychological changes;
the Selkie takes on a smug, self-satisfied demeanor; and the
antagonist, if there is one, may suddenly become
irrelevant, unless the writer forces major story line
changes to adapt to the situation.
Have no doubt that Banshees spend much of
their spare time consulting ear, nose, and throat
specialists.
Many of the Sidhe may grow tired hanging
around mounds and barrows and take up hang-gliding in their
off hours.
Then there are the Unicorns. Most of their workday is
relatively passive. Lying about, with your head on some
virgin’s lap is not usually considered strenuous labor. Even
carrying a dainty princess to meet her destiny is not in the
same league as flaming an entire village. But
then, not
all of a Unicorn’s time can be spent beguiling, and being beguiled, by maidens.
Think of the 40-hour work week. Passive
work or not, the Unicorn deserves some down
time. Not all virgins are a pleasure to be
around, and often a virgin’s main topic of con-

versation is which knight he or she plan to start a new story
with. The really enthusiastic virgins can talk a Unicorn’s
horn into a permanent droop, all the while braiding the Unicorns mane. Does not the Unicorn get to go home and play
goose the frog? And how about a little Unicorn activity with
the goal of producing baby Unicorns? What about the Unicorn with a quirky sense of humor, who would dearly love
to sneak into an Agatha Christie novel and give Miss Marple
a real puzzle to work on?
Don’t Ogres and Trolls get to go home, take off their
work clothes, if they happen to be wearing any, and frighten
the family for an evening, now and then? After all, the young
Ogre and Troll pups must get training somewhere. To be a
really imposing and threatening figure, takes training and
practice. Mom and Dad are obligated to bring the kiddies
up to a certain level of proficiency. What the heck, a
poorly trained Ogre is just no fun at all.
Ogres and Trolls are assigned similar roles
in fantasy. Their free time activities often reflect
the characters they play in those fantasy stories.
By nature, both Ogres and Trolls have great
strength. To maintain that strength, a Troll or
Ogre must be are almost continuously engaging in sports that build strength. Wrestling, pumping boulders, and caber catching are all very popular. As it happens,
Ogres and Trolls are a competitive lot. If you ever have the
opportunity to watch a circle of Ogres play toss the Troll
you will be amazed at how entertaining the event can be. As
the Troll is trussed up and not a willing participant in the
game, you will have a marvelous chance to increase your
knowledge of the more colorful aspects of Troll vocabulary.
Trolls have a similar sport. It is well known
by younger readers that Trolls like to hang
out under bridges. Even off-duty, the Trolls have
a use for bridges. They use those bridges as
the net for their volleyball games. Attending
an Ogre-ball volleyball game is really exciting although it tends to be a bit destructive
for the bridges. In either case, I would advise you to observe
Troll and Ogre games from a safe distance. Ogres and Trolls
are not adverse to playing their games with human-balls.
The female counterpart of Ogre and Troll are Ogress
and Trollops, and are vastly different in appearance from
Ogres and Trolls. Because of their appearance and powers,
Ogresses and Trollops are rarely seen in the off-duty community. Trollops are incredibly lovely and have compelling
voices. So compelling is the Trollop voice that Trollops are
cast in roles of temptresses in fantasy novels and are also
known as Sirens. Unfortunately, not
even their fellow exotic fantasy creatures are immune to the
lovely lure of the Siren’s voice. Only
a Trollop mate
can withstand the powerful temptation of a Siren song. And so, the Trollops are
sheltered
and pampered out of sight and out of range
of the general population.
The Ogress also has an effect on her neighbors. In literature the Ogress is also known as the Medusa, and she is

