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I

had a lot of luck with my sunflowers this year, though
they came up different varieties than I thought I planted!
I was trying to take photos for a series on sunflowers to go
on my lemon-yellow kitchen wall, and I was able to play
around with the formatting to make the photos much better than I thought I could do. Sunflowers are one of my
favorite flowers because they're sturdy, bright, and they
reach for the sun, something I think is a good metaphor for
life. They truly do bloom where they're planted, be it in a
sidewalk crack or in a shady nook.
This issue’s cover photographer, Jennifer Chambers, is the
Assistant Editor of Groundwaters magazine. Her many talents include: exceptional wife of Ryan, mother of Riley,
Quinn and newly-arrived, Keira. In addition, she’s a great
cook and prolific and imaginative author of fiction of many
genres.
May you have warmth in your igloo, oil in your lamp and peace
in your heart. ~ Eskimo Proverb

“Warmth”

2012
January - “Mystery”
April - “Storm”
July - “Grace”
October - “Question”

October 2011

Upcoming
Deadlines
Spring - Feb 15
Summer - May 15
Fall - August 15
Winter - Nov 15

Groundwaters

3

Editorial Perspectives

W

e wish to congratulate Dee Dee Knaus of Eugene
whose ticket was drawn for the doll house raffle
that we held on August 1. Dee Dee was very excited about
it and said that she had never won anything before. We
want to recognize 7th grader, Brandon Overton, for his
excellent craftsmanship in making the doll house. Good
job!
Volunteers needed: Volunteer book reviewers are being sought from amongst our Groundwaters’ readers. Several of our contributors are publishing books these days
and we want to publicize them whenever possible.
Jane Capron has come out with a book of fairy tales
called Rosie, A Fairyland Fable. An excerpt from Chapter One and an illustration from the book that Jane drew
are included in this issue on page 18.
In addition, our own Jen Chambers is coming out
with another book of fiction based on her “Anna” series
that was serialized and published in Groundwaters a few
years ago. It’s called, simply, Anna and will be available
for purchase soon. See the promo piece on it on page 6.
Another of our contributors, Jo-Brew, is a Northwest
author who has published seven novels which focus on
“giving voice to women.” She also writes a weekly column for The Creswell Chronicle newspaper. Jo is currently working on her first major non-fiction book called
Oregon’s Main Street: Highway 99 and is seeking stories
and memories about Highway 99 from people around
the state. Be sure to check out Jo’s contribution for this
issue on page 26 and be sure to contact her with any
stories you may have.
If you are willing to read and write a review of future
new releases by our Groundwaters contributor/authors,
please contact us so that we can add you to a list of reviewers that can be made available to new authors.
I also want to thank those of you who contacted me
in person and through cards, emails and phone calls about
my story, Quiet Joy, that was included in the July 2011
issue of Groundwaters. Your kind words touched me
deeply and although I really didn’t intend to make you
cry, as many of you said I did, it’s very gratifying to know
that our story was well-received. It’s a little scary making oneself so vulnerable, but I feel strongly that openly
sharing our experiences is one way of coming to terms
with them.
Keep those stories and poems coming!... especially
poetry. We are a bit short of poetry submissions these
days. I’ve pretty well cleaned out our pending files and
am ready for a whole new collection from both our “oldtimers” as well as new talent. Thanks for your continued
pe
support!
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Waterfront Depot
Florence moon
Siuslaw River
a cold night
a dripping sky.
warm lights
in restaurant windows
there’s a photograph
over the bar
in the Waterfront Depot
Peter O’Toole and
Richard Burton
during the filming
of Becket in ‘64.
they are at dinner
looking away from the camera
smiling at something
we can’t see
like prophets aware of what
we don’t yet know.
they remind us of worlds
we might have known
like a November in New York
or a drizzly night in Kildare
or Amsterdam in the first angst of winter…
then clouds move
across the moon
hiding the light.
the sky is dripping
O’Toole and Burton
are smiling at something
we can’t see.
~ Kevin Delay
Yes, the Waterfront Depot is a real, very delightful spot in Florence, on
the banks of the Siuslaw River, with windows looking out towards that
wonderful bridge built in the '30s during the WPA era.The food, the
atmosphere and the service are all well worth the trip over...and it is
not outrageously expensive, but reservations are recommended...check
it out sometime.
Thanks again for all your work on a marvelous magazine for
our little community, you folks are doing a good thing for all of us.

She is 7
By Karen Wickham

A

promise is a promise. Last year big brother had the
rare privilege of riding the train with Gramama from
California to Oregon. This year it is her turn.
Little girl with a big name: Eme, Elisabeth Marie
Estevez.
She is 7.
Big brown eyes look deeply into yours, pleading for
total attention
Long brown hair flies, gyrating inside hula hoop, sweeping ground in a tree swing, bouncing with a jump rope.
Jaws worry a gum wad, finally, smiling with pride, her
mouth births a large pale pink bubble.
Front tooth makes it’s gleaming debut, while small incisor dangles and distresses her tongue.
Pleading: “I want you to pull it out, but first promise it
won’t hurt?” No one does. At last the trophy breaks free.
And the tooth fairy rides again.
She is 7, going on 16
Nail polish, make up, purses, flowing dresses, necklaces, rings and jewelry of every sort.
She misses nothing in the world of relationship, forever curious, asking who said what to whom, when, where
and why. Often devising and inventing, she diligently pieces
puzzling adult conversation into significance. While brother
and sister contentedly play solo in their own imaginary
worlds, Eme longs for connection, pleads for presence, partnership.
She is 7, anticipating 2nd grade. She loves school and
her teacher, Holly.
Relishing reading, she confidently guesses the big
words, deliciously speaking to her from the page. Delighting in paper, colors, paints, all manner of little art projects,
she constantly creates her own masterpieces for others’ admiration.
She is 7, the middle child of three, like her mother the
middle child of three, like her grandmother, middle child
of three, all with the middle name Marie.
She is 7, big enough to ride with Gramama 14 hours
from California to Oregon, bubbling for days with impatience for the departure moment to arrive.
The train is late. She crawls into her strange cubby bed
above Gramama’ in the sleeper car at 1:00 a.m., then rises
early, so as not to miss Mt. Shasta in her snow capped glory.
She trots from car to car, Gramama, rushing to keep up
with her. She orders her own meals in the white-tableclothed dining car, plays Monopoly with three newfound
friends, dashes every which way with wide eyed curiosity,
often getting a gentle reminder from the uniformed attendant to “slow down.” Her constant delight is sopping up
the fresh sights and experiences inside and outside the train
windows.
She is 7, small enough, exhausted and sleep deprived,
to cry for Mama that first night at Gramama’s, small enough

also to relish helping Gramama with her projects, making
smoothies, watering garden, cracking walnuts, picking raspberries, feeding dog, feeding chickens, searching for eggs,
sweeping the walk
She is 7, big enough to make To Do lists:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Pack pennies in paper jackets
Go to bank. Exchange pennies for dollars.
Buy presents for brother, sister, Mom, Dad.
Wrap presents. Give presents
Walk dog at lake
Pick strawberries and blueberries
Eat picnic at park and play on merry-go-round
Paint rocks
Draw animals and people
Play sand tray
Shop for yoga mat
Go with Gramama to yoga..
Learn to tie shoes
Gramama read to me.

She is 7, loves gymnastics, pizza, collecting shells and
dancing: Whirling and wiggling, floating and leaping to
music on the living room “stage.” She says she plans to
play the piano some day. Keenly observing, Gramama intuits Eme loves supervising little sister, Olivia. It’s clear to
see Eme is Daddy’s girl through and through, face lighting
up whenever he attends to her. She ever tries to persuade
brother Alec to play kindly with her, often sadly giving up,
disappointed and angry..
Her most constant and greatest delight at Gramama’s is
hunting and proudly presenting each found egg. Chickens
accommodate the acre property search by laying eggs in a
variety of crevices, half barrels, bushes and occasionally
the coop. Eme tends and befriends Snow White (white
chicken), as she is old and hobbles when she walks and
often doesn’t make it to the food tray in time. She became
expert at cracking eggs. They scramble eggs every breakfast and sometimes lunch and dinner, Eme’s choice.
Her family, with uncle Jonathan, joins them after five
days. Together, in the warmth of Oregon’s summer sun, they
explore the beach twice, hike Sweet Creek, Mt. Pisgah, bike
along the river and roast s’mores and shish kabobs over
back yard open fire.
A promise is a promise. “Over the mountains and
through the woods, to Grandmother’s house we go”... by
train. Gramama and Eme create memories together. We
won’t know Eme’s memories for a while. Gramama’s are
bouncy and sweet with a taste of raspberries. She recalls
feeling infinitely useful and of course writes it all in her
journal so as never to forget. Hanging out with a high maintenance seven-year-old little girl for two weeks, Gramama
looks played out... with a smile on her face! What more
could a grandmother want?

October 2011

Groundwaters

5

Newly Published!

The Philosopher’s Corner

Warmth
By Jimminy Cricket

W

armth, an interesting word, that; it’s a word like so
many in the English language that have a variety of
meanings; meanings that can only be discerned when seen
within the context of a sentence or paragraph. To say that I
am a warm person means nothing in particular. It could mean
that I was no longer cold or, it could mean that the temperature I’m experiencing is less than comfortable; or, perhaps
that I am friendly and caring... it’s a wonder that any person
having another language as their native tongue can ever understand the complexities of English.
Going back to the theme, warmth, I guess that it could
also infer the degree, perhaps, to which I am cold or hot,
friendly or unfriendly, caring or uncaring; and then there is
the experience I had as I started writing – I was having difficulty warming up to the theme …
So much of our language is non-verbal, dependent on
the observation of facial expression and body language as
well as hearing one’s inflection, tone of voice and volume.
Overall, this dependence has generally worked well for us.
There are exceptions, like when one is not paying close attention, when one is preoccupied or is focused on making a
response before fully understanding what the other person
is really saying or has written. All in all, we’ve done pretty
well, but that changed dramatically a couple of decades ago.
The biggest change was that of the advent of email followed
by texting on cell phones and digital “pads.” Such technological advances have advanced the speed of communicating, but have not improved communication. They have introduced another means for misunderstanding, digital abbreviated text. After wading through all of my rambling, I
hope you are still AAS (alive and smiling). Maybe I should
send some WAFS your way (warm and fuzzies).
It seems to me that conversation and exchanges of information have lost their warmth, become impersonal, too
often reduced to strings of chat acronyms, to bits and pieces,
the stuff of communication by thumb. (There are times when
I think such shortcuts would be handy and then I remember
my clumsy thumbs and tiny keys.)
Thank goodness for well written books, poems articles
and stories. I am grateful for the writers, poets and artists
who contribute to Groundwaters. I appreciate Groundwaters
and all those who make it all possible, YTB (you’re the best).
Because of people like you, the craft of writing is still alive
and well. No matter whether you are a beginner or an accomplished author or poet, each of you contributes greatly
through words and art to the meaning and understanding of
life. While much of what’s on these pages is absent nonverbal expression, over time we’ve begun somehow to know
each other a little bit better and that, somehow, gives me a
warm fuzzy feeling. Keep up the good work!
GGN (gotta go now), TNT (till next time).
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Girl Forced Into the Body of
Queen Elizabeth I

W

hen Anna is given a mysterious old book, she doesn’t
expect to be transported back in time to solve a mystery about Queen Elizabeth 1—nor does she expect to get
to know Spencer, the cute soccer player two seats up in
her homeroom. Anna learns to completely interact with
history in the first of a series.

Anna’s audience coincides with the ages of the kids
Chambers speaks with in support of her novel about brain
injury, Learning Life Again. “I was inspired by the creativity of the kids in a writing class I was asked to present
to,” Chambers says, “and I wanted to write something for
smart, funny 10 to 14 year-olds using history as a backdrop.” The novella ($6.95, ISBN 9780615529790) will be
followed by three more books in the series, with Anna exploring a different area of history each time. “It’s a Magic
Tree House- style series for older kids, where hopefully
reading and learning are seamless.” Published in time for
the school year, Anna will be available at the first annual
Florence Festival of Books,
http://www.jenniferbchambers.com and local bookstores.
About the Author
In addition to Anna and Learning Life Again, Chambers
has published short stories in numerous anthologies. She
has been seen in Redbook, AOL.com, The Nashville Examiner, The Register-Guard, ABC TV, and radio. A mother
of three, she works as an editor for Groundwaters Magazine.
For more information, including book cover or author
photo, please contact Jennifer Chambers at (541) 935-4994
or see her website, www.jenniferbchambers.com.

Between
By Emily Hart

I

t was the time of the changing of the guard, the season
between seasons. The air undulated, warm as gold one
moment, crisp as the ripening apples the next. The scent
of chlorine perfumed bodies mingled with the odor of turning leaves and soil getting ready to sleep. Shadows ate
more and more with increasingly sharper teeth. The pendulum movement of the Earth’s breath was as rhythmical
as the pumping rise and fall of my bike pedals.
I rode my bike past the bakery where filled sticks and
sugar cookies and white paper bags blended, past the flower
shop with its arrangements of bouquets, over the railroad
tracks, tensing for the bump, down the river path, racing
for a moment as the ground sloped down and the brown,
shadowed water made cool cries. My hands gripped the
handlebars, my arms tightened. I laughed, owning the
world at seventeen.
Then, the spokes of the bike whirring like maple seed
helicopters, I slowed, stopped. I got off the bike and leaned
it against the black, wrought-iron fence. The gate stood
perpetually open, half fallen, rooted into the ground. There
was another burial ground in town, but I never went there.
It was a cemetery with orderly rows, neatly manicured.
This was a graveyard.
The ground yielded to my footfall like comfortable slippers. I walked around, reading names and dates and phrases
that taunted Death . . . beloved . . . died in childbirth . . .
waiting, still waiting . . . sacrificed his life for his comrades . . . together at the last. A few leaves had already
fallen, eager for rest. The ground was crunchy with acorns
under the lone oak tree. The maples vied with each other
in the glory of their colors. The air smelled darker here –
like going into grandmother’s cellar.
Then I saw them – mothers held sleepy infants on
flower-skirted laps. Children ran through their laugher like
dandelion feathers on the wind. Fathers plucked roosting
youngsters from the trees to ride on their shoulders. Grandfathers tossed balls straight to eagerly held bats. Grandmothers passed sugar cookies from endless stores in wicker
baskets. Lovers glided, arm in arm, like swans and skaters. Red checkered tablecloths were laid out, quilts
patchworked with the joys of a lifetime were spread upon
the ground. Admonishments to “walk around” were given
with a smile. Small and not so small hands stole crisp-asa-fall-day pickles and deviled eggs and olives. A fussing
toddler was hushed with a lullaby, a scrape kissed and instantly healed.
A child stopped his flight and looked oddly at me, then
at his mother. I knew she was his mother by the way her
breath and lips curled up softly as she looked at him. She
nodded at me, including me in her smile. The boy ran on.
I was not important enough to be noticed for more than a

moment.
Looking out from the frame of black iron lace I saw a
friend walking past across the street. I called to her, called
again, but got no answer. Strange that she had not heard
me, I thought.
I heard the bow of a violin and turning, saw a young
man playing. He smiled at me. I did not know the tune,
but I knew it was for dancing and my steps matched the
swirls and dips of the music for a few blissful measures.
The heightened chill in the air made me look at my
watch. It was so much later than I thought. I had to get
home to help with supper. Outside the black lace rim I
straddled my bike for a moment and looked back in at the
graveyard. Weeds pushed over headstones, a few squirrels sorted through acorns. There were no mothers holding infants on flower-skirted laps. No lovers glided like
swans and skaters. No fiddler played.
I rode home, down the river path, over the train tracks,
past the flower shop and bakery. Late Summer gathered
in the day, as early Autumn spilled out the evening. My
legs ached a little as I pushed the pedals harder to climb
the slope.
When I am rational and adult I tell myself that imagination peopled my graveyard, that imagination works overtime and writes stories for the eyes. I tell myself that it
was an abnormality of seventeen, that I never really saw. .
. There are other times, though, when the guard changes
and seasons meet for a firefly moment, that I see lovers
gliding like swans and skaters and I am a girl dancing to a
fiddler’s smile.
“Writing was my first love, even before I could officially read and write. I
made up my own script and pencilled poetry and stories onto yellow
tablets, which I then read to any willing (and quite a few unwilling listeners).
My work has since been published here in the United States and
internationally. My publication credits and awards include short fiction,
essay, poetry and drama and I have had drama produced onstage. I
served as editor of Lane Community College’s literary art magazine
Denali during which time the magazine took five first place awards with
Scholastic Press. I still get as excited over an acceptance notice as I did
the very first time I received one.”
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Flavor of the Month

sad leaves

Coming in from having been out in the cold too long
My clumsy fingers tremble in expectation

Painting tierra samara and tree nuts
azo green Sugar Maple Gum Balls
pyrrol scarlet holly berries, leaves.

I can feel a deep mumbling, murmuring, purring
As steam rises from the dark, musty grounds
And memories of earlier flavors
Tickle into mouth watering anticipation

Adorning azo Quaking Aspens
scarlet Big Leaf Maples.

I breathe deeply of exotic aromas
I flick my tongue into the rich, earthy blend
It is hot, burning hot,
Simple hot
Hot, the way I like it
Too hot to really taste
And I know it can burn me

Leaving sienna “ping-pong” ball galls
and fuzzy galls with rounded oak leaves.
Leaving hearts on Lilacs and
Elms, Lindens and Cottonwoods.
Stopping to pick up brightness and
an interesting line and tear from a sad tree.
~ Nicole Taylor

Back To School

But if I don’t drink now
It can cool to a tepid, bitter mash
More complicated
And to save it I will have to add
Sugar, or chocolate.
~ Marv Himmel

Grace
When you put your feet under Mama’s table, you bowed
your head for Grace,
That’s the way things were and was not open for
debate.
Brother told her no one time and got her hand print on
his face,
He bowed his head next morning, when he finally ate.
She set a simple table, nothing fancy like downtown,
She thanked the Lord for her bounty and the gift of life
itself.
Oh, how she loved the holidays and her turkey roasted
brown,
She thanked him for those gathered and the staples on
her shelf.
You washed your face and combed your hair before you
took your seat,
Manners were required and no cussin’ was allowed.
Her table was tradition and not just a place to eat,
And no one dared to take a bite until their head was
bowed.
~ Michael Barker
8
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Knowledge,
made up of
words:
wood
for building up
the fire
of that which I wish
to say,
needs more tools
to build with;
so off I go...
for sharper
instruments
to chop and gather
wood
to build this
page.
~ C. Steven Blue

The Sounds of Silence
By Dale Dickson

I

have items which I have kept to remind me of days
when I was young and my world was on fire, but these
relics and fading photographs soon become merely artifacts of a bygone age and will perhaps vanish if no one
shares my interests.
One of my passions is history, especially United States
history. I love to hear personal histories – first-person stories of lives lived. So many of these true-to-life accounts
are an integral part of our cumulative lives but regrettably
are not a part of our written history.
When I peruse my accumulations of history, it is easy
to mentally transform myself to those times. The sounds
of silence accompany me and I can tune out the world.
I love my country, the United States of America, and
have traveled extensively, seeking the abundant historical
venues o’er the land of the free and the home of the brave.
At Gettysburg National Military Park, for example, I
can hear the thundering gunfire and President Lincoln’s
Gettysburg Address. Philadelphia resounds with the ringing of the Liberty Bell. Boston leads me to the fighting at
Bunker Hill and the U.S.S. Constitution, – Old Ironsides.
The “shot heard around the world” originated at Cambridge, Massachusetts. At Valley Forge, Pennsylvania, the
Revolutionary War and the concerns of General George
Washington are in my mind as is Washington, D.C., where
I walked in the footsteps of great men who trod centuries
before.
There was the small town in Pennsylvania where I lived
during my formative years... I can hear the joyful cries as
we went sled riding on steep hills that somehow have
shrunk over the years.
The roaring of Niagara Falls is diminished by its
beauty.
Traveling across the Midwest, crossing the mighty
Mississippi River and all the history it is not divulging,
ascending the Gateway Arch in St. Louis and exploring
the Ozark Mountains need no external sound.
A memory of an exploration of my genealogy in the
ancient hills of West Virginia and Pennsylvania evoke
soundless recollections.
There was the cadence of the drums as I, a member of
the color guard, led our high school marching band in parades. To keep in step, we knew our right foot must strike
the pavement as the cymbals clashed. Often today, as I am
walking, the cadence is in my mind... cymbals, too. I hear
the patriotic songs I learned in a one-room schoolhouse.
The many national parks I have visited hold special
silent reminiscences, as well. A mule ride to the bottom of
the Grand Canyon, crossing the roaring Colorado River,
Yellowstone National Park’s grand vistas and my very fa-

vorite – Yosemite – are etched forever in my mind. I don’t
need to hear any sound that emanated from these sites to
transform me to their locales. There is no doubt how much
I love this land.
On Veterans Day, we honor those who gave their lives
so we may be free. I hear the bugles that morosely played
Taps at my youngest brother’s funeral, a sad welcome home
from Vietnam.
Even though my hearing was diminished by the painful blaring of horns and sirens next to my ears, I am able
still, in my mind’s “ears,” to recall the sensations I acquaint with all the things I have mentioned.
Can you hear them? I imagine not, for they are the
sounds of silence – my sounds – and it is good.

The Music of Silence
Listen to your heart; it won’t lie to you.
There is music all around us; you just have to listen to
your heart.
Listen to the music of life, of living.
Hear the music of the sea crashing on the shore.
The joyful music of children playing, laughing, giggling,
squealing. Hold still and hear the music of the silent
night.
Lying in bed at night with your favorite song being
slowly overtaken by sleep; perhaps to dream of it.
Reminiscing of the carefree days of our youth, dancing
and moving slowly to love songs. A song held in your
heart, like the lullabies your mother sang to you.
The songs of silence beating a gentle rhythm in your
heart.
The music of nature: birds singing, hooting, and calling to
their mates. Even the breaking of solitude by a passing
auto or airplane overhead. The ripple of a brook.
The silence of a pond.
The whispering of a breeze wafting through the forest.
The dots and dashes of rain spattering on the roof.
Some of my favorite music, so soothing and relaxing.
The doorbell or telephone when a true friend calls on
you. Within your heart is the sound of music.
My heart is filled with the music of life.
Can you hear them? I imagine not, for they are the
sounds of silence, my sounds, and it is good.
The sound of silence is music to my ears. Listen to your
heart; it won’t lie to you. Listen to your heart and
you’ll hear mine.
~ Dale R. Dickson
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Midnight Journey

S

omething died across the river last night, I heard it all.
It went on for about a minute though it seemed like
a life time, in a way it was.
I think it was a rabbit; an owl got it. I heard it screech in
victory over the dying cries of the rabbit.
Here in the wild there is no place, provision or reason
for compassion, pity or mercy. In the wild, death means
life, for some to live some must die.
I took in the winter sky, black as coal, without end and
clear as a bell, star-filled and the moon full. The river
looked like a ribbon of silver flowing through the
canyon. I savored it.
I recalled a college feller once telling me that the stars
outnumbered all the souls of earth, past and present.
A shooting star streaked across the sky and I became
overwhelmed by strange thoughts I had no control over.
I succumbed with little resistance as I saw gigantic black
icebergs calving and melting in the desert.
I watched a flotilla of ocean liners, super tankers, and
warships in a dead heat race with Spanish Galleons, log
rafts, dugout canoes and reed boats on the high seas
atop an arid plain.
I saw airliners, space shuttles, biplanes, flying saucers, a
kite, soaring birds and a feather, all flying together in the
Missing-Man Formation.
I saw 18-wheelers and sports cars coursing over shiny
paved roads, mile-long trains on golden rails, covered
wagons on the rutted plains and four-legged animals on
well-used game trails that had no beginning or end.
I saw lush mountain meadows bathed in wildflowers
dissected by swift-flowing artesian streams all
surrounded by mighty old-growth forests reduced to
barren clear-cuts teeming with life. Jagged stumps served
as a reminder of what once was while at the same time
offering a hint of hope and humble acceptance of the
cycle of life and the promise of death.
I saw skyscrapers, mansions of granite, glass and steel
zoned in with log cabins, grass huts and igloos, all inside
a huge cave on the sacred burial grounds of someone’s
ancestors.
Humanity paraded by in all its glory and gore.

There were kings and queens, presidents, dictators,
tyrants and wannabees ruling over the obedient masses
bereft of hopes and dreams with revolt seething in and
feeding their souls.
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The scholars, philosophers, teachers, poets, the beautiful
people, the marred and afflicted were all buried side by
side in simple overgrown, unkempt woodland plots with
no markers, all forgotten.
I saw law and order, racism, caste, segregation, immigration, civil dissent and protest begat riots which begat
war before anyone could think of an alternative to
mutually-assured destruction.
Then it was all over in an instant as fast it came on as
that shooting star faded into the black of that Rogue
River sky… a done deal.
It was mid-January, temperature in the low twenties and
yet I was drenched in a cold sweat that ran from my
how-flushed face onto the handrails of the deck and
slowly turned to a frozen slush.
I trembled from uncertainty and fear, not the cold, and
nearly scared to death of the origin of these uninvited
intrusions into my thoughts.
I wasn’t long in determining that my time would be
better spent on things I could comprehend and deal
with.
Like banking up the woodstove to ward off the chill of
the morn, getting the coffee ready and stringing up the
12-volt wire to keep the bears out of the storeroom
and lodge. I can’t have that. I’m in the wilderness, no
roads in or out, and the river won’t be safe to be on for
at least another week.
I’ve felt alone before but never like this. Winters in the
Rogue River Canyon were meant to be hard and they
sure as Hell are and I’ll crave it to my grave.
~ Michael J Barker

More an Affair of the Flask Than of the Heart
(Divorced school-teacher on vacation about 1960)
By Jean-Marie Purcell