not generally welcomed in polite society.
This is a tragic situation because the Ogress
is naturally a social character. She cannot
help it if she is always having a bad hair
day.
Alas, the plight of the poor Gargoyle. If you were a
character in a fantasy novel, the Vampire Gargoyle is someone you wouldn’t want to meet. Nothing, absolutely nothing, bothers the Vampire Gargoyle, except of course, large
quantities of high explosives and the white face disease. Pity
this poor fellow. Unless actually attacking, (or being pushed
off high places by malevolent characters with murder in their
hearts) the Gargoyle stays perfectly still. In the unlikely event
that our Gargoyle died weeks ago there is no way of knowing he has gone to meet that Great Gargoyle on the Great
Tower until he gets a summons to fiction duty. Gargoyles in
fiction are not so popular as they once were, and so, it is
not out of the question
that the Vampire
Gargoyle could be
stone dead for
months before being
discovered.
While we’re on
the subject of
Gargoyles, we might
look into their
free-time habits. The
first thing you
need to understand, and
probably already
know, is that, in the normal course of events, Gargoyles don’t
move. Not even an itty bitty movement that you would be
unlikely to notice even if you were watching closely. A being who doesn’t move, except at the command of the written
word, has limited options for recreation. They can’t play
hockey or football sports where flesh as hard as rock would
be an asset. Probably a good thing. A Gargoyle quarterback
or running back would be a force viewed with some trepidation.
Gargoyles are often misunderstood. All that spitting water while they are trying to say something of importance
causes unusual facial tics. As someone’s mother (probably
mine) once said, “If you don’t stop making that face, it will
get stuck that way.” And, in the case of Gargoyles, so it did.
All in all, the Gargoyle is limited to intellectual pursuits
while on-duty or off-duty. Philosophy, mathematics, cosmology, and mental sudoku are all favored activities of the offduty Gargoyle. In some circles, there have been rumors that
a Gargoyle was secretly the real originator of membrane
theory. Another rumor is that the seven Muses are, in reality,
Gargoyles searching for means to amuse themselves during
long, boring hours of spitting water. That rumor is totally
false, but if it were true, Gargoyles would be the true benefactors of humanity. More on the Muse later.
Some of the more well-known philosophers in history
may have been Gargoyles who found a way to move about.
If you carefully examine portraits and photographs of famous philosophers, you may decide for yourself.
Every
fantasy writer has a specific vision
of who Elves
are, what they do, and how they
look. And
each fantasy writer is absolutely convinced there
is only one right and true Elf description.
That description is the one she is
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working on at this very moment. However, every plot with
Elves as characters has different needs. Every Elf is a new
variation on an ancient theme. In fact, Elves come in all
shapes and sizes from the wee Elf akin to the Fairy used
by the early fantasy writers to the more recently evolved
seven foot giant Elves. What all Elves have in common is
the quality of mystery and either immortality in most circumstances or at a minimum extremely long lives. Elves
range from being super good to being super evil with all
stop-offs in between. Even in early fantasy efforts when
Elves were seen as innocent characters intended for children, there was that quality of mystery about them.
Over the course of time, an individual Elf may be called
upon to play multitude of roles with wildly differing Elf
styles. Today an Elf may be an imposing seven-foot tall
immortal dark Elf named Atheol Lidodo. Tomorrow, that
same Elf may be three-centimeters tall, gossamer-winged
Elf named Twinkle Toes. All this variation might not be of
much interest except to the feelings of the individual Elf
who has been called upon for the next tour of duty. Unfortunately, the constant need for character changes in the Elf
persona has led to a collective Elf identity crisis.
You may think that Gremlins and Brownies are a
strange pairing. But the pairing is not as odd as it first
appears. Gremlins and Brownies are opposite sides of the
same character, and a single individual may
be called upon to play either role. Sometimes in the same day. Which aspect of
their personality they manifest is completely dependent upon the needs of the
fantasy story. In some charming little fantasies, the Brownie
is portrayed as that wee hidden fellow who does all those
chores around your home while you are asleep. The
Brownie wants no thanks and will leave if you see him
and thank him. In those not-so-happy and not-so-peaceful
fantasy stories Gremlins play the malicious character,
whose actions range from mean to downright fatal.
There is a balance to the lives of these two-faced, but
charming, little fellows. The Gremlins supply the bad, the
Brownies the good. Together they are the Ying and Yang
of the Exotic Fantasy Creatures’ world. And what do you
suppose our duel personality characters do for recreation?
As you might expect from two aspects so opposed, they
wrestle with each other. Much like modern professional
wrestling, one is good the other bad. Unlike professional
wrestling, the Gremlins and the Brownies change personalities in the middle of the match. If the Gremlin gets too
much of an upper hand, the Brownie will change into a
Gremlin which forces her opponent to change as well. As
I said. Balance.
And then we have that stunning creature the Centaur.
So often, in fantasy novels, the Centaur is
called upon to play the heroic figure. Regal
in bearing, noble in purpose, gallant with the opposite sex of all species in all matters – that’s our Centaur.
Armed with a bow or lance, the Centaur
18
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is a fearsome warrior, willing to brave the most dire of
circumstances. Despite the admirable qualities of this exotic fantasy creature, more often than not, the Centaur is
not the primary protagonist. And that such is a pity. Centaurs yearn to live up to their potential; they dream of taking the primary role, rather than being the eternal sidekick, or a source of back-up in desperate situations.
Alas, the off-duty Centaur has more immediate concerns than his fantasy persona and his role in fantasy novels. Centaurs are compulsive eaters. No Centaur has ever
been bulimic or anorexic. The Centaur has the upper torso
and head of a human, and the rest of his body is really
horsy. And therein lies the problem. The human head has a
relatively small mouth, and horses have really large bodies. Humans generally like oats, at least the cooked variety. Hay, however, is not usually on the human menu. Unfortunately, the horsy body has certain material needs, and
the human taste buds don’t match up with those needs all
that well. Thus, a conflict: the human taste buds and the
horsy digestive system. They do not interact well at all.
Perhaps, some future fantasy novelist will rescue our Centaur by supplying him with a carnivorous digestive system. That act of creativity would save the Centaur from
the all-too-frequent upset tummy that comes from human
appetites causing a lapse in good judgment.
Nymphs, in all their beautiful varieties, play essential
roles in maintaining the exotic fantasy creature community. We all know of the Wood Nymph, the Water Nymph,
the Muse Nymph and the Maniacal Nymph. All are valuable and honored Nymph
paths. But there
are other lesser known
paths we seldom hear about in the
normal course
of fantasy literature.
There are far
too many to list or examine in a little essay
like this one. I will, however, attempt to
address some of the more
important individual paths for the Nymph
within the community. For example, it’s
important to
have a mayor Nymph, a constable Nymph, and of course a
medic Nymph. All are occupations vital to the exotic fantasy community.
Nymphs usually have extraordinary dedication to their
charges, whether that charge is the family tree in the novel
or the Imp catcher for the community or repairing a Trolldestroyed bridge. You must have sympathy for the Nymph
that conducts the community meetings at the Civic Center.
Although all the fantasy creatures live in the same community, they do not necessarily play well together. A successful community meeting is a study in semi-controlled
chaos.
I suppose the time has come to draw this wee essay to
a close. There are, after all, a potentially infinite number
of exotic fantasy creatures, and the recounting their doings and goings on could easily consume my days and my
nights for well past my foreseeable future. So, I hereby
bid my fantasy Nymph muse farewell and good night, and
you also, my friendly reader.

Boom or Bust
By Rachel Rich

W

ith so many family members in construction work,
I’ve gotten used to a “boom or bust” way of life.
Construction takes place when days are dry and long, which
means pretty much from spring to late summer in rainy
Oregon. So half the year you never see the guy, but the
family has plenty of money, while the other half, you have
the pleasure of their company, the garage clean and repairs
done, but no money. This brings a unique way of life to the
whole family.
My grandfather was a welder and carpenter. He swung
from ropes sixty feet over cement precipices, building dams
for hydroelectric power. That makes me being a teacher
even in today’s gun-happy world seem like a cake-walk.
We made our grandmother a quilt with an applique of each
of their dozens of houses while moving from job to job
during the Great Depression. Her married life started in a
railroad box-car in Baker where Grandpa logged timber
and it continued in a remodeled army barrack overlooking
the Columbia where he built dams.
My father was a truck-driver and backhoe operator. His
crew laid the first gas pipeline through Central Oregon,
Washington and Idaho. This means we lived in a small
trailer and moved as often as every two weeks. Some places
we parked afforded water and electricity, while others did
not. Then we had to haul water and run a generator. One
time Mother and I mapped 32 different towns we lived in
before my sister and I were old enough for school. We had
our routine down - take everything off the counters, tape
the drawers and cupboards shut and set our angel wing
begonia on the floor. Then we’d make sandwiches, coffee
and cocoa, hitch up and go!
As a child, it seemed exciting to me. We traveled with
the same group of people which meant bringing along our
friends. Plus each place offered a new adventure: ant hills,
bees’ nests, peacocks and an old man who sat on his front
porch polishing a wooden leg. Best of all we got to run
around in summer months like heathens - in nothing but
our underwear, playing from dawn until dusk, seeing how
far we could go into the desert and still see our trailer. Or
in the heat of the day, we sprawled out in shady mud under
the trailer with our metal Tonka toys and Matchbox cars,
digging ditches and building roads just like our dads. That
was the life.
You might think this was a totally primitive existence.
But in fact, our parents home-schooled us long before the
concept was fashionable. My sister and I could count, spell
and read by the time we settled in Salem to start grade
school. Our bookshelf held the Webster’s dictionary, the
Encyclopedia Britannica and the “Great Books.” Then on
Halloween night, Dad read to us from the unabridged “Dr.