I

didn’t like eating in restaurants alone so I decided to try
the Museum pub where I was sure I could find Scotch
Eggs and “a plate o’ beef”. They had become my favorite
things to eat since I’d arrived in London a week or so before – and they only cost ‘three and six.’ I pretended I knew
what that meant. Besides, the pub was near the mighty British Museum where I was spending a lot of time during the
day.
Two men at the other end of the bar were discussing
whether my accent was Canadian or Yank. I didn’t hear them,
they told me about that later when we all fell to chatting.
We compared our respective countries’ cultures and attitudes about things They both worked for a publishing
firm; Sam, who had been to San Diego and
seemed to have remembered it as a special place, was his firm’s accountant.
Because he was short and chubby and
not handsome, I pointedly tried to show
more interest in him. I came back there
to eat several times and the three of us
talked and drank strange and new (to
me) things like bitters and stouts and
other warm beery drinks.
Within a fortnight I’d abandoned
my indifference to the other fellow. Eric
was, well, striking. He looked like Churchill’s
Foreign Secretary, Anthony Eden – tall and slim with black
pomaded hair and a little moustache.
Sam was ordering another round at the bar. Alone for a
few minutes, Eric confided, “I’ve been so lonely and my
wife recently died.” He left out that they’d been separated
for over ten years. I learned that from Sam who, unintentionally, disclosed the fact while telling me some unrelated
story. Yet, overall, Eric presented a colorful picture of himself... He was forty and had been a wing commander during
WWII; after that he’d tramped around the world washing
dishes on ships in order to see the Orient. Since the war and
the dishes, he’d taught himself whatever it takes to become
an art collector, which had some kind of tie-in with the publishing company he now worked for. He made a sketch of
me, off the cuff, which showed an almost professional talent for drawing. Everything he told me about himself, built
to a nice mystique.
Since I’d arrived in London I’d been expecting a deposit in a bank I’d designated to have my final salary check
sent to. Day after day, I’d be disappointed. Often, I’d continue to meet with my new friends at the pub.
While Sam still joined us most evenings, it was becoming clear that Eric and I were sort of linking up. Our shared
interest in painters and art history was one of the tendrils in
the cordage. One day, he said, “My sister Doris and my
father live in a little cottage on the Thames. Will you come

with me next Sunday to meet them?” I wasn’t too surprised.
A house on the Thames! I was impressed... and baffled. I’d
imagined only the really wealthy lived along that river.
Before we got to his sister’s place, we stopped to see
Windsor Castle which was nearby and which I’d intended
to visit anyway. We were walking up the stony approach
when Eric stopped suddenly – he had a way of doing that to
emphasize the importance of what he was about to say.
“Why don’t we marry?”
I was thirty-three, had one short marriage while at college and one real, five-year-long one later. To this day I
don’t know why I didn’t take this whole episode
more seriously. My recollection gets fuzzy,
partly due to guilt, I think. I was too old
not to have known that I was playing with
lives, not least, my own. What he said
next I would not forget...“There’s no
need to tell Doris that we met in a pub.”
“Why? Are you afraid she’ll disapprove of me?”
“Oh, no. You see, she and my father think
I don’t drink. It would worry them if they
thought I did. I come out here every Sunday and never have a drink.”
I agreed not to reveal to his kin
where he and I had met.
Doris’ little house was old and seemed to be hanging
over the river. She was younger than he, but as tall. Unlike
him she was pale but also good-looking and gracious – not
at all stern, so I wondered why she’d be critical of a few
beers. His Dad was wearing a jacket with patched elbows
and a tie. I noted this because, back home, everybody would
likely be in sports clothes on a weekend. Doris was eager to
tell me that though we Yanks might take our own movie
fare for granted, they were crazy about our cowboy flicks in
Britain . His little family seemed delighted that Eric and I
were getting along. I was continuing to get caught up in the
other’s enthusiasm.
In the meantime, my check had been sitting, unclaimed,
in a different branch about a block away from the bank I
kept visiting. A savvy clerk had at last tracked it down for
me. I could resume my travels. Eric and I had discussed and
decided that I would go back to my teaching job in southern
California – if we did get married. We were both vague
about what he would do when we got to the States. From
time to time I’d have creeping feelings of vague misgivings, but it’s such fun to be on leave from your real life...
”Let me go on by myself,” I offered in a lily-livered
way, “and we can meet in Munich in a week.” I knew damn
well I wanted some breathing space, a respite, so I added,
“It’ll give us both a chance to see all this in perspective.”
He acted crushed and sullen, but allowed that I should go
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on ahead of him.
I don’t know what people expect to see in perspective,
after all the same eyes are looking at the same contentions.
Settings don’t count for much, either. In the week I waited
for him the seeds of doubt began to sprout weeds of regret.
I felt sort of paralyzed and I had a hard time culling the real
from the tentatively hoped for. Also, somewhat to his credit,
in retrospect, I must admit he was not a staggering drunk,
he did not slur his words, nor reel around. Sitting across
from him in some bar, if I had not been with him all day I
might have believed this drink he was now downing was
his first of the day. I later wondered whether he might have
visited his relatives while drinking after a slug of mouthwash and gotten away with fooling them.
“I had a devil of a time disposing of my collections, my
dear,” he confided while we were unpacking his things in
his hotel room that I had arranged for him on the same floor
as mine. He mentioned his Whistlers, Gustave Dores and
John Teniels. A torrent of guilt swept over me. He had quit
his job and disposed of some treasures before he came here
to Munich . What have I led this poor guy into! Half of me
was carrying out “OUR PLANS.” The other half was getting more and more icy in the feet. I’d also gone to the American Consulate on Eric’s telephonic urging to start the paper
work for him to leave the country as my new spouse and
they’d put me off, given me a run around for which I was
secretly grateful and relieved.
Except for one Rodin exhibit, we spent the next two
days mostly finding beer halls. Eric got and stayed much
drunker than he had ever done in London . About the only
place he really wanted to see in Munich was the
Hofbrauhaus. It had been the private brewery of a Bavarian
Prince or King, then a public, government owned showplace and finally the infamous setting where Hitler hatched
some of his plans for taking over the world. While trying to
locate it we had to stop for a drink or two. As I recall, when
we found it, it took up a whole city block and was three
stories high. We went up to the vast third floor where there
were rows and rows of long tables and benches with armlinked Germans and a lot of swinging beer mugs. Bodies
were swaying side to side and singing (joylessly, I thought).
We both wanted to leave. We started down the steps we had
just come up. Someone had closed iron gates across the
opening at the second story. We shook the gates and called
out. Nobody paid attention to our confinement except a few
other tourists trying to come up and they turned around and
left.
“They can’t do this to me” Eric screamed, running back
up the stairs so he could dash down again and fling himself
against the locked gates, “I know how to handle them. I
dealt with enough of them during the war. I’ll show them.”
I tried to point out that other people were finding a way
to leave. It turned out that we had come in a back entrance
that got locked soon after we got there. We left easily by the
main entrance. Through all this drama Eric had not had the
drink he came for.
“Eric,” I began, when we had taken a table in a little bar
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he handily located, “I don’t think it’s going to work with us.
Sometimes you irritate me. I’m sorry, but I can’t stand to
see people act like you did with those gates.”
“But I went through so much during the war at the hands
of these beastly Germans,” he whined.
He sulked all the way back to the hotel, every few minutes performing his emphatic halt to declare hyperbolically
his great love for me. I was wearing a skimpy dress because
we had started the day in full sunlight. I told him I was
really freezing which he ignored. Exasperated with him but
curious to find out his true metal I persisted:
“You love me more than life itself, but you haven’t offered me your sweater.”
“But I’ve only this jersey and a thin shirt under…” A
few more prods and he reluctantly put his jersey around my
shoulders and-coughed all the way back.
I refused his offer to join him in a nightcap, squeezing
his foot out of my door. He apparently prowled the hotel
during the whole night, every once in a while banging on
my door. I finally opened it intending to plead with him to
go to bed. HE SLAPPED ME HARD ACROSS MY FACE.
I slammed the door and called the desk to report that Eric
had assaulted me. I imagine they were relieved to know
who was wandering the halls disturbing guests. The clerk
was importantly indifferent to my pleas for help. Instead he
called me back several times demanding I stop entertaining
that man in my room!
Early the next morning I stuffed my things in suitcases
and struggled to the train station. Eric knew I’d planned to
go to Venice next. I had a hunch that I needed to beat him to
the train and it turned out I was right. That I got there first
was probably due to his need to stop for drinks. Unlike our
American rules regarding consumption of alcohol and British paternalism, which closed the pubs for the afternoon,
many European cities might have a kiosk, almost anywhere,
assuring one could buy a drink any time of day.
I crouched in the ticket line fearing he might be casing
it. The only train for Venice that day was leaving in a half
hour. I saw him before he saw me so I ducked behind a
pillar. When he had gone off in the opposite direction, I
made a dash for the platform, manically babbling about
needing to get through, pushing past the few passengers
composedly waiting to board. Once on the train I hid in the
water closet for a while before I found a place where I could
easily retreat behind a partition as I watched him pace, in
profile, back and forth along the platform in front of a large
compartment window. He was eagle-eyed scanning the
crowd. If he had just turned his head he might have spied
me peeking around at him. As the train pulled out, I could
finally collapse into a seat and said to myself, “I’m in a
bloody Hitchcock movie!”
I find it hard to remember any affectionate feelings I
had for him. They are all a blur. Thinking back on it I wonder if maybe the reason Dad and Doris so readily accepted
me was that they thought it would be dandy if ‘sober’ Eric
left the British Isles.

A Father’s Love
By Shelly Grogan

L

ost in their thoughts, the two police officers sat in the
patrol car on the darkened street late one summer
night. The older police officer, toughened by years of patrolling the roughest neighborhoods in the city, was no
longer surprised or shocked by anything he saw while on
duty. He believed he’d experienced it all – events ranging
from improbable to impossible. There was nothing that
could change his face from a stoic frown once he stepped
inside his patrol car.
The younger cop was a rookie. Fresh from the academy, his goal was to clean up the streets and make a name
for himself. He admired his older, more experienced partner sitting beside him in the driver’s seat and was determined to learn all he could from the man.
The street on which they were parked was in a neighborhood in the middle of the worst part of the city. It wasn’t
as bad as it used to be, but it still wasn’t a good place to be
at any time of the day or night.
“The department doesn’t usually put you youngsters
on this beat,” the older cop said quietly, “But if you ask
me, there’s no better place to get a crash course in survival
and teamwork.”
The younger police officer glanced around at the dark
streets and darker shadows. Hulking frames of abandoned
cars were sporadically parked among the litter in the gutters. Down the block, a black alley gaped open from between two storefronts with bars across the fronts to protect them from nighttime vandals and thieves. Further
down, dimly lit by one of the few streetlights that hadn’t
been broken, was a small cross and couple of potted flowers – a memorial to someone special who was gone but
not forgotten. There was no movement, no noise, no stray
dogs or cats – not even a breeze to blow the fast food
wrappers and paper bags down the street.
“Looks like a quiet night,” the younger officer observed.
“Yep. Used to be a nightmare, drivng down this street.
Even parking, like we are now, we’d return to the station
without hubcaps or a bumper. Ruffians would strip the car
while we sat here without us even realizing it. Not anymore.”
“Yeah,” reverence toward the older cop emanated from
the younger one.
“I’m afraid your admiration is misdirected,” the older
cop said. “I know that many of us who patrol this section
of town receive most of the credit for cleaning it up, but
we don’t deserve it. We aren’t responsible for getting rid
of the most troublesome gangs and muggers.”
“Who is?” the younger cop asked.
“Her,” the older cop pointed toward a girl coming into

view across the street from behind them. She looked to be
in her late teens or early twenties. She held some textbooks cradled in her arm. She had on a light dress perfect
for the hot days and warm summer nights. Her blonde hair
was tied back in a ponytail, she had a smile on her face,
and she walked briskly with a spring in her step. She kept
her eyes forward and her head high with confidence.
“Her?” the younger cop frowned. “What is she? Some
superhero?”
“Not at all. She’s as young and innocent as she appears.”
“What’s she doing here? Doesn’t she know how dangerous it is?”
“She comes from a poor but respectful family. They
live in one of the apartments a few blocks down. She’s the
first in her family to attend college. She has to work at
night to pay her way through. She’ll be okay. Her dad will
take care of her.”
“How? I don’t see him.”
“He’ll show up.”
When the girl passed the alley, six dark shapes slinked
out behind her. Even in the darkness, the older cop recognized them. Members of one of the last few remaining street
gangs, and by far, the most ruthless. Stalking their prey
like large cats, they moved silently behind the girl.
“Shouldn’t we do something?” the younger cop asked
with alarm. “They’re going to hurt her!”
“Don’t worry about it. Her dad will take care of her.”
“Even if he does show up on time, how can he take on
all those guys? I wouldn’t even go after them without calling for back-up, first. What is he? Superman?”
“He loves her very much. He used to meet her outside
the diner where she works and walk her home every night.
He would protect her from any muggers or gangs that tried
to bother them. But you’re right. He wasn’t superman. You
see that memorial?” the older cop nodded toward the girl,
pausing long enough to crouch down and kiss the cross.
Without looking behind her shoulder, she straightened up
and continued down the street. The gang members, still
following, maintained their distance. “That’s where her
father tried to take on a particularly nasty gang. The girl
was able to run for help, but by the time she returned with
some police officers, her father was already dead. She put
up that memorial in memory of him.”
“But…but you said he’d help her.”
“Do you have any kids?”
The rookie smiled. “Not yet. My wife is expecting our
first this fall.”
“I’m going to tell you something that the girl knows,
but those hoodlums don’t. There are few things more powOctober 2011
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erful than a father’s love for his children. A father’s love
for his daughter, however, is a bond with unimaginable
strength. It can’t be broken. It can span great distances. It
can even reach…” the older officer paused.
With their focus solely on the girl turning the corner at
the end of the block, the gang members were passing by
the memorial. Once they were a couple of yards beyond it,
an ethereal white smoke rose up from the cross and took
on the shape of a man. Levitating six feet off the ground,
the filmy specter followed the young men, unaware of its
presence. The rookie watched with wide eyes full of fear
and disbelief. The older cop, however, watched with the
casualness of a man who has seen it all.
It was only after the group disappeared out of sight
around the corner that the older officer finished his sentence. “As I was saying, a father’s love can even reach
beyond the grave.”
"A Father's Love" takes place on a warm night in a cold city. It expresses
the bond that exists between a father and his daughter. It's a love
story, but not a romance. It's a ghost story, but it's not scary.
I am a stay-at-home homeschooling mom with three kids. I live on a
farm outside of Veneta and in addition to writing short stories and
novel-length manuscripts, I enjoy riding horses, training my dog to do
tricks, and baking pies.

The Forge
The sparks fly as the hammer falls
On the iron from the forge
Forming tools in a tradition almost lost
Hammer and iron sing in a sweet song
The bellows sigh its contentment
Watching the red hot metal
From its hearth being transformed
Into a working tool of art
The Smith that wields the
hammer
Does not do so for the pay
But for the love of the craft
Savoring each blow
As only an artisan can
As the raw iron transforms
Into the image that is in the
mind
The iron song and show of
sparks
Is payment to the soul only
The Smith can truly understand
~ Herbie
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Full Ride
By Jennifer Chambers
“

S

teve, you’re not on the road to nowhere, you’re on
an express train.” The woman dabbed at a crocodile
tear. “I jus’ don’t get it.” The patois of the uneducated was
in her voice, the shorthand phrases, and the backwoods
drawl that matched her shellacked good looks. “You know,
most boys here’d kill for an opportunity like you got.”
On the tailgate of a rusted pickup truck, Steve sat and
chewed on a piece of tall grass. Hard blue eyes and the
incessant tapping of his boot on the fender belied his casual posture. “I don’t want to go,” he said, and each word
was forced out over the piece of grass like an edict. “Not
my thing.” He kept his free hand behind his back, tucked
into the back of his patched Levi’s.
“Don’t be a nutjob. A full ride for Ivy League football? C’mon, you have to go off t’ school now. I know
your brother died…” she trickled to a stop, twisting a long
curl of her platinum hair. “I mean, Jackie passed on a few
months ago, right? Do you want to sit around here forever?” She smiled, but it didn’t animate her face. “I wanna
go places.”
Steve peered up at the otherworldly beautiful woman
from under the brim of his baseball hat. Her skin was the
color of skim milk, her eyes like green marbles. “No. I just
don’t want to leave the Valley.” He tipped his chin out
over where they sat in the back of his ’95 F-150, parked
above the football field.
Cheryl watched him look out at his past out of the corners of her cat-like gaze, then narrowed her mouth and
blew out a puff of air. “Well, I guess we can, if you wanna?”
She toyed with the strap of her tank top and raised her
shoulder, calculated boredom in her face as she tossed her
mane of hair. “For old time’s sake?” Her mouth opened
slightly and he saw her long, white teeth in the weak late
afternoon sunshine.
“No, thanks.” Steve raised the hand that had been behind his back, and a small silver cross dangled from his
palm. “I’ve got other plans.”
He pressed the cross into the pale flesh of her neck,
and Cheryl recoiled. Her neck retracted like a snail into its
shell and Steve pressed the cross into Cheryl’s pouting lips.
They sizzled, and he threw the long silver chain across her
neck. “That’s for Jessie.”
Cheryl shrieked through a hole in her mouth that was
sealed by rapidly cooling scar tissue. Hands at her throat,
she scuttled off into the brush behind the bleachers and
into the woods, hissing the whole time like a boiling teapot.
Steve slid behind the steering wheel and revved the
engine. “Never trust a teenage vampire.” He roared off
towards the field, thinking about practice, and whether or
not he could combine football in the future with some extra-curricular pest control. “Nothin’ wrong with state
schools.”

The Card Game
By Gus Daum
The names in this report have been changed because none are innocents.

T

hey called their weekly gathering the Kiddy Kard Club,
and the group meets every Friday to play bridge. Sam
had been in the group for nearly twenty years. The youngest in the current membership was a youth of sixty-nine.
The oldest, the one with tenure so to speak, had brought in
his birthday cake last Friday with a big 9-3 in its topping.
The membership changed as someone left the group for
what are called “natural causes,” or because a player simply couldn’t remember where in hell he was or wasg o i n g
or had been. He would be replaced with a
sounder, but not necessarily sound, mind.
His replacement had to pass muster
with the group. He was invited to substitute a time or two for unspoken evaluation. He might then become a regular or
simply fail the test and fall by the wayside.
There were no formal rules in the test, but
all the veterans knew them. Fritz had become an uninvited one when he became
too critical and too specific about how Ike
had played a hand or two. Ike is sensitive. A fellow named Tony was seen twice
serving himself from the Klub’s self-service
coffee urn without dropping a coin in the box.
The sign clearly said Ten Cents a Cup. Max said, “I don’t
want no one what can’t read at my table.” (Max’s grammar has slipped a bit since he used to teach at the University.)
A preacher had been invited to the group once, and
wondered if they might open the play with a brief prayer.
Sam blackballed him with terse comment. “If I can’t cheat
and lie a little, I might as well stay home and talk to my
wife.”
During official play, complaints about wives, the White
House, or taxes were taboo lest the player’s concentration
might wander, and idle talk was delayed until sack lunch
time at noon. Those topics ceased when play resumed half
an hour later, although the subject of local sports might be
touched on while the cards were being dealt for the next
hand.
They don’t play for big money. Before play begins,
everyone antes up a dollar at the five tables of four men
per table. The twenty bucks is paid out at the end of official play with high score of the day awarded six dollars,
with second, third, and fourth scores getting decreasing
prizes. They used to pay the low scorer for the day a dollar, but Max said, “I don’t want my money going to no
losers”. Max has voted a straight Republican ticket since
Eisenhower in 1952.
The announced starting time is ten o’clock but the men
start drifting in when the doors open at nine for what they

call warm-up time. Courtesy demands that the next guy in
sits at whatever table has a vacant seat or so and plays
with the guy in the opposite seat for the first five hands of
official play. When the winners move on to the next table,
they will switch and play with a new partner by luck of the
draw. This lets everyone have the same advantage or disadvantage of the beginning seat choice.
On this day Bob T. came in to only two open seats at
the fifth table, and ten minutes before start time. He sat
down across from Sam to hear Sam grunt, “Oh,
hell! I have to start off with you?”
Bob glared back, “We drew numbers to
see who started with you. I lost.”
Sam said, “You’re late again. You had to
wash dishes before she’d let you outa the house,
huh? Your hands are almost clean. Somebody deal
the cards.”
They both looked up as Ned wandered in
to take the last seat. His name was Ned, but
the guys called him The Black Judge. In his
younger years, genteel ladies of the South
might have called him a “gentleman of
color.” Men would have been less kind. He
stood about six foot seven and had played his
football at Texas A&M. The word was that he went pro
with the Dallas Cowboys for a couple of years, before he
went bad and became a lawyer. He still headed his own
large law firm, and had argued and won a couple of major
cases before the State Supreme Court. He sat down on
Sam’s left, and said, “Hiya, Honkie.”
Sam grinned and said, “Glad you could drop by. Got
any slave uprisings planned for today? Got the cotton all
in?”
“Naw. Massa Abe done settled that for us some time
back. Hadn’t you heard? Gran Pap got a mule and forty
acres. Mule has up and died though.”
Bob had dealt out the four hands and already sorted
his cards while listening to their ritual insults and said,
“Hey, I bid One No Trump. You kids shut up and bid.”
A shrill whistle or two stopped the chatter at all five
tables as Chuck, the nominal head of the Klub, held up
both hands. He was the guy who awarded prizes and
brought in needed supplies so they mostly listened when
he spoke. “Okay, girls. Listen up. I need an extra buck
from each of you today for some new cards. I wanna see
eight dollars on each table. Now, throw in your cards and
deal ‘em out fresh. Winners move clockwise. Time to start
this rat race.”
Cards were shuffled, cut and dealt as idle chatter
stopped and twenty men settled quietly in to devote full
focus on the business of the day.
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Seeing in Spanish
(This is dedicated to those who lost their lives on
September 11, 2001)
By Pat Broome

I

t was a hot muggy South Texas morning. It was my
mother’s birthday, and I was wondering if she had received my birthday card. I usually sent her a funny one because we both shared a warped sense of humor. I had to go
to work early because it was my day to open the library and
start all of the computers and copiers before the first classes
of the day began. I was driving down the highway, listening
to an oldies station, singing along with some of the songs
and going over the opening procedures in my head. I got to
work around 7:30 a.m. and proceeded to open the library. A
few students came in to check out articles that their professors had placed on reserve for their various classes.
Around 8:00 a.m., Sandy, our Information Systems Librarian came in. She was as white as a ghost and shaking
like a leaf. I asked her what was wrong and she said that,
while driving to work, a news bulletin came on the radio
that said that an airplane had crashed into the World Trade
Center in New York. My first thought was that it was probably bad weather there and that somehow the plane’s instruments malfunctioned like what had happened in 1945 when
a bomber crashed into the Empire State Building. By that
time, my colleagues in the Technical Services Department
had arrived and we started to scramble around looking for a
radio. Robert, our Acquisitions Specialist, turned on the television that he used to check videotapes to make sure that
they worked. He played around with it for a few minutes
until we were finally able to get a station to come in. However, it was the Univision station, which was a Spanish-language one. All of us stood around that small-screened television set and watched the unfolding of catastrophe right
before our eyes – live, in color and with a Spanish commentary washing over us like a tide of unintelligible noise.
Eventually, Sandy found a radio and she managed to
find an English-language news station. Robert turned down
the volume so we were watching everything unfold on the
Spanish TV station while listening to the English radio station. It was a totally bizarre and surreal experience. All of us
just stood around, stunned by what we were watching. I told
Robert that it seemed like something from a Tom Clancy
novel. I remembered one, in particular, Debt of Honor. The
story was about a Japanese multimillionaire with a longstanding grudge against the United States for his family’s
death in World War II. He decided to take out the entire
American government in one fell swoop by crashing a jumbo
jet into the U.S. Capitol during the President’s State of the
Union speech. Robert nodded in agreement as we turned
back to the television.
We watched as one of the towers slowly disintegrated
before our eyes. Camille, who was our Chief Reference Librarian, had tears in her eyes as we witnessed both of them
crumbling into pieces and clouds of dust. She had worked
there when she was in college and her brother was a retired
firefighter from Staten Island and knew a number of people
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who were killed. By that time we had also heard about the
plane that had crashed into the Pentagon and we were all
wondering, “What next?” That was not an idle speculation
because we lived in San Antonio, Texas. It was the home of
three Air Force bases and one Army post. If someone had
attacked New York and Washington, our turn was probably
not too far away. It really struck close to home when one of
the news stories on the radio reported that two men “of presumed Middle-Eastern origin” were arrested in Dallas after
police boarded an Amtrak train and held for questioning for
possessing box cutters.
Finally, around 11:00 a.m., the University President’s
office sent word that all classes were canceled and that the
campus was closed. My colleagues and I left. We were all in
a state of numb disbelief, trying to figure out what we had
just seen and how to make sense of it. We were also wondering what the future held in store for not only us, but also our
country. Was this just the beginning of something new and
terrible that we could not understand? Only time would tell
and maybe we would never know the entire answer.

Ten Years Later
By Patrice A. Broome
(Once again, in remembrance of those who lost
their lives on September 11, 2001...)

F

ive years ago, on the fifth anniversary of 9/11, I wrote an
article about my experience on September 11, 2001. Now,
five years have passed and I wish to express a few thoughts
on the 10th anniversary of that unforgettable event.
In the immediate aftermath, there was such a sense of
unity among the American people. Who can forget the image of members of the House of Representatives and the
Senate gathering on the steps of the Capitol in Washington
and spontaneously singing God Bless America? Remember
when President Bush went to Ground Zero and promised to
bring those responsible to justice? Remember the volunteers
who came from across America and around the world to help
search for survivors and clean up the wreckage? In France,
they said that “We are all Americans today.”
This reminded me of what I had heard as a child about
another “day that will live in infamy.” My mother, father,
and two aunts were schoolchildren during World War II, and
I remember them talking about scrap drives, “meatless Mondays”, saving up dimes to buy stamps for war bonds (so many
stamps in a book equaled 1 bond), ration books, writing letters and cards to friends and relatives who were off fighting
in the war, and the sadness that they felt for those who did
not return. This generation’s world war was now called the
“War on Terror”.
Not long afterwards, the United States, in partnership
with NATO allies, invaded Afghanistan because that was
where the people responsible for what happened had been
trained and where their leaders were presumed to be located.
Ten years later, we finally brought Osama Bin Laden to justice by raiding his hideout in Pakistan and he was killed in
the ensuing firefight.