Jeckel and Mr. Hyde.” Mother taught us French from a
portable phonograph player. And, without knowing it, we
learned German from Dad’s everyday expressions, like
“Raus mit dir,” when he let the dog out. Or if he made a
mistake, he’d laugh, slap his head and say “Dummkopf.”
We also took up violin, cello, harmonica, accordion
and ukulele, following our classical musician aunts. In a
deep baritone, Dad sang hymns, which was ironic, considering he argued for atheism and “rational, independent
thought.” Kris and I sang along to Tennessee Ernie Ford’s
“16-Tons,” hummed to Earl Scrugg’s “Foggy Mountain
Breakdown” and even rocked out to the Beatles’ “Yellow
Submarine”– all with parental approval. Needless to say,
our love of books, debate, music and languages was handed
down.
At the ripe old age of thirty, I married – you guessed it –
a construction worker. My husband paved probably onethird of Lane County’s roads. Except for a few bumps from
corncobs, cans of beans and salmon heads thrown into the
paving mix (he swears an asphalt hopper is best for cooking lunch!), the roads he paves are flawless. Anyway, with
my husband, I carry on the proud traditions of construction families.
Construction is a special way of life. Everyone in the
family makes sacrifices for the near heroic physical and
mental effort demanded by a work season. They all go to
bed early or at least tip-toe around, quietly reading under
the covers by flashlight, so Dad can get needed sleep. The
night before, Mom packs a lunch, primes the thermos with
hot water and sets up coffee for a quick morning brew. In
older generations, Mom got up with Dad to cook a hearty
breakfast to tide him through his 4:30 a.m. rise until noon
lunch. One might think women resent this, but both my
Gram and Mom assure me there is nothing more peaceful
than alone time; watching the sun rise, sipping coffee, reading and musing – after the husband rushes out the door
and before kids hustle and bustle off to school. Personally,
I prefer my quiet time one hour later, as I kiss my husband,
the good cook and lunch-maker, on his way out the door.
After our construction worker disappears before the
crack of dawn, he reappears up to seventeen hours later;
dog-tired, dirty and starving. Dinner waits in the refrigerator or oven – and the kids have long since gone to bed.
Spousal conversations – the car has a flat, one of the kids
needs a dentist and how was your day? – are brief, to the
point and sometimes a bit crabby. Squeezing fifteen minutes of communication out of a guy who’s chowing down
dinner with eyes drooping shut is quite a feat. Philosophical debates or movie dates are absolutely out of the question.
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At this point, the woman cultivates independence,
friendships and hobbies or else goes stark, raving mad –
or she could get a divorce. But, the rest of the year she has
a good mate, so it’s not worth retraining another. My grandmother turned to writing as well as painting Oregon scenery. My mother also became a writer and learned pastels
from her mother. I garden, weave, write, play the fiddle
and enjoy a cozy chat over coffee with friends. Can’t complain.
As for independence, summer-time is do or die. Somehow it’s only in summer on precisely one day in less than
two hours that the sewer backs up into the tub, the
neighbor’s Rottweiler bites our goats in a frenzy of blood
lust and our teenage daughter dyes her hair five multiple
colors making it unfit for human eyes, not to mention start
to fall out. Really! This is a test of resourcefulness and
backbone when hubby isn’t around to split the crises. In
about thirty minutes, I’ve let my fingers do the walking
through the Yellow Pages and prioritized in order of disaster: 1. Call the neighbor and tell him to come get his dog.
He’s not home. So call the dog-catcher. 2. Call the sewer
guy who says he’ll be there any minute, while I pinch my
nose as stench rises. 3. Call several beauticians who gasp
in horror as I read off various incompatible products my
daughter used on her head. Three estimates later, ranging
from $70-150, “we” have an appointment to remove unsightly toxins eating away hair follicles. Just another day.
Summer also brings a new sheriff to town: Mom. No
more saying “Just wait until Dad gets home.” How’s that
going to fly when Mom arrives home to find a dozen 15year olds, who attend the same school where she teaches
no less, staging a smoke-in on the front porch? It’s 4:30
and Dad gets home at 10:30 - that’s six hours and the kids
know it. Naturally the words, “you’re grounded” and “the
rest of you go home” come out of my mouth. Then I start
rattling pots and pans for dinner. That is Plan A.
Plan B means I could be a cool parent, hang out on the
porch swing, smoke with the kids, talk about what a drag
their authoritarian parents are and convince some guy at a
Chinese restaurant downtown to deliver ONLY 9.9 miles
up Camp Creek Road. After all I wouldn’t want to fall into
a fascistic role that subjugates women to unnecessary social traditions – like cooking when we get hungry. Finally,
I would let my husband do the dirty work of lecturing kids
when he gets home at dark-thirty. Right. Back to plan A.
As for the heroism of a construction family, one can
admire the poor guy with the dangerous job and crazy
hours. But aren’t the true heroes the wife and kids who
once a year enjoy (or survive) only each other’s company
as the man takes his annually-agreed-upon leave of absence to put bread on the table? Either way, you have to be
crazy or tough or a little of both to survive this construction life.
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The Camel
With your demeanor so arch and imperious,
undulating hips swings a tad too enchanting,
you stalk raveling sands intent and serious
as your hoof pads lightly sink with each planting.
Wise about water, some say you can ferret
it as you, lumbering, pursue sandy ways.
With your gift of endurance, our awe you merit.
On a mission you may trek on for days and days,
peering through seductive lashes. Your hauteur,
spits, snorts, belches (so raucously audible)
in cantankerous mood no creature is naughtier,
we forgive because, about you, so much is laudable.
Yet, oh! that hint of something inglorious,
Dromedary or Bactrian, your breath is notorious.
~ Jean Marie Purcell

Drawing by Jane Capron

Thoughts
I sit to write but my mind is awash with so
many images that nothing slows long
enough to form a solid thought. The
random flashes come and go as does the
lightning in the storm – bright, clear, sometimes
startling – then gone as suddenly as it appeared.
Some thoughts are warm, some cold; others
happy, then sad; a few fun, some not. So I put
pen to paper and let this rambling flow on.
Maybe in its random nature I can find a
solid thought that will stay long enough
to pass on to paper.
~ Herbie