Things are different this time in other ways as well. The
people who sacrificed their lives on September 11th, 2001
became symbolically our neighbors, our friends, people just
like us, going about their daily business. However, unlike
World War II, the sacrifices are much less noticed in the wider
American community. The exceptions are those who live in
Clarksville, TN, Fayetteville, NC, Tacoma, WA, Manhattan,
KS, Colorado Springs, CO, San Diego, CA, Norfolk, VA,
Killeen, TX, Lawton, OK, Dover DE or San Antonio, TX.
These are the specific communities most affected. Because
there are fewer communities being directly affected, fewer
stories are being widely told and passed along to the next
generation.
This brings me to my final thought about the tenth anniversary of 9/11. Something that struck me the most about
this past weekend was a television story from Portland, OR
about a 6th grade teacher teaching her class about 9/11. She
said that she began teaching about it in 2003, but after several years, she stopped doing it because the incoming students were too young to remember. This year, she decided to
teach about it again because the 10th anniversary was approaching. Before she started the lesson, she asked her students what they knew about 9/11. Very few of them knew
anything at all, and those who did had a number of their facts
wrong. The reporter doing the story asked some of the children the same thing and I was astonished by the lack of knowledge of such a seminal event in our nation’s history.
What happened in New York, Washington, D.C. and
Shanksville, PA must never be forgotten. It was George
Santayana who said “Those who cannot remember the past
are condemned to fulfill it.”
This His/Her/Everyone’s Story is important for all of us
to pass on to the succeeding generations. Stories are memorable and they are a vital part of a people’s collective memory.
We are Americans and what happened on 9/11 is part of our
collective memory.

Proud American Soldier
God bless and keep safe our fighting men and women
in harm’s way

I fought beside my brothers, as they died on foreign
shores,
I’m proud to say, we fought and slay, our enemies by
the scores.
One by one, we fought and won, wars down through
the ages,
The history books are written with our blood stains
on the pages.
Our skin is many colors, we are women and we’re
men,
We stand up to injustices no matter where or when.
I’m a Proud American Soldier, my job’s to keep us free,
I ply my timeless trade so far away, across the sea.
When others cringe and cower, you’ll find us standing
tall,
We’ll remain steadfast until the last, of the evil tip and
fall.
Come what may, get in our way, we’ll never cut and
run,
We’ll stay our course, with no remorse and it ain’t
always fun.
We’re the sailors that go out to sea, we’re the pilots in
the sky,
We’re the grunts out in the fox holes, and we all know
that men die.
I’m a Proud American Soldier, my job’s to keeps free,
I ply my timeless trade so far away, across the sea.
They spoke kindly of my enemies, the same day that I
died,
They burned my flag in protest as my widow watched
and cried.
But don’t you worry none my friends, nor shed a tear
for me,
There’s more where I come from to fight and keep us
free.
Freedom isn’t free my friends, we foot the bill in blood,
We die in the desert sand and in the jungle’s mud.
I’m a Proud American Soldier, my jobs to keep us free,
I ply my timeless trade so far away across the sea.
I may be just a soldier, but that’s just fine by me.
Michael J Barker
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Rosie, A Fairyland Fable
(An excerpt from Chapter One in Jane’s new book of the same name)
By Jane Capron

L

ike a dandelion puff on the wind, the suspicion that
she wasn’t really a fairy had been swirling in Rosie’s
mind all spring. Doubts sprouted and grew strong no matter how hard she tried to weed them out.
Her fairy friends braided wreaths and bracelets from
the long dandelion stems jeweled with sweet yellow flowers. They made beautiful necklaces, their fingers delicately
entwining the stems, but Rosie’s stems tore and the flowers wilted before she could finish. Marigold and Blossom
tickled their faces with the fragrant blooms and let the yellow pollen powder their chins. They inhaled the dandelion
perfume and sighed with pleasure, but Rosie sneezed.
Fairies were supposed to make beautiful bouquets and garlands and never be allergic to flowers. But Rosie couldn’t
make pretty fairy jewelry and the flowers gave her a runny
nose. So how could she possibly be a real fairy?
But if she wasn’t a fairy, what was she? She didn’t
think she was pretty enough to be a human child.
“Am I pretty?” she asked her magic mirror.
“That’s the umpteenth time you’ve asked that question,” the mirror said, sounding grumpy.
“You’re supposed to give me honest answers to my
questions,” Rosie scolded. “So give me an honest answer.
Am I pretty?”
“Listen, little fairy,” the mirror said, “If you behave as
well as you look, you’ll get by just fine.”
What kind of answer was that? The mirror heard
Rosie’s thought and said, “An honest answer.”
Her wings drooped as she went outside to dig grubs
for Papa to take fishing. Papa always said the grubs enjoyed the outing, swimming around in the water, teasing
the fish, just getting away from the daily grind of stirring
up the soil. When Elvie roared up on his elfmobile and
screeched to a stop, Rosie wiped her muddy hands on the
gauze of her skirt and asked him, “Am I ugly, Elvie?” Most
people would have at least said, “Hi, Elvie” before asking
so personal a question, but he was a good friend, so she
felt comfortable saying what was so close to the edge of
her mind.
“Ugly? Of course not, Rosie. You’re not beautiful, of
course, but maybe you will be in a few hundred years when
you grow up and, you know, develop.” He patted the seat
behind him, and invited her to climb on. He was going to
the creek by Trollhouse Bridge to look for agates for a
necklace. She could help, and maybe he’d treat her to a
huckleberry soda on the way back. “I don’t buy huckleberry sodas for ugly fairies,” he said.
But he hadn’t said she was pretty, either. Trollhouse
Bridge? Maybe she was a troll. She swung her leg over the
seat and clutched him around the waist to keep from falling off. At the creek, he parked his elfmobile and they
waded along the edge of the water looking for agates.
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As they drew near the bridge, she said, “Let’s not go
any farther. I heard the gatekeeper is a really mean troll.”
“How do you know? You ever met him?”
“No, but everybody says he’s mean.”
“You don’t know everybody, Rosie.” I happen to know
Tom, and maybe he’s a bit gruff, but he’s not
really mean. C’mon. I’ll introduce you.”
“Maybe he’s not at home.”
“He’s always home.” Elvie was
wearing leather boots, and the bells
on his toes jingled as he clambered
over the rocks.
“He’ll hear you, Elvie.”
“We don’t want to surprise him. Tom may not be real
mean, but he doesn’t like surprises. It’s best he can hear us
coming.” Elvie started to
whistle.
The bridge was a fallen
log that seemed to grow out of
a big mound on the edge of the
creek. “It’s not much of a
bridge,” Rosie said. “There’s
no railing, no place to hold on.”
Elvie told her Tom expected travelers to use their
staffs to balance themselves.
“I don’t have a staff,” Rosie said.
“Fairies can fly across, Silly. They don’t need staffs.
And Tom sells long sticks to creatures who feel unsteady.
Rosie thought Tom should give anybody who needed
help a staff to use, but Elvie pointed out that trolls were in
the bridge business to make money, not to give stuff away.
“Now, I don’t need any help with my balance. I can just
run right across that ol’ log.” And to show Rosie how surefooted he was, Elvie hopped up onto the log, skipped across
the creek, and disappeared into the trees, leaving her standing by the opening of what looked like a big beaver dam.
She shivered when out of the opening came the troll, a
creature bent over a knotty cane, his long red beard nearly
dragging on the ground. His voice was deep and loud and
she quaked with fear when he said, “WHAT DO YOU
WANT?”
“N-n-nothing,sir. I’m with Elvie.”
The troll took a pair of glasses out of his jacket pocket and
slowly scanned the other side of the creek. “Where is he?”
the troll demanded.
Rosie wondered the same thing, but she couldn’t see
Elvie, either. How dare he leave her in the clutches of this
nasty troll, who for all she knew might eat her?
He wasn’t any taller than she was and his face and
arms were sunburned and full of freckles. She couldn’t

tell if he wore stockings or if those were his bare legs
wrinkled clear down into his boots. He looked so frail that
she could probably blow him over, so she faced him bravely,
and the two of them stared at each other in silence.
Finally he said, in a much softer voice, “I’m Tom. What
are you?”
“I’m Rosie. I guess I’m a fairy,” Rosie said.
“You’re too ugly to be a fairy,” Tom said.
“Even if I am ugly, it’s not nice of you to say so,” Rosie
said. “You’re being rude, and I’m a guest here.”
“You’re not a guest. You’re a guest only if I invite you
to come see me, and I didn’t invite you. So go away.”
“You don’t scare me, you know,” Rosie said. That
wasn’t entirely true, but she felt she needed to stand up for
herself.
“Well, you’re here now, so you might as well come in
and set a spell while you wait for that elf to make up his
mind to come on back.”
Rosie peered around Tom, trying to see inside his mud
hut. It was dark and smelled musty. “I’ll wait out here, I
think,” she said. “But thank you very much, anyway.”
“Suit yerself. I don’t invite many creatures inside, and
I don’t need you, either.”
From the sound of his voice, Tom’s feelings were obviously hurt by her refusal to come in. Rosie might be plain
or even ugly, but she wasn’t unkind or rude. And if she
really was a troll who’d been traded for a fairy child, she
should go in and see what a troll’s house was like.
It was dark inside except for a beam of light coming
from the ceiling. Tom lit an oil lamp and hung it from a
limb sticking out of the mud walls, and then Rosie could
see a rough-hewn bed with a faded crazy quilt and a night
stand with a pitcher and bowl. There was a table and two
chairs in front of a baker’s cabinet that was shoved up
against the only straight wall. The rest of the walls curved
up to the dome where sunlight shone in and spotlighted a
fire pit in the center of the dirt floor.
“When I cook, the smoke goes out the hole in the roof,”
Tom said.
“What do you do when it rains? Doesn’t the rain come
in the hole?” Rosie asked.
“Got baffles up there I can close.” Tom pulled a lever
on the wall and the room would have turned completely
dark if it weren’t for the lantern. “If I’m cookin’ and it
rains, it gets kinda smoky in here, so I watch the clouds
pretty close and eat cold cereal if I think we’re due for a
spot of weather.” He squinted at her and added, “Forgettin’
my manners. You want a little sumpthin’? A cookie, maybe?
Some tea?”
“No, thank you. Elvie will be back any minute and
want to go, and my mama doesn’t like me to eat between
meals.” Cereal, cookies, and tea. Rose wondered what else
he ate. “What do you cook in your fire pit,” she asked,
“when the weather’s nice and the smoke can go out the
roof?”
“Sometimes raccoons, sometimes squirrels, sometimes
little girls,” Tom said.