Norm’s Country Snapshots
Lower Standards, Reduce Expectations
By Norm Maxwell

M

y old riding lawn mower was showing definite signs
of needing replacement last summer. I decided that I
could flog it through one more summer and then would
shop around in the fall for a new one. Most outfits that sell
them do not want to store them over the winter and are
willing to make a deal around October.
The last one was a mighty Murray. The deep dark secret of riding lawn mowers is that no matter what brand
name appears on the side of the machine, they are all made
by the same two companies. I have little doubt that they are
all largely manufactured in China now.
Anyway, I constantly lowered standards and reduced
expectations with my old mower as I fought to make it last
another summer. It must be noted that I work a lawn mower
a little harder than most people. I like to keep the grass cut
in the Three Acre Wood between the old railroad easement
that runs behind the house and the Siuslaw River. I planted
surplus seedlings back there fifteen years ago and now the
trees are getting big. The grass is huge in the “lagoon” where
the river floods most winters. I like to keep it down to reduce fire danger.
The old 17-horse Murray manfully hacked its way
through the jungle back there for the past five years. I bought
it in the fall for half price at a yard and garden center. Clark
Howard would have been proud. Last season the old mower
started using oil. You couldn’t leave gasoline in the tank or
it would flood through the carb and fill the cylinder. From
there it would leak past the piston rings and dilute the oil in
the Briggs & Stratton motor that powered the thing. Since
the day I bought it, the 17-horse B&S would sound off with
a thunderous backfire when I shut it off.
When I bought the Murray, I marked up its red paint
with indelible white marker with such graffiti as “DO YOU
FEEL LUCKY, PUNK? LORANE, OR.” The theory being that
punks would be less likely to steal something heavily
branded and disfigured like that. I have little doubt that a
new riding lawn mower that could be boosted into the back
of a pickup would be readily stolen and peddled in the grassy
season by our local thieves. As the machine became more
battered and worn, this became less and less an issue.
It got to the point where I would put the old mower on
the charger an hour before starting it. The battery would
stay charged enough to start the motor as long as it was
warm from being run. I would turn the key and the Briggs
would spin so I would pour some salvaged gas from a junk
car in the tank and crank up. Then I would turn off the

battery charger while sitting on the mower as it had a deadman switch in the seat that would turn it off if you dismounted.
The 42-inch mower deck broke loose on the left hand
side. I “mickey-moused” it back into place. The raising/lowering mechanism for the deck no longer worked – LSRE
(Lower Standards, Reduce Expectations). The cutter pulleys became so worn that the belt slipped when you hit heavy
grass – then, not so heavy grass. Make smaller swaths –
LSRE. I would mow until I ran out of gas and then push it
back to the shop – LSRE. One front tire would constantly
go flat due to a slow leak... bicycle pump – LSRE. One
headlight fell out and the other didn’t work... I don’t usually mow at night anyway – LSRE. Finally after running the
beast out of gas, I poured some more in the tank and the red
mower refused to start. I twisted all wire connections but it
made no difference. The mighty Murray was dead.
Linda, the neighbor, told me that Sears was having a
lawn and garden sale in Cottage Grove. Lawn mowers up to
30% off. I wasn’t happy about buying a lawn mower during
peak season but I had sort of painted myself into a corner.
Reluctantly, I drove to the Grove where I was baited and
switched a couple of times before finally settling on a Craftsman brand mower, the same size as the deceased Murray
only with a 20-horse, 500 cc engine. I was going for the
cheapest 17-horse they had but was told that the gang at
Sears wanted to hang onto it until the end of the day as they
figured they would get orders for three or four more of them.
I had driven my pickup into town and didn’t wish to make
the trip again so I elected to drop more coin for the more
powerful bright red 20-horse and load it up and be done
with it. It came with an oil filter and a beer holder, anyway.
Upon arriving home, I had my wife stand on the ends of
my two light tiller ramps and muscled the new mower over
the end of the tailgate and onto the gravel. I started it up
with no ritual preflight and began mowing the last patch of
grass that got away when the Murray died. Everything
worked! You could feel the extra power of the new 20-horse.
I even mowed into the descending night with the working
head lights. I discovered that the chrome “charging-sheep”
hood ornament from my long gone 1950 Dodge pickup
would fit the curvature of the new mower’s engine cover. I
swiftly hunted down a couple of fine thread bolts and a tube
of Locktite and mounted it up. Hank Hill would be proud.
So that left the deceased Murray sitting in front of my

July 2010

Groundwaters

21

shop. What to do? I thought about taking the POS up to the
gravel pile, subjecting it to small arms fire, but that would
be a lot of work to load, unload and reload the thing. I came
up with a simpler plan. I rolled the junker out to the end of
a driveway and made up a sign with a piece of plywood and
some spray paint – “FREE – take it!” On Sunday afternoon,
when Sande and I returned home from town, the sign was
leaning against a bush and the Murray was out of my life.
It wasn’t too hard to guess what had happened. My neighbor, Kevin, had driven home to the end of the road and seen
it and immediately added it to his fleet of junk mowers.
Lynn, his wife, had been over for halibut dinner the night
before and had commented that it would be nice to have a
mower that just worked and didn’t have to be constantly
fought, tinkered with, and fine-tuned in order to cut the
damned grass. Kevin is a master mechanic and can resurrect just about any mechanical device. He was stunned at
the concept. “You mean something new?” he asked and
shook his head.
Sure wish I could have wrung the current mowing season out of the Murray but it’s all done now. I can always go
down to the end of Fire Road and visit it in Kevin’s fleet of
flat-tired junk mowers.