Rosie gasped and backed away from him.
“I’m foolin’ you, Rosie.” Tom laughed uproariously
and slapped his knee. “Gotcha, didn’t I? No, seriously, I
haven’t eaten a raccoon in ages. Fattening, you know, and
gives me gall bladder attacks.” He continued laughing, so
hard that his nose ran and tears trickled down his cheeks.
Then turning serious, he said, “Gall bladder trouble is no
laughing matter, you know. My advice is don’t ever eat
very much raccoon.”
“You don’t really eat little girls, do you?” Rosie asked
in a very small voice.
“That’s for me to know and you to find out!” he said, laughing heartily again, and if truth be told, spitting a bit. “Better have a cookie. The worst thing in them is blueberry
chips.”
Rosie took one out of the tin box and tried a tiny bite. It
was quite good, and she decided Tom had probably been
teasing her. He wiped his nose and cheeks on his sleeve
and insisted she sit down.
“Is there a Mrs. Troll?” she asked.
“Now that’s a serious question. Why would you ask that?
It’s none of your business, you know. You shouldn’t ask
creatures you’ve just met personal questions. Talk about
the weather and food.”
“I talk about personal things with friends, especially
when we eat cookies,” Rosie said.
“I’m not your friend. I’m a troll. Trolls don’t have friends.
We’re too mean. Everybody knows that. And your friend,
Elvie, didn’t pay me his penny to cross my bridge. Wait
till he gets back and you’ll see how mean I can be.”
They sat in silence and Rosie shook her head when
Tom offered her another cookie. “I should go. I guess I
could fly home.”
“Sounds good to me. You’re a fairy, so fly on home.”
“I don’t much like to fly,” Rosie said. “I’m not very
good at it. Actually, it makes me nervous to be up in the
air. I get dizzy and keep thinking I’ll fall and get hurt.”
“All fairies fly. It’s what they do,” Tom said.
“What if I’m not really a fairy?” Rosie said, her mouth
trembling.
“What’s wrong with you, anyway?” Tom said gruffly.
“If you’re not a fairy, what might you be?”
“I’m ugly, I’m clumsy, and I think I’m probably really
a troll child who was traded for a pretty fairy baby.”
Tom stood up to his full three feet and, with his hands
on his hips, stamped his foot. “Are you suggesting that
trolls are ugly and clumsy?”
He was indignant as he stood there red-faced, his nose
a swollen veined bulb, one bloodshot eye looking at her
and the other eye looking somewhere over her shoulder.
Straw-like strands stuck out from the mat of hair plastered
to his head. His beard was speckled with cookie crumbs,
or maybe leftover bits of squirrel or whatever he’d last
roasted in his fire pit.
Rosie hesitated. “I always heard trolls weren’t very
good-looking and tended to be clumsy, but of course I never
met any before you, and you’re certainly nice looking…for
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a troll. But you said yourself that I’m ugly. And I know
I’m clumsy. And I don’t really want to be a troll child. But
I’m afraid maybe I am. I’m afraid a troll mother stole a
pretty fairy baby and left me, her own child, in the fairy
cradle.”
“Nonsense. And I’ll tell you why. There are no lady
trolls. Just a few of us guys hangin’ on, tending the bridges
and collecting the tolls. Which reminds me that Elvie better pay me.”
He looked out the door of his hut. “I think I see him
coming. Darn fool should slow down. He’ll lose his balance and fall in the water skipping across my bridge that
fast.” Tom fastened a claw-like hand around a staff by the
door and shuffled outside to confront Elvie.
“Hey, you, elf. You owe me two cents, a penny for
each way across my bridge. Pay up or you’ll be thrashed
to a pile of mushy pulp.” Tom shook his staff at Elvie.
“Two cents? I thought it was a penny.” Elvie pulled a
coin out of the pocket of his weskit.
“You made a round trip. That’s two pennies.”
Elvie hung his head and raised his eyes in an attempt
to look pathetic and appealing. “I only have a penny,” he
said sadly. “Can I owe you?”
“What else you got in your pockets?” Tom asked, still
shaking his big stick.
Elvie turned out his pockets, one at a time, and produced three agates, a dried kumquat, quite a bit of pocket
lint, and a cigar.
“Okay,” Tom said. “You keep that dried up thing, the
rocks, and the pocket lint. I can use the cigar, though.
Gimme it and the penny, and we’ll call it even.”
“The cigar’s worth more than a penny,” Elvie said, but
Tom just curled and wiggled his fingers until Elvie reluctantly laid the cigar in Tom’s hand along with the penny.
“I was maybe going to smoke that and see what it’s
like,” Elvie said.
“Smoking’s bad for you, kid,” Tom said. “Leave it to
old fogies like me. I don’t got any women hangin’ around
complaining about me stinkin’ up the house.”
Elvie got on his elfmobile and kick-started the engine. As
she climbed on behind him, Rosie turned and said to Tom,
“I’ll come visit you again, okay?”
“Suit yerself,” he said. “It makes no difference to me.”
But Rosie saw a little smile on his face, and he wiggled his
fingers in a tiny wave before he went inside his house.
“Tom’s okay,” she said to Elvie. “So now, are we stopping for huckleberry sodas?”
“You got any money?”
“No, but you said you’d treat.”
“You saw I couldn’t pay the toll for crossing the bridge.
Besides I said maybe I’d buy you a soda. Now I’m saying
maybe next time we go somewhere I’ll buy you a soda, but
not today.
Because she’d had one of Tom’s cookies and Mama
didn’t want her snacking between meals, anyway, Rosie
wasn’t so very disappointed, but she did like huckleberry
sodas.
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Autumn Bristles
The clouds are really moving fast
over by the rising sun.
There’s frost on the ground and fog in the air.
Yes, autumn has begun.
A record low... we’re moving slow
and morning coffee soothes the creaky bones;
as the shrill cracks of hunters’ guns
echo the flight of escaping geese moans.
The crisp cruelty of early morning autumn wonder
joins the breaking colors of it’s falling leaves,
while the morning breeze kisses us cooly
as the dewdrops trickle off the back porch eaves.
It kind of leaves me breathless;
summer went so fast.
The grass will quickly green again now;
yet often I wish the heat would last...
a little longer,
a little stronger,
yet I know I belong here
now;
where new autumn bristles,
pinecones fall,
and the passing summer
is just memories’ recall.
~ C. Steven Blue

Passing
As daylight wanes and the night draws near,
The grim Reaper grins and silently stalks.
His hone on cold steel is all you can hear,
The faster you run, the slower he walks.
You close your eyes tight, feel the warmth of the womb,
You can see the red hue of his hollow-eyed stare.
The chill in his touch is as cold as the tomb.
One gets the feeling that it’s too late to care.
The chest heaves and pitches, palms get all wet,
Thoughts get muddled as the death rattles prod.
Oh, Dark Angel of Death, you can’t have me yet,
A good man lives forever in the eyes of his God.
~ Michael J Barker

Seasons
Winter’s brisk chill
Surrounds, and fills the air
Only inflated memories remain
Of springtime’s bright promise
in seed catalogs with their vision of
flowers & fruits beyond compare
The seeds grew to maturity,
Plants produced and bloomed
And returned nature’s full bounty,
A product of their nurturing.
As summer faded into autumn
Blossoms fell to earth,
Plants shriveled away to
Feed next summer’s soil

A Winter Tree Poem
The poplar,
other trees
are bare.
The branches
are not
empty. Lists,
varieties of
birds: robins,
crows, more
fly, rest,
watch like
my neighbors.
My apartment
neighbors visit
shortly on
porches, balconies.

So it is with man’s winter.
Bones ache, joints creak, eyesight dims
Once the bright vision
in parents’ eyes; the child is
shaped by love and time
into a world beyond parent’s own
The child blooms into maturity,
He, too, produces and prospers
And fills his role until
late autumn fades away

~ Nicole Taylor

Until one feels the spirit of Christmas, there is no Christmas.All
else is outward display - so much tinsel and decorations. For it
isn’t the holly, it isn’t the snow. It isn’t the tree, not the firelight’s
glow. It’s the warmth that comes to the heart.

As the cold of winter finds him,
has he fed next season’s soil?
~ Gus Daum

Changing... transforming
butterfly flits, fans and
lights
on fading blossom.
~ Nancy Dresser
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Can You Trust Your Pets?
By Martha Sargent

O

h, oh,” said Alfie, the Afghan Hound. He and Bruno
watched as a vase teetered on a small table in
Bruno’s people’s living room. Pepe flew in to catch the
vase in his wings before it crashed to the floor, but he
failed to get there in time.
“Oh, oh.” Alfie now gazed at the shards of pottery
scattered about the tile floor.
“Grrrrrrrr. This party was a mistake,” said Bruno.
Pepe, a large multi-colored parrot, sat on the edge of
the table and lamented, “It was fine last time. Arrrkk. We
didn’t break anything.”
Animals stopped playing and wandered in from various parts of the playroom and living room to discover what
had made the noise.
“Oh, oh,” said neighbor cats, Sweetums, Simon, and
Schuster. Alfie hung his head in shame while Bruno
scowled at him.
Trixie, a tiny Siamese said, “Someone big enough
should get the dustpan.”
“I know where it is,” Bruno answered, glowering and
trotting off to the kitchen. When he returned, Alfie held
the pan in place while Bruno used his tail to sweep up the
pieces. Then Bruno slowly carried it back to the kitchen
and deposited the mess into a trashcan. That done, he returned and looked at all the faces around him and announced, “General meeting. Right now.”
The big German Shepherd took his place by the sofa.
Trixie came to sit by Bruno and give emotional support.
After all, she and Bruno lived together at the Browne’s. It
was her home, too. Alfie, Simon, Schuster, Sweetums,
Pepe, Roger — the brindle Scottie — and Buster, a very
large lop-eared bunny arranged themselves in a semi-circle
in front of Bruno.
“As you know,” the Shepherd started, “we’ve had many
successful parties here and at your homes when our people
were away. Unfortunately, the premonition I had about this
one came true. We have to get rid of the shards and hope
that Marie doesn’t notice the vase’s absence right away.
She still looks for a watch that went missing two months
ago even though nobody here took it.
“Marie and Herbie will be gone until Sunday night, so
the garbage task shouldn’t be hard for Alfie to do. The rest
of us have to go through the house and make sure all pillows and such are returned to their correct places and nothing is amiss.”
The animals nodded their heads in agreement.
“Furthermore, we’ll play outside for the rest of the
weekend. We’ll visit Cricket and tell him he doesn’t need
to be lookout for us.”
The animals nodded again and began to file out of the
room to do a house search. Bruno lay his head on a sofa
“
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cushion and snorted, and Trixie placed a paw on his foot
in consolation. In a half hour, all chores were done and the
pets squeezed through the dog doors from kitchen to garage and garage to backyard. They headed for the spacious
pasture behind the Browne’s yard.
“You came to visit. How wonderful,” said Cricket, the
saddle horse owned by the Douglass family. The group
told Cricket about their mishap and their promise to be
good and play outside. Cricket blew air through his lips,
and said, “I’ve always been jealous that I can’t get all 14
hands of me through your pet doors, Bruno, but I am sorry
for your pottery accident.”
“No problem,” said Alfie. “Who wants to play tag?”
Bruno gave Alfie a scornful look, but soon all the animals, even Cricket, were engaged in a game of chase.
Cricket’s pasture was huge with lots of places to hide.
Early Sunday, the animals roused to shake off straw
from Cricket’s stall and decide what games they would
indulge themselves with that day. Then, before Bruno could
open his muzzle to make a suggestion, Buster began to
thump his back leg. This was a warning signal.
Everybody gathered by the fence to find out what was
wrong.
“Isn’t that Marie’s nephew?” asked Buster. “Why is
he fooling with the lock on the back door?” The group
watched as the Browne’s nephew broke into the house.
“I’ll go,” said Trixie. “He won’t think it’s odd if I’m
inside.” Trixie dashed off and vanished through the pet
port. Within five minutes she was back, a little breathless
and excited.
“He’s going through the drawers in Herbie’s den like
he’s looking for something.”
“Rrrrrrrrrrr. Herbie’s coin collection.”
“Well, I’ll be a son of a mutt.” Alfie was a bit of a
pedigree snob, but he also disliked poachers.
Bruno growled. Pepe added, “If he steals from the
Brownes, he might start taking from our people, too. We
have to do something.” He craned his head around, soliciting suggestions.
“Let’s get him,” Roger said. “I haven’t sunk my teeth
into an ankle since I was a pup and could get away with
it.”
“Rrrrrright,” said Bruno, “but don’t knock anything
over.”
The other animals gave Bruno an ‘Aw, come on now’
look and bounded from the stable, heading for the house,
leaving Cricket to watch the back door. The old saddle
horse had to contain himself until the nephew came stumbling out the back door, empty-handed but holding his head
and running with a pronounced limp. Cricket whinnied
his approval and stomped the ground as Bruno chased the
evil teenager off of the property and barked for several

minutes to keep him from coming back.
Eventually everyone returned to the stable
to tell Cricket what had transpired and
how pleased they were with themselves.
“I pecked his head,” said Pepe.
“I bit his ear,” said Buster. “It didn’t
taste good.”
“I got his ankle.”
“He’ll need penicillin,” said Schuster.
If you’ve ever thought you’ve seen
animals smile, this would be one of those
times. All of them sat down to chuckle
and think things over.
“Do you suppose he has Marie’s
watch?”
“Do we know how to find where he
lives?” was the response.
Bruno nodded.

Smoke in the Trees
When watching the fog in distant
hills
near Riverfront Park and Minto
Brown Park
I think of painting Smoke in the
Trees,
this week’s autumn watercolor
assignment.
When walking between jobs
through downtown
I pick up Big Leaf maples and aspen
leaves light pyrrol reds and oranges and
Indian yellows.
I look up at Big Leaf Maple
Alizarin Crimson and
English Oaks in the azo green hills
past the cerulean hills
past the cobalt mist.

Lady of Intrigue
There was a well-known lady
Who seemed somewhat shady
Do you need proof?
She seemed aloof
It was just her way
Some used to say.

I’m shaking out sap and summer
the cobalt blue and violet berries
from my head.
~ Nicole Taylor

She was a mystery
Unknown was her history
Where was she from?
How did she come?
Gossip was furious
And rumors numerous.

Shadowed Branches
Streaked frosted trees
spread shadowed branches.

Many bets were made
None were ever paid.
It seemed so unfair,
Secrets, she would not share.
She was out of our league,
This Lady of Intrigue

Thin wandering (bur) oaks
other thin dream bodies
~Jim Koenig

sketchy unknown roots, family
trees.
One branches out early
for a short time.

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

Then the young ask
for spare change.
~ Nicole Taylor

http://www.groundwaterspublishing.com
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Look Out Below!
By Gene Conrad

M

y friends couldn’t believe that I was 21 years old
and had not been downhill skiing! My only previous skiing experiences were during a dismal Boy Scout
winter camping trip and a one hour long cross country ski
rental experience where we barely had time to get out of
the parking lot at the resort we were staying at. My friends
decided to address this problem and organized a skiing
trip to the Willamette Pass Ski Area in Oregon. It was a
short drive and they were well set up for beginners. Something about a “bunny hill” and “rope tow”. I wondered
what bunnies and ropes have to do with skiing?
On the appointed day we drove from Eugene, Oregon
to the ski area, about a two-hour drive. I got in the rental
line with everyone else and was soon handed a gaggle of
beat up equipment and forced to walk in uncomfortable
clunky boots. I managed to juggle all of the stuff to a bench
outside and proceeded to buckle buckles, zip zippers, strap
straps, tie ties and so forth until I had ran out of spare
parts.
My friends had told me that the lessons were lame (interesting choice of words) and I should just get out there
and figure it out myself – it would save lots of time. Trusting them, I took their advice. They pointed out the bunny
hill and told me to just go grab onto the rope tow and ski
down the hill a few times and I would be fine. Something
about snow-plowing. Most of them took off, but a couple
of us beginners pointed our skis at the rope tow and started
off.
I was encouraged when I saw little kids that were only
about as tall as my knees zipping around and riding right
up the rope tow. Like it was nothing.
“No problem!” I thought.
Right after I thought that, my ski tips crossed and I
began working on my snow-plow technique. Not the technique that ski instructors teach, but my own version where
I rub my nose in the snow, then flail around trying to get
both skis pointed in the same direction without having my
legs crossed.
Weeee! This was really getting fun! I only had about
50 yards to go to get to the rope tow for the first time! I
had probably gone a good 10 yards already! Most of that
had been rolling around trying to get untangled from my
skis. I finally made it to the rope tow and was just reaching
out to grab it when one of the shrimps on skis (should I be
calling them bunnies?) zipped by me, ran over my ski tips
and grabbed the tow.
“Sorry, mister!” it called back to me as I tried to get
my ski tip out of my stocking cap.
I got my feet back under me and then grabbed the rope.
It was a lively ride as I learned that you don’t want to put
your weight back on your heels. My skis ran out ahead of
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me, got tangled up and down I went again. What a klutz!
I finally made it to the top of the hill and got my skis
pointed back down. I only fell a few more times the first
trip, and soon was having pretty good luck both on the
rope tow and down the hill. The only thing I was still having some trouble with was that at random, unpredictable
times, I would suddenly drift around in a 180 turn and ski
backwards down the hill. This was not a turn in the sense
of a change in direction – I kept going in a straight line –
but it was just a change in what direction I was facing.
Then I would unexplainably do another 180 turn and be
going forwards again. I could not figure out what I was
doing to cause it or how to stop it, so I just kept skiing and
smiling.
After a while, us beginners decided we were ready for the
big hills. We worked our way to the chair lift and managed
to stumble on. The ride up was exhilarating! So was the
pile up right after we got off of the chair lift. They only
had to stop it for a little while we untangled ourselves.
Fortunately, the runs were wide and not too crowded just right for beginners. They were wide swaths cut through
the trees and were groomed and smooth. They wound their
way down the mountainside and ended at the bowl surrounding the lodge and entries to the chair lifts. The trees
also ended at the edge of the bowl. There was also a drop
off about two feet tall where the trail met the lip of the
bowl. We thought it was pretty fun to catch a little air at
that point. It was clearly visible to people at the lodge and
on the chair lifts, so it was a perfect opportunity to strut
our stuff.
Those wide, smooth trails were especially good when
I would do one of my 180’s and ski backwards looking
over my shoulder and hoping I would somehow turn back
around before that big corner up there. Some of the people
I passed while facing the wring direction seemed a bit annoyed and acted like they thought I was showing off. My
companions thought it was pretty high dollar entertainment.
Finally, we were to the point where there was just time
for one last run. We hustled over to the chair lift and off
we went. Of course we decided that we should have an all
out race so as soon as we were off the chair we hit it hard.
I was in the lead and hadn’t done a single 180 when I
rounded the last curve and could see the lodge at the end
of the run. My friends were not far behind.
The sweet taste of victory was close and I tucked a bit
lower to try to get a little more speed. Bet you can guess
what happened then. Yep. I drifted around in a real nice
180. I had just enough time to twist around and watch the
lip of the bowl approach as I skied at probably the fastest
speed I had hit all day – except this time I was going back-

wards. I had enough time for a single thought to go through
my mind and that thought was, “This is gonna hurt!”
There is a James Bond move that starts out with 007
skiing down a mountain with the bad guys chasing him
shooting machine guns. He slaloms confidently down the
mountain side and launches off of a tall cliff in perfect ski
jumper form and freefalls for several seconds before his
parachute opens and he glides the to a perfect landing in
the open arms of a beautiful double agent. Pretty cool, huh?
Yeah, this was nothing like that. Not even close. I
launched off the end of the run and for a few nanoseconds
it was quiet and painless – quite pleasant, really. Then the
tails of my skis stabbed into the snow. This had the effect
of stopping my feet long enough that gravity and my speed
played crack the whip and smacked the back of my head
on the ground. The bindings actually did release that time
and I did several backward summersaults down the hill. I
slid to a stop and groaned as my head throbbed. Gauging
by the applause and cheering I could hear it must have
been a pretty impressive sight. Not that I have any desire
to try it again but at least it was not totally wasted.
My friends shot by, “Nice crash! Last one in buys the
hot chocolate!” they yelled as their voices faded in the distance. They didn’t even bother to stop, although in their
defense I don’t know if they knew how anyway.
I slowly made my way back up to my skis and got them
back on and pointed down the hill. I made it to the lodge
without further mishap and bellied up to the hot chocolate
stand for a round. Then we all piled in the cars and
caravanned headed home. Since then I haven’t had any more
trouble with unexpected 180’s on the slopes. But I always
kinda wonder.
So, next time you are out skiing and some showoff goes
blasting by skiing backwards with a terrified look in his
eyes and a dopey grin on his face – don’t get mad. Just
head for the lodge for some free hot chocolate.

~*~
Sweet Creek Falls: 1

Nature’s strength in movement
Feather light in green
Crawling through time
~*~
~*~
Sweet Creek Falls: 2

At the Supermarket the Other Day
With no thought in my head of J. A. Prufrock
I bought a little colorful rock
that was labeled and looked like a peach.
I believed it would ripen as is nature’s plot.
That turned out to be a reach!
I just got to watch it rot.
Thomas Stearns, Mr. Eliot, sir,
I urge you from your grave bestir
and part, however, your thinning hair.
Wear your trouser bottoms rolled- or not.
But to sate your taste for that peach, don’t dare.
Consider instead a kumquat.
~ Jean Marie Purcell

Moss bends like the willow
Creamy falls shout loudly
Over lush green tomorrows
~*~
~ C. Steven Blue
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The Trouble with Nostalgia
By Jo-Brew

O

ne of those forwarded e-mails came today, simply
called Nostalgia, it had colored pictures and short
comments about snippets from my teen years, even to the
time I had young children to raise. I enjoyed the whole
thing. Probably more than I enjoyed the actual events at
the time. It did trigger memories but it wasn’t enough. I
needed more information about several of the items that
were included.
S&H Green Stamps were a biggie. They helped me
get a high chair for one child, a car seat for another. One
neighborhood grocery store gave them out and we bought
gas where we got them with each purchase. I think my
parents probably contributed, we didn’t have a lot to spend
for anything.
I suppose, during the time when you had to fill a gas
tank every hundred miles and every little business along
the highway put in a pump, good service and a free gift,
like Green Stamps or a map, was good business. You probably got your windshield cleaned and oil checked too. The
need for safer gasoline storage tanks in the stations and
the first gasoline shortage changed all that. If I remember
correctly it seems like there was a set of souvenir coins
given with purchase in the 1970s, the end of the gasoline
give a-ways. The stations or gas companies that survived
are bigger now and don’t give anything.
One of my earliest neighbors as a newly-wedded couple
living in student housing was employed by the Sperry
Hutchison Company, working in the warehouse. He got
some kind of extra benefit that allowed him to take bonus
or overtime hours in Green Stamps he could use to buy
furniture from the warehouse. I was envious. Being able
to buy real furniture seemed a sign of being extremely
rich. Now I can’t remember what we had but it must have
been adequate. We survived.
I’m sure some of the people who are sharing their stories about Highway 99 with me will have memories of the
S&H Green Stamps and the catalog which was one of the
most popular magazines in the country for several years.
They’ll know where they could get the stamps. I think I
just need to prime the pump a little.
I didn’t need the Nostalgia reminder to bring another
old memory to the forefront. We drove through our closest coastal town, Florence, over last weekend. Right there
on the north-south Highway 101 was an open and busy
A&W Drive-In. I couldn’t tell if there were car hops but I
had a sudden and extreme longing for a root beer float.
There were never any that touched those from A&W. Until
just a few years ago, there was an A&W just up the road
from us on Highway 99 in Junction City. Sad to see it’s a
Chinese Restaurant now.
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It seems the problem I have with nostalgia is the lack
of specifics or even of a good memory for detail. The
recent list of scenes from the past includes a few things:
waiting a few minutes for the television to warm up and
phone numbers that began with words. I do remember
both of those events but can’t remember what kind of words
they were or what the show was that we waited for. I’m
pretty sure I never waited around for Roy Rogers which
was the one the list mentioned. I do remember the girls
ugly gym shorts, at least mine were ugly. Seems like one
of the girls had some that were pretty cute.
My first matched dishes were shiny orange and came
in boxes of laundry soap. I didn’t have many of those but
there were other gifts in other soap brands, glasses or towels. What I bought depended on what store I could get a
ride to. I didn’t drive for most of that time.
I do remember most of the things on the Nostalgia list,
at least in a general way. I liked the juke boxes on the malt
shop table, and the records I paid attention to. The old
mimeograph paper, machine and the smell were still around
when I began teaching. The Fort Apache set came home
for a Christmas gift to my first son. Dad had to set it up to
make it an impressive Santa gift. Hard job late on Christmas Eve.
On the list of pleasant old memories, one of the most
intriguing are the Burma-Shave signs. Everyone past a
certain age remembers one or two and I have located a list
of about six hundred. However, no one I’ve been able to
find can tell me which might have been in Oregon, much
less along Highway 99, my main interest at this time. I
rather like this one from 1939 but I don’t know where it
was from. “A peach/ Looks good/ With lots of fuzz/ But
man’s no peach/ And Never wuz/ Burma-Shave” I don’t
remember ever seeing it along the road.
More questions asked than answered but they keep the
story moving forward and my research interesting.
Jo-Brew has written novels, short stories, essays and columns but has
now embarked on a new project putting together a collection of stories
of the people with ties to or an interest in Highway 99. She is actively
looking for people with stories to share

MORE THAN JUST A ROAD – HIGHWAY 99
Highway 99 through Oregon was built as our connection to the
west coast states but also to each other in all the towns and cities
along the way. It was a lifestyle. I am looking for stories of the
people connected to the highway who are willing to share. The
story can be by one incident (a trip, a ticket or a flat tire), as a way
to get to work or school, work on the road itself, living along the
road or almost any other way. I can do an interview in person, or
can accept a written story sent by regular mail or e-mail. Jo-Brew,
Northwest author and columnist. 541-688-8546 Jo@Jo-Brew.com

Cookin’ With Jen

I

’ve spoken many times in this column before about how
I enjoy using and collecting old cookbooks. I think part
of it is a search for tradition, something that our fast-paced,
I-need-it-now society does not place value on. It’s amazing to me how many people I know who don’t even cook!
With the increased needs of our modern schedules, it is
certainly understandable, but it’s a shame that families
aren’t able to pass down traditions, like recipes, to their
kids. So this time I’d like to celebrate family cookbooks.
There is a website that does the same, called http://
www.heritagerecipes.com. Its mission is to collect all those
memories scribbled on faded recipe cards into a place where
they will b remembered and used. Tehre is also a spot on
the site called “recipe detective” where you can put in a
request for something you used to love but don’t have your
great aunt’s recipe for, for example. Here is a gem from
the site, recently a “recipe of the month:”

Kansas Pear Honey
9 pounds of pears
7 pound of sugar
1 cup vinegar
1 stick cinnamon, 3 inches long
Peel, core and quarter pears. Add 4 pounds sugar an 1 cup
vinegar. Let stand overnight ot draw out the juices.in the
morning, drain the juice into a large kettle. Add the remaining 3 pounds of sugar and cinnamon stick, broken up.
Bring to a boil and add the pears. Reduce heat and cook
slowly about 2 hours or until the syrup has a light reddish
(honey) color to it with a little bit of shine and the pears
are transparent. Pack into hot jars and seal. Process as you
would for preserves. It’s the color that gives this recipe its
name.

1 onion
Salt
1 T. Brown sugar
2 bay leaves
1 t. oregano
2 c. shredded sharp cheddar cheese
Melt the butter, add flour. Stir constantly until the flour
begins to brown. Add sugar, bay leaves, oregano, and salt.
In a baking dish, layer zucchini, tomatoes, pepper, onion,
and cheese. Pour flour/butter mixture over and bake at
350 degrees. (No time is given.)

A recipe like this is really a window into the time when it
was written. Cooking is thought of as a science nowadays,
and it is, but the above illustrates how it can be a learned
thing as well, in much the same way that you know when
to take a loaf of bread out of the oven by how it smells. Try
something like that and see how long it takes. I know that
when my oven broke I had to relearn how to bake things
by feel because I could never guarantee how it would heatit was rather an adventure!
Next time I’ll share some of my family recipes, put into
our family cookbook by my mom. If you have treasured
favorites, send them in and we can share them for all our
readers.

And here’s another, one of ones the site calls “rescued recipes,” things found on handwritten cards at estate sales.