Eating is My Solitary Sin
Sitting up straight at a fancy dining den
I follow all the genteel rules.
I coyly refuse, just pick, say when –
claim to be full and hope it fools.
For someone who eats like that
in my mind’s ear I hear
them ask, “How come she stays so fat?”
That they’ll find out is my big fear.
What thin folks don’t realize
is that, unobserved and engrossed
with pizza, spaghetti and garlic toast,
for a spell I forget to fret about size.
Of the Seven Deadlies, it ranks about three.
I’d prefer any day to indulge in
lust, wrath or even greed, yet, its gluttony
that holds and enfolds me in sin.
~ Jean Marie Purcell
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Castles in the Sky
Engines roar to life; wheels roll.
Seated and ready, backs are pressed against the seats.
The heavens soon envelope the jet
Racing toward the gathering clouds.
Turbulent air buffets the secure cabin.
Dancing among the clouds,
The captive explorers now enjoy
All the wonders the clouds hold.
This kingdom of the clouds
Contains so many majestic castles—
Some so soft and puffy
With turrets and towers.
Others seem to be in warfare
As their tops thrust ever higher
Saying, “I am the most majestic!”
Violent winds decimate many of the combatants.
Almost effortlessly the jet glides,
Weaving among these castles in the sky
Darting in and out to avoid capture
As it climbs ever higher.
From all appearances this kingdom of clouds is subdued.
Suddenly knights and dragons emerge,
But they are quickly vanquished
By the jet’s mighty roar and deftness.
The relative calmness is broken
As jet and explorers duel the clouds once again
While racing for the earth
Canopied by the castles in the sky.
~ Jim Miller

To learn more about our returning contributors, check out their webpages on
the Groundwaters website at:
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com

Turn the Page
(a song lyric)

My Creation
If I were someone else,
who would I choose to be?
I’m the one that I created.
I’ll not give up on me.
The life I’ve lived was filled with joy,
Some pain, more love, more care.
Where I’ve fallen short of aim
Revealed a fuller share.

Just turn the page, a different age
Awakening to me
Mortal duty, placid beauty
My future can’t foresee.

No cosmic force has shaped me,
Not genes, nor fate, nor scam.
For each effect there is a cause.
I chose the who I am.

My destiny, my fantasy
The things I’ll never be.
A suit and tie, a diamond ring
That ain’t the real me.

There were those who prodded,
Who nudged, who led my hand.
They let me make my own mistakes
As now I understand.

Mr. Classic, shuns the plastic
Mr. Freelance, his own thing.
It’s the challenge and adventure
That dares to dream my dreams.

Sometimes I chose to flounder
Or want a different row.
We don’t select our garden space,
But choose how far we grow.
~ Gus Daum

Without a doubt, what life’s about
Some day, some way, I’ll know.
Just gettin’ in and gettin’ out
The wisdom of my soul.
Just turn the page, a different age
Awakening to me
Mortal duty, placid beauty
My future can’t foresee.
~ Spyder

What We Are Now
What we are now
Will never change
What we were then
But will help us to
Look toward the future
With brighter and clearer
Vision
~ Kelly Edwards
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The Garden of Life
By Vicki Sourdry

S

ometimes, winter comes too soon. We don’t have a
choice, except those few that decide to pull up all
the plants before they have grown to fruition. And there
are those who have the storm of winter thrust upon them
with no warning and no recourse. For most gardens
though, the seasons march on to their inevitable conclusion. Spring is a time of
planting and possibilities. Summer, a time
of growth and
fulfillment of the
promise of
spring. Autumn is
the time to
come to maturity and to
bring to harvest
the fruits of
the labor put into
the garden.
Then
winter
comes, a time
of rest and reminiscence of the
garden in all of its
stages, but free from
the drudgery and toil. Winter brings an end, so
spring can come again in
other gardens – but,
our garden is gone.
When
winter
comes too soon, we
have not had the time
to fulfill all the possibilities or to accomplish all that we had
planned. It leaves unfinished the relationships we have spent all
our seasons building.
It leaves incomplete the
work that we have begun. Other gardens must
continue to grow and mature without us, hopefully using the example we
set to make their seasons
more productive.
Sometimes the garden is clean when the end of winter comes. All the weeds have been pulled, and the stalks
and plants have been burned or composted. Seeds have
been put away to be used in the future, in other gardens –
that is the best way. But when winter comes too soon,
sometimes we have not had the time to do all that we
planned, and there are weeds and unharvested plants that
still remain. Those will need to be plucked by others; an
onerous job, since the garden was not theirs, and they
sometimes don’t know what is a weed, and what is an
heirloom plant that needs to be preserved and planted in
another garden.
When there has been a forecast of an early winter,
some of us will take the time to pull the weeds and compost the stalks. Others will just eat the fruit that has ripened and ignore the debris, leaving it for others to clean
up.
When we think about the garden, we sometimes regret what we planted. We should have pulled some plants
that had become weeds, and planted others that had
shown more promise. We should have been more care24
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ful about the fertilizer we used, and about the chemicals
we used to ward off pests. We should have chosen the
makeup of the garden better, and given more help to the
plants that were struggling. We should have taken other
gardens more seriously, and used what they could teach
us about making our own garden stronger and better.
There are always regrets.
It was always our choice, but sometimes we made
poor choices. Some choose their garden for its beauty,
but those roots are shallow, and the plants can be easily
bruised by time, temperature, and neglect. Others choose
a small garden with very little diversity, preferring to keep
out any that are not just like themselves. They spend precious time keeping out any perceived invader, fearing
that their strain will be weakened by the contact. They
cannot see that diversity brings strength. Others choose
to plant a productive garden, filled with plants that compliment each other and bear fruit, leaving seeds for future gardens and building new strains that will be stronger and more extraordinary. The roots are deep and intertwined, bringing a
strength that will
withstand buffeting
by the winds of
change.
Our
garden
should be one that
others want to visit,
one that inspires and
brings deeper meaning to those that join
us in the experience.
By sharing our garden, we enrich ourselves as well as
those we share it
with. We should be
willing to learn from
other gardens, knowing that ours is not
the only way to plant
and grow. There are
many climates and
differing ways to water and feed our plants.
But when winter comes too soon, any garden will
wither, through no fault of its owner. It will be up to others to use the seeds from it to add strength to their own
gardens, and not let the work and ideas nurtured there
pass on with the garden.

Letting Go
By Nichole Bain

T

he once shiny silver is now caked with age... the small,
wide chain that hung around my neck every day for a
year... the charm that spelled out “Nicky” in beautiful cursive... It is an object that has long been very special to me.
I find it funny now, looking back to when I first got
this priceless gift... I was 14 years old and my first boyfriend gave it to me. I couldn’t believe it; I have never had
anything so special, so priceless, so beautiful before. I just
knew that he was the one.
It’s been so long since that perfect day. Now, many
years later, the memory of that one person who gave it to
me is long gone and fading with time, but that necklace
still sits inside my jewelry box, waiting to be placed around
my neck once again.
Now that I am older, I wonder why I held on to this
item for so long. There really isn’t any sane reasoning for
it – just a lonely girl holding on to an object, hoping that
someday the guy that abandoned her would come back
and sweep her off her feet once again.
For so many years, I guarded that necklace with my
life. I always made sure that I knew where it was, and
when I didn’t, in tears, I searched high and low for it until
I found it. I acted like it was my heart, and without it, I
would die.
Looking at it now, though, I feel anger and disgust.
The thin, flimsy metal that I once cherished is now just a
symbol of how the relationship was thin, flimsy and almost worthless. The pathetic necklace is not even worthy
of sitting next to the pretty things that were given to me by
my present boyfriend – a boyfriend that has shown me
what real love is.
That’s why I now find myself standing on the Ferry
Street Bridge with a broken necklace in my hand, looking
into the murky water below. I feel I have hung on to something for way too long. The weight of the necklace has run
my life and now it’s time to break free.
With one last squeeze, I toss the worthless piece of
metal over the railing and watch it fall into the rushing
water below. I feel a lightness and a smile come over me
as I watch the last bit disappear into the muddy river.
I lift my head high and continue on my way across the
bridge, knowing that the torture I put myself through is
now over and I can move away from the worthless memory
and on to a bigger and greater life.