Zucchini Casserole
Slice thin zucchini (no quantity given)
3 T. Butter
3 T. Flour
4 large tomatoes (homegrown if possible) sliced
1 green pepper

It is comforting when one has a sorrow to lie in the warmth of
one’s bed and there, abandoning all effort and all resistance, to
bury even one’s head under the cover, giving one’s self up to it
completely, moaning like branches in the autumn wind. But there
is still a better bed, full of divine odors. It is our sweet, our
profound, our impenetrable friendship. ~ Marcel Proust
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The Return
By Natalie Connors

I

My Baby Brother
(Dedicated to my little brother)
We argued and laughed,
We cried and smiled,
We played and took mud baths,
We did this and that.
We comforted each other
When thunderstorms hit.
You’ve been there for me
And I for you.
For ten years we
Have been together.
My baby brother
And I.
No matter what happens
You are always going to be
My baby brother
…EVEN
WHEN YOU ARE
80 YEARS OLD!
Whether you like it or not.
- Cori Grogan
Thirteen year old Cori loves her 10-year-old
brother, but he does tend to get on her nerves
sometimes. "My Baby Brother" was written
after her brother annoyed her one too
many times. Cori is homeschooled and
has several interests. She enjoys
writing poems and stories, riding her
horse, spending time with her dog, and
hanging out with her friends. She has
dreams of being a barrel racer and
wants a career training animals for the
movies. Cori was an honorable mention
winner in Groundwaters’ 2011 Youth
Writing Contest.Welcome back, Cori!
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run down the school hallway, attempting to get to biology class before the bell rings. When I run around the
corner, I smack right into my best friend, Xavier Locke.
“Whoa, Ell. What’s the rush?”
“Sorry about that, it’s just that I’m trying to get to class
on time.”
“Well, watch out next time.”
“Okay, sorry again. So what class are you going to?” I
ask.
“Umm, I have home ec.”
“Oh, I have science, but I’ll see you later, okay?”
“Okay, Ellie,” he says as he turns around and heads to
class, leaving me standing in the hallway.
When I arrive at the science lab, my friend Vivian runs
over to me and starts talking way too fast for me to understand.
“Vivian, slow down. I can’t even understand you!” I
giggle.
“Ell, look at your seat,” Vivian says, not smiling.
“Vi, what is going on with you? I don’t care about my
seat – unless the football team spray painted it again.”
“Just turn around and look at your seat, Ell.”
I give in and turn around. I see a boy sitting on my desk
with his back turned to me.
“Uh, excuse me. That’s my seat,” I say.
“Well, I don’t see your name on it,” he says, with his
back still turned.
“It doesn’t matter,” I pause for a brief second, “Mr.
New Guy.”
Mr. New Guy then turns around and looks at me with
huge, beautiful eyes. Beautiful ocean eyes. “Nico?” I manage to gasp out.
“Hello, Ellie...” He says, a smile spreading across his
super model face.
“Why are you – you,” my voice fades away before I
can ask him why the bloody heck he decided to barge into
our lives eight freakin years later!
But just as he’s opening his mouth, Mr. Robi walks in
and demands to know why Nico is in this class and not
checking in at the school office. Nico hops off my desk,
grabs his backpack, and starts to head off for the door. But
he turns around and says, “See you around, Ellie,” and disappears into the overfilled hallways.
By fifth period, I was about to break down and start
screaming at the top of my lungs so I could demand to
know why Nico was back at school! And I was going to
find out by the end of the day.
In seventh period P.E., I finally see Nico. He is sitting
down in the hot sun waiting for directions on what to do
from Coach Espesto. When he sees me, he gives me a small
smirk that makes my face burn with hatred. I stop and stare

at him, considering going over there and smacking him so
hard his skin would fall off, no matter the consequences.
Just then Xavier walks behind me and slings an arm
over my shoulders. I turn my face to him and give him a
smile that almost hurts to be on my face. Xavier looks at
me, confused. Apparently my smile hadn’t been very convincing to him, either. He backs up and puts his hands in
front of him like he’s expecting me to pounce on him or
something.
“Ellie, I swear I didn’t hoist your panties up the flagpole,” he says.
My mouth falls open. Who hoisted my panties up the
flagpole? And when did this happen?” I ask, getting on my
“so gonna kill you or somebody else” face.
“Uhh…no, it wasn’t me. It was probably somebody
on the football team. Oh, and by the way, a new kid joined
today. I think his name is Nico, but I don’t really know.
Although he is probably going to become the new quarterback, because he can really play ball, my friend.”
To tell you the truth, I don’t even hear Xavier talking.
The only part I catch is where he says Nico is now on the
team and would probably become the new quarterback.
Great, that would mean that I would now have to cheer on
cheerleading squad for Nico, not Xavier.
“Well guess what, the kid on your team named Nico,
he was my…”I was saying when I was interrupted by Coach
Espeseto coming up to the front of the field holding his
megaphone. Okay, people, let’s get those feet aching. Girls,
go on the left end of the field, boys on the right end. Come
on, let’s hustle!” he says like a boot camp director.
Groans erupted from my class, the loudest one coming
from Vivian.
“Hey, sorry Xav, but I have to run,” I tell him over my
shoulder.
“’Kay.”
I run over to Vivian and sling an arm over her shoulder. “Somebody doesn’t look very happy,” I laugh out.
“That’s because this somebody isn’t very happy. Now come
on, I don’t want to be in trouble for not being on the left
side of the field!” Vivian mimics Coach’s gruff voice in
the last sentence as she trots over to the girls’ side of the
field.
Vi and I are just about to start running around the track
when Coach hollers us over to him. Right when I see Nico
standing beside him I know why.
“Girls, could you please show Nico the ropes,” he asks,
looking down at his overflowing clipboard.
“Um, Coach, all we’re doing is running around the
track,” I tell him. “How hard could it be?”
Coach crosses his arms and gives me a glower. “So
you have something better to do?”
I’m just about to tell him something about why we
couldn’t when Vivian leans over to me and kicks my butt
really hard. Then she whispers, “What is your problem!

Why don’t you want a smoking hot guy like him around?”
“Because,” I say with my teeth gritted, “that’s Nico
Alexander!”
Vivian’s eyes grow as big as saucers, surely remembering all my tales of revenge towards him. “You mean
the Nico Alexander! The one who was your brother’s best
friend and the one you had a super big crush on?”
“Girls, is there a problem?”
We both jump at the same time, totally forgetting about
Coach standing there. At first, Vivian’s face was full of
shock, but she quickly caught herself.
“Oh, no, nothing at all! We would be honored to help
show Nico around!”
Coach Espeseto smiles gratefully at Vivian and walks
away.
Vivian gives him her signature once over all the way
from his toes to the very tip of his golden blond hair. She
gives him an easy smile and turns to me excitedly, saying
in a low voice, “You told me he was hot, but not this hot!
He could be a model!”
I study Nico openly, taking in his mouth first. He had
beautiful straight teeth and full lips. Then my gaze traces
to his sky blue eyes that are so deep, like the sea. I get lost
in them and have to hastily pull my gaze away up to his
golden blonde hair, obviously bleached by the sun from
all those long, hot, summer days. I have to say, Vivian was
right, he is smokin’!

Remembering My Best Friend, A Dog
By Brianna Keefer

A

bout two years ago, my best friend died... not a person, a dog! He was there from the very beginning.
He was there when I was born. He is still very special to
me.
Walking Together
When Sox and I are walking down the street, it’s like
something different. It’s like he is a human, like he knows
what I am going through. When I cry, he does too.
Like one day, I was having a bad day at school. I came
home and I took him for a walk. When I’m walking with
him, it’s a chance to calm down. Like nobody is around. It
was just me and him. I came back happy. I believe it was
just his personality.
When I’m with him, I’m like a different person. Ever
since he died I have nothing to look forward to at home. At
school, it’s been a lot harder getting my work done.
Best Friends Forever
I tell myself every day, “We will always be best
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friends.” Sometimes I tell myself, “I know he won’t come
back, so why do I try?” I know that’s not the right attitude
and I tell myself that all the time. I understand that he was
old, but he couldn’t leave me yet. Sox was about 16 months
old when we got him. Well, probably about 15 months,
now that I think about it.
All I can think of is that, when I die I will be with him.
In school I think about him, at home I think about him.
Every night I dream about that day when I came home and
he was gone. Even when I’m writing this I’m thinking about
him. I think about him when it’s my birthday party, at exciting or boring times. When people are talking to me I
blank out because I’m thinking about him. When I’m talking I don’t know what I’m talking about, because I’m thinking of him.
My Best Friend
When I was seven he would always protect me. No
matter where I was at he would come with me. When I
was in the hospital being born he was there. I remember he
was barking and whining.
Every day we would go for a walk. Sox was 15, so he
didn’t need a leash. He would run alongside me.
I was in school when we had to put him down. I was in
third grade. It is really hard to lose your best friend in third
grade. He had cancer in his left back leg. I knew he had it,
but the vet said that he had three years to live. Well, just a
few months later he fell and broke his leg. My Papa had to
pick him up and take him to the car.
My Papa had to take him because my Nana knew that
we were going to have to put him down. She started crying. Then she ran to the couch and she couldn’t see them
leave. “It was really hard to see them leave,” she said to
me. I couldn’t do it. He was my baby boy.” It was really
hard for me, too. She told me what happened.
I ran home and my mom didn’t know what was going
on. I told her and I was crying really hard. It was three
days I didn’t go to school that week. Three days after he
died, they called to make sure we were okay. Then the
next day, I checked the mail and there was his footprint in
plaster.
Surprise
The footprint had some of his hair in it. It was very
sad, so I started crying about it. Then I said, “At least I
have something to remember him from.” Still today, I wish
he would come back. I will never, ever, ever let that go.
He was my life. I don’t know how I can live without
him. He was there if I needed a push in life. I was devastated when he died. I didn’t know what I would do. But
anyway, I was just so happy that I got something to remember him by.
I had to call them and say, “Thanks. I am just so happy
that I have something from him.” I told my Nana that we
got something.
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What We Did
Mostly what Sox and I would always do everyday is
he would run alongside my horse and I. Then we would
run down to the pond, and he would jump into the water.
He would always use his tail as a propeller to move himself around the water.
But one time he was having a really hard time swimming and walking. So, that day, we couldn’t go down to
the pond. I had been keeping track of how many days we
had been doing that, and I knew that it was 162 days in a
row. That day made us start all over again. The week before he died, we reached our goal. Three-hundred sixtyfive days in a row! I guess that shows how much I love
him and what we did.
When he didn’t have cancer, we would always go swimming in the pond. I would make waves and he loved it.
The funniest part is he would always be like a duck. Sox
would always stick his head under the water. When my
friends came over, they would always help me make waves.
The bigger waves, the better. We have a bridge, and he
would climb up there and jump in. I’m telling you, he loves
the water.
After that day, he ran to the bridge and jumped in. He was
in the water before I even locked the gate. Ever since that
day, we swam together.
My Opinion
Like I said before, ever since he died, my life has been
really hard. Honestly, I don’t feel bad for saying it. Some
people say that a dog doesn’t do anything, if they are alive
or not. In my opinion, I think those people are wrong. A
dog can make a big difference in your life. Sometimes it’s
good, sometimes it’s bad. You never know. But I do.
One looks back with appreciation to the brilliant teachers, but
with gratitude to those who touched our human feelings. The
curriculum is so much necessary raw material, but warmth is
the vital element for the growing plant and for the soul of the
child. ~ Carl Jung
A good deed is like peeing in your pants. Everyone knows you
did it, but only you can feel it’s warmth. ~ Author Unknown

~ Nick DeAngelo
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Community News

A Look Back In Time

P

lease come see ART, Inc.’s new holiday shows. This
year will feature “I Remember Mama,” a family
friendly comedy that will be performed at the Elmira
Grange. Performances will be Saturday, October 22, at
7:00, and Sunday, October 23, at 2 p.m. To reserve tickets,
call 541-935-3636 or email art-inc@hotmail.com. The
holidays will bring “The Best Christmas Pageant, Ever,” a
show with kids and adults, and a reprise of “Marley and
Scrooge.” Look for more information in the West Lane
News and other media outlets, and come have fun with
local theater!

The Mid-Lane Community Partnership in Veneta will
have its Annual Wine Tasting and Silent Auction
Fundraising Event on Thursday, October 17, at Our Daily
Bread Restaurant in Veneta. The silent auction will close
at 6:30, and hors d’oeuveres and Wine Tasting will be
provided. Come learn more about what they do and how
you can be a part of our community’s future success.

The date has passed, but all our community should be proud
of two groups of Fern Ridge Middle School Students
who had Saturday, September 19 proclaimed “Science
Day” in Veneta. The eighth grade group placed first in the
nation for their age group with their science project, and
the sixth grad group placed in the top four in the nation, in
a US Army-sponsored program that was designed to promote science, technology, engineering and mathematics
in the schools. It’s pretty amazing to have a day named
after you and those kids are inspirational.

Do you ever wonder how much a library is worth? Patrons
of the Fern Ridge Library can find out with a new Library Cost calculator or the library’s web site,
www.fernridgelibrary.org. All you have to do is input the
number of items used, questions asked, and data/services
used, and the calculator gives you the estimated cost if
you had to purchase those items. I conservatively came up
with $468.00 in library usage per month, and I think I was
shooting low. What a great reminder of what kind of fantastic resources our libraries are. Check their website also
for upcoming library programs and events.

at their church. “All who are hungry for food, companionship, or community are welcome to attend,” says the
website. Note that there is no religious programming, just
an offer of a meal and fellowship. They always need volunteers, so email at www.valleychurchveneta.org, or plan
to attend and be a part of the community.

If you need a boost, check out the Tai Chi classes at the
Crow Grange. The classes are low impact and can reduce
stress. If interested drop by the Grange for a schedule.

MYSTERY

The Valley United Methodist Church, on E. Broadway
in Veneta, is having a community meal each Sunday night

If you like what you read, pass it on
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