Vision is the art of seeing what is invisible to others.
~ Jonathan Swift

My Grandpa
George Burton Sanders, Sr.
July 22, 1924 ~ November 14, 2007
Where do I start? What do I say?
There’s way too much – it would take me all day.
So many good times I shared with this amazing man
How do I count them all on one hand?
Sixty years he spent happily married to his wife
Little did he know four beautiful kids would fulfill his
life.
Throughout the years came a grandkid or two
So here I am to share some memories with you.
He loved smelling his pretty roses
And every so often he would squirt me with garden
hoses.
He enjoyed sharing his tapioca pudding
It was a snack we’d have together sometimes late in
the evening.
I would find his comb on the table next to his chair
Then I’d climb up behind him and style his silvery gray
hair.
Tic Tacs were his favorite treat he was always happy to
share
Although sometimes they would run low and he’d
have none to spare.
Every visit we’d make time to watch ET
When I got older he made me my own special copy.
One of my favorites that some may not know
Is about shopping trips, sometimes in the snow
We would sit and play Barbies in the suburban
While mom and grandma were in the stores with
their pocket books burnin’.
Don’t get me wrong, for this is not all there’s so much
more
About this wonderful man whom I love and adore.
We’re just short of time on this memorable day
There’s not enough time for all I want to say.
So many great memories I will hold close to my heart
To Heaven he goes for a brand new start.
So keep your memories close, don’t let them
disappear
He is in good hands and will always be near.
~ Amber Michelle Sturtevant
11/14/07
I was raised in the Veneta area, attending the Noti grade school, and
graduated from Elmira High School. I enjoy your publication
Groundwaters.
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Small Towns News
By Gus Daum

M

y home town, even though I lived almost six miles away on a farm, was in Harveyville, Kansas. With less than one
hundred people within its boundaries, it served a population area of 200 square miles of farms. There was my high
school, an elementary school, two grocery stores, two doctors, one cafe, a bank, postoffice and, importantly, one newspaper, The Harveyville Monitor.
The Monitor relied on meager advertising from the two mom and pop grocery stores, occasionally with sale items, and
news from outlying areas, each area identified by the nearest creek, grange hall or district rural school area. Subscribers
hoped, or occasionally dreaded, to see their name in print.
The area news by the volunteer reporters from each area might be typified by such tidbits as:
♦ Betty & Carl Higgins hosted a dinner for Reverend Jones at their home on Thursday last. They were joined by
Susan and Mark Wilson & family.
♦

Will Parker has completed his haying with help from neighbors Jack Smith, Bill Thompson and their two boys.

♦

The Methodist Ladies Aid Society had a rummage sale on Saturday, the sixteenth. Over seventy-five dollars went
to its missionary couple in Africa.
♦

Bill Thompson is building an implement shed to house his new Allis Chalmers tractor and harvester.

I remember appearing in print in that paper just twice. The first occasion was an over-enthused sports columnist, the
editor publisher, reporting a basketball game we won over a rival from a nearby town:
♦ The game remained close until the final few minutes when a barrage of baskets by Gus Daum and Jack Dean
resulted in a victory.

We won the game by a score of 18 to14. Yep, common scoring for small town high school basketball in 1940.
The second time reported an entry from the high school girls who had voted on the attributes of the high school senior
boys:
Best dressed – Max Williams
Most handsome – Robert Converse
Most athletic – Jack Dean
Most humorous – Kenneth Smith
Most intelligent – Jack Dean
Most courteous – Gus Daum
It has been my experience that Harveyville girls were not heavily attracted to courteous boys... But at least I did make
the papers.

Groundwaters Live!
Sunday, August 15, 2010, 2:00 to 4:00 p.m.
Broadway Events Center Community Room
5th & Broadway, Veneta, Oregon

F
REE
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ns W !

elco
me

Invited local writers and poets will perform readings of their works which have been published previously in Groundwaters magazine. Join us for an afternoon of words and fellowship!
Sponsored by Groundwaters Magazine and the Applegate Regional Theater (ART, Inc)
http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com/Groundwaters_Live.html
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Summertime

S

ummertime and the living is easy. The sun is a shining, the air is so
breezy.

But my mind-noise is loudly disturbing my peace: Saying “Get a movin’ gal.
Gear into overdrive, working and worrying to be staying alive.
You got to keep buzzing like bees in the buttercups.
Keep harassing those flowers ‘til they’ve got to give up!”
But my body’s not buyin’ it.
That’s not the right song. My mind has been deceiving me for far too long.
It’s Summertime and that means time to slowdown:
Iced lemonade, soft grass and bare feet,
Cool sheets, lips dripping red watermelon, wet and sweet.
Sun hat, sunscreen, book in my lap,
Eyes squinting, thoughts drifting in a slow moving dance.
‘Cuz it’s Summertime and the lovin’is lazy... Slow and... easy. Come down,
Down, with me. Warm flesh on my finger tips, tongue teasing, tingling belly
and toes.
Surfing and sinking, my body lets go. Slow easy rhythm we move down only
now,
Down into the rich, ripe taste of it, juicy meat of it, peach of it, wave, sand
and seagull
Beach of it. Yes, it’s Summertime and the lovin’ is. . . . . . WOW!
Summertime and the living is easy. Warmth loosens cold grip holding me
Hostage too long.
I’m free and released in a sunny summer of seeing
Chickens scratching for worms,
Dog scratching for fleas,
Cat stalking for mice.
I’m rocking in hammock and gazing at trees.
There is time, plenty of time for scratching and napping and flapping my
wings too.
Caressing my soft fluffy dog and listening to you.
Let’s watch the sunset, let’s just stroll along, play frisbee or cards or a game
of Ping-pong.
It’s Summertime and I’m sharing it with you.
Thank you my Sweetie for the now and the now and the
now, each moment new.
Summer time and the light she’s a lingering, the lovin’ is
lazy and the livin’ so easy.
Birds twittering, frogs croaking, crickets chirping, all singing
their song,
And we? We take our summer’s quiet place.
For it’s here we belong.
~ Karen Wickham

Time For A New TV?
Window of static
between
me and House
~ Kris Bluth
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Cookin’ With Jen
The Summer of Fun

O

nce again, my mind goes to the preserving of good
things at the beginning of summer. I look longingly
through the Territorial catalog, lamenting the things I haven’t
had time to plant and furiously fitting in the rest. I’m going to
learn to can tuna this year, for instance... and make more jam
and tomato sauce!
“I’ve still got time for that tri-color Indian Corn, don’t
I?” I ask my husband, who dutifully puts in the corn in our
sunniest spot. This is quite the feat, actually, since most of our
yard is shaded and mossy.
You know how losses in your life remind you to eat the
strawberry at its very peak of ripeness, right from the garden?
My year has been like that. So. Less procrastinating. More
weeding, more strawberries, less wanting and more “doing.”
We decided to have the “Summer of Fun” this year. That means
making ourselves take advantage of all our area has to offer.
One of the things I’m excited about is our new CSA that
will start this week. New veggies, new recipes, new ways to
take in good food. Try it for yourself! Maybe it’s the new
recipes you see in the newspaper. Maybe, a CSA share yourself,
or the Farmer’s market? I wish you all your very own “Summer
of Fun.”
I’ve been entranced with making bread lately. It seems like a
travesty to shell out the cash for honest, good loaves, as much
as I love and support those bakeries when I can. I learned a
basic no-knead bread recipe from Mother Earth News that I’ve
adapted for my own use and I share it here. Do give this one a
try. The variations are endless.

3 cups warm water (body temperature)
1 ½ T. yeast
1 T. table salt
1 T. honey or raw sugar
6 cups flour (after much experimentation, I use Eagle Mills’ blend of
unbleached and whole wheat flour)
2 T dry milk
Additional possibilities:Wheat germ, toasted nuts, raisins, sesame seeds,
sunflower seeds, etc.)
Pour water in a large mixing bowl, and add yeast, salt and
sweetener. If using dry milk, add that too. Mix with a whisk until
Groundwaters

The original recipe called for this dough to be refrigerated, and you’re
welcome to do so at this point; additional chilling only adds to the
sourdough quality. But it rarely lasts that long.
Form a large round loaf approximately the size of a salad plate
and place on a baking sheet dusted with cornmeal. Bake at 450 degrees
for 30 minutes, then try to cool it to eat – I dare you, it’s that good.
But then I am very pleased by the simplicity of a good loaf of bread.

S

erve the bread in a Panzanella, a bread salad made with
cubed bread, fresh mozzarella cheese, sliced cherry
tomatoes and basil. To cut the basil most attractively, stack
leaves, roll like a tube, and slice with shears or knife to give
you strips. Toast the bread cubes and drizzle on olive oil and
fresh chopped garlic, then toss with tomatoes and basil. Add
some balsamic vinaigrette for my favorite summer meal-in-abowl.
Or, for a quick summer dinner, serve bread with grilled chicken
breasts or burgers, green salad and this luscious dessert, from
my great-grandmother’s WWII cookbook, Recipes for Today
(General Foods Corporation, NY, NY, 1943):
Brownie Pudding

Kneading It Easy Bread
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frothy and then stir in the flour until it forms a raggedy clump and
clears the walls of your mixing bowl. If adding additional bits and
pieces, knead them in and then knead the dough in the bowl a few
times until it comes together in a mass. Let rise in a warm place for an
hour or so or until doubled. (On top of an oven turned to 175 degrees
is ideal.)

July 2010

½ c. sifted flour
1 t. baking powder
½ t. salt
1/3 c. granulated sugar
1 T cocoa powder
¼ c. milk

1 T. butter, melted
½ t. vanilla
¼ c. chopped nuts
½ c. packed brown sugar
2 T. cocoa powder
¾ c. boiling water

Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder, salt, granulated sugar,
and cocoa; sift again. Add milk, butter, and vanilla, stir only until
smooth. Add nuts.Turn into greased casserole (an 8” x 8” or pie pan.)
Mix together brown sugar and cocoa; sprinkle over batter. Then
pour boiling water over top (This makes a chocolate sauce in bottom of
pan after pudding is baked.) Bake in 350 degree oven for 30-40
minutes. Makes 6-8 servings.

Albanian Border, 1978

Congratulations to Our Own
2010 Graduates!!

I’ve been to Albania,
Just barely.

anham - Elmira High
• Alexis LLanham
School

A boy with a gun
At the border.

au, Zo
• Kristine Derby
Derby,, Linsey K
Kau,
Zoë Livelybrooks,
Vanessa Meyer - Crow High School

(A soldier put there
To keep order.)

• Nick DeAngelo - Churchill High School

Hailed our bus on
And quizzically frowned
As I jumped down and crossed the ground
Momentarily,
Not to kiss, but to toe
And rebound.

Spread Your Wings and Fly!
Growth Patterns

I can now claim I’ve been there,
Quite fairly.
~ Jean Marie Purcell

Three seeds imbedded in soil or
womb will grow to seed’s
promise and as nourished
in their lifetime
One inches slowly above soil,
reaching toward a distant sun
to become a flowered thing of almost
poignant beauty but entrapped
forever in its place of planting.

Feathered Frolic
Red breasted robins shake off the water
from their baths in the two puddles
so harmoniously they take turns
The blue jay just flew in and took
the puddle on the right away from mister robin
now they perch on the thin branches of the cherry tree
The blue jay joins them, but he feels out of place
flies back to the puddle, as if to wash away
his differences
~ Palmer Vilagi

Another mates with egg
to grow huge in the warmth of womb
It is expelled into world,
already staggering on uncertain legs
The foal will grow to great height but
the nourished seed has cast its lot
to plod before plow
or to race with mane and tail
flying in the wind.
The third comes forth from the harbor of womb
a fragile thing, knowing only to suckle
from presented breast,
unable to move itself from
sheltering arms to crib or cradle.
But it has come armed with
the latent power of Thought and Choice
Those gifts
Will allow it to become,
Someone who merely occupies space
Or who excels as a giant on the earth.
~ Gus Daum
July 2010
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Indiana Banana’s Adventures
By Riley Chambers

O

nce upon a time there was a banana named Indiana
Banana. His first mission was to find this jewel he’d
been after for at least six months. Bad guys were taking
over the world!
His second mission was to go to the Well of Souls. He
was being chased by snakes. His weakness was snakes. He
was kind of scared. There were all kinds of booby traps.
There were trampolines to launch him on a ledge where
there are secrets in the side of the ledge. There are secrets
on the ground, too.
His third mission is to fight bad guys in the Sahara
Desert. He fights them with his whip on a horse. The bad
guys are in a truck. They throw things out the back of the
trucks. Some bad guys don’t exist anymore. He has to cross
bridges.
On mission four he goes in a jungle like on mission
one. He rides a motorcycle. His dad comes along with him
because Indiana Banana saves his dad from a burning house.
Then, he hopped on a motorcycle. After a couple of hours
of fighting bad guys and avoiding booby traps they finally
struck gold.
The End.

The Balloon Rider
Today is a happy day,
My head is floating in the clouds.
I saw a child walk by with
Innocence splashed across his face
And a smile that couldn’t be washed off
With a hurricane.
Helium fills the usually empty space
It fills my heart, my lungs,
And every single inch of me.
It is a long way down.
The harsh pop awakens my senses
And leaves me falling,
On the back of my chariot.
I grab onto the ribbon for dear life,
The last attempt before I stumble
Through the air, hurdling the clouds
And crash down onto the hard earth.
Oh, wouldn’t it be nice to ride
On the top of a balloon forever?
The only worry is,
Reality is only a few feet down.
~ Linsey Kau

By Riley Chambers
(and a little help from PhotoShop when
Indiana’s yellow coat wouldn’t show up in
grayscale!!)
Linsey Kau competing in 2010 javelin competition. Photo by
Vanessa Meyer of Crow High School for the yearbook.
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~ Nick DeAngelo

Outreach Program to Reach Local Youth
By Jennifer Chambers

T

his spring, Groundwaters was pleased to begin offering a literary outreach program to rural Lane County schools. We were lucky
enough to receive a grant from the Oregon Country Fair last fall and part of the parameters for the grant was to set up an outreach
program for local youth.
Our mission with this program is to help rural youth explore the literary arts as a hobby or career path.Several local published authors
have agreed to work with the magazine to help us. The idea of the program is to have an author and a Groundwaters staff member visit a
classroom. The one-half hour sessions will consist of a short presentation by the author, a writing exercise and a question and answer
period. The teachers will then be asked to have the students write a short story or poem the following week. When they are complete,
Groundwaters will publish some of the student projects and bind all of them into a commemorative booklet for the students to keep.
The participating authors’ specialties vary from local history, non-fiction, mainstream fiction and mystery to poetry.We will match the
teachers’ preference to the author for the best possible class experience that will enhance the class curricula. Published authors and poets
are invited to participate. If you are interested, please contact Jennifer Chambers at jennifer@groundwaterspublishing.com.
We have approached several area schools and will visit more in the fall. It’s exciting to be able to show rural students that writing can
be a successful hobby or career.We also want to help students have success in publishing early in life and know that such success is possible.
July 2010
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Community News

A Look Back In Time

T

he Veneta Moose Lodge at the Broadway Event
Center is coming together nicely! Come join a work
party and be a part of helping the Applegate Regional
Theater, who is renting the theater, grow. Call Vicki at 541935-337-7707 for more information. At press time, interior
walls were up, and the bookshelves and stage were nearing
completion.
• ART, Inc. will also be having a garage/craft sale at the
BEC Saturday, July 24 and 25 from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. Table
space is available for rent at $20 per day or $35 for the
weekend. It will be well-advertised and entertainment will
be provided throughout the day. Donate items, rent a table
or check out the merchandise. Come support ART!

• The first annual Woman’s Festival 2010 will be held
at Stillpoint Farms in Veneta, August 28, 2010, from 10 a.m.
to 8 p.m.The festival “celebrates the sacred feminine through
music, art, food and the healing arts.” Admission is on a
sliding scale from $22.00-$33.00, and tickets can be
purchased at http://www.stillpointfarmsfestival.com,
Stillpoint Farm or Tsunami Books. The event, a benefit for
the 13 Indigenous Grandmothers, is open to men, women
and children of all ages.
• Tickets are on sale for “Benefits By the Glass” at
Shadow Mountain Vineyard, to be held Saturday, June 26.
The event will benefit the Fern Ridge Service Center
Building Fund, to help create the Fern Ridge Service Center
in Veneta. The Service center will hold the Senior Meals
Dining Room, the Meals on Wheels, the Senior Connection
office and the LOVE Project, all of whom currenly rent space
from the Fern Ridge School District. Shadow Mountain
Vineyard is located at the corner of Territorial and Butler
Roads, and tickets ($20.00) include a complimentary glass
of wine. Must be 21 and over.
• Visit a local Farmer’s Market! Veneta Farmer’s
Market is on Friday afternoon from 2:00 p.m. to 6:00 p.m.
on the corner or Broadway and Territorial Roads. Produce,
honey, bread, and more! Contact Marie at 541-463-7565
or merpick@all2ez.net
• The Junction City Farmer’s Market is on Saturdays.
They’re still looking for vendors, especially those with
produce, fruit, plants and farm products. Email
j.c.towermarket@gmail.com for more information.
• The Summer Reading Programs have begun! The Fern
Ridge Public Library will have its kickoff program June
32
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22 at 1:30 p.m. with Rhys Thomas, Juggling Extravaganza.
The Library will have programs every Tuesday through
August 10. Kids can earn free books or even a t-shirt. Check
your local library for its summer program.
• Kids Eat Free at the Food For Lane County’s Summer
Food Program. The Veneta site will open June 28th; other
sites have other opening days, so, for more information,
check http://foodforlanecounty.com.
• Meet Groundwaters’ own Jennifer Chambers and Pat
Edwards at the authors’ tables at Art & the Vineyard
(Alton Baker Park) and the Lane County Fair. Jen’s hours
at Art & the Vineyard are: Friday, July 2, 11:30 am to 3:30
pm. She will be at the Lane County Fair on Wednesday,
August 18, 5 to 8 pm and Friday, August 20, 11 am to 2 pm:
Pat’s schedule at the Art & the Vineyard is on
Saturday, July 3 from 11:30 am to 1:30 pm. Her Lane
County Fair appearance will be on Thursday, August 19,
11 am to 5 pm.

VISION
If you like what you read, pass it on

