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1. Email submissions are preferred. Copy text into the body of
an email message or MS-Word or WordPerfect file attachments, please;
no headers, footers, or in-line graphics. Don’t send originals, as they
will not be returned. If email is unavailable, these files can be saved to
a CD or DVD disk and sent to us by mail.
2. Include a phone number or email address with each
submission. You may use a pseudonym, but all work must be signed.
3. Submission limit is 2,000 words.
4. Please be respectful to all. Read Groundwaters to understand
its audience, and speak from the heart. Every age is welcome here.
Featured artists and authors are representative of all ages and levels of
experience. We do not accept political or religious opinion pieces and
we ask our submitters to limit the use of profanity to only what the
story requires. No explicit sexual content or unnecessary violence will
be accepted. The editors reserve the right to edit the unacceptable if it
is to be published.
5. Themes: Each issue of Groundwaters is assigned a one-word
theme with multi-meanings. Submissions do not have to reflect the
theme, but those that do are welcomed.
6. Include a bit of information about yourself and your
submission to share with our readers.
7. Artists, as well as writers, are invited. Please submit scanned
images as at least 300 dpi email attachments in either .jpg or .tif format
after first notifying us that you are going to do so.
8. Original works are protected under the copyright of
Groundwaters and may not be reproduced without permission of the
author/artist. They remain the property of the author/artist.
9. Works in the public domain may be submitted to reprint,
but credits to authors/artists must be included.
10. No payment (other than fleeting fame) is offered. Groundwaters
will provide two copies to a contributor of the issues in which their work
appears. Please include a mailing address for this purpose.
11. Changes may be made in submitted material due to
grammatical errors and space constraints. Whenever possible, the
material and content will not be altered. Authors need to be aware that
published material will also be available on the Groundwaters websites.

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

he cover of this issue features the counted cross-stitch
needlepoint skill of Ruth Kinsman Ward. Ruth, the
mother of Groundwaters’ editors Pat Edwards and Jim
Burnett and their sister, Barbara Isborn, passed away on
January 4, 2012, at the age of 96 years. She was an extremely talented woman and was still making, selling and
giving away her bead jewelry just weeks before her death.
She loved birds, and this piece was special to her. It
now hangs in the home of her daughter, Barbara, but there
were so many equally beautiful items, that each of her children and grandchildren were able to share in the bounty of
her talent.
While attending her Celebration of Life service, GW
copy editor, Pat Broome, was astounded at the display of
the many beautiful things that Ruth had made. Besides the
jewelry and the needlepoint samplers and bookmarks, there
was an intricately-detailed candlewick bedspread with
matching pillows. There were knitted and crocheted scarves
and afghans, macrame keychains, necklaces and plant hangars. It was Pat Broome who insisted that we use one of
the needlepoint samplers for the cover of our next issue.
Thank you, Pat B.! We are happy to share!

“Storm”

2012
July - “Grace”
October - “Question”
January - “Remote”
April - “Game”

April 2012

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

A

s editors, we on the Groundwaters team sometimes
have to make the hard choices about the pieces we
select for our issues. We have three things, mainly, to go
by – our guidelines, our theme and our collective “gut.”
We have rewritten our guidelines to be more specific,
in order to reflect our ethos and ideas for both how we see
our audience and to better explain how we make our decisions.
Here is the rewritten guideline number #4:

“Please be respectful to all. Read Groundwaters to understand its audience and speak from the heart. Every age
is welcome here. Featured artists and authors are representative of all ages and levels of experience. We do not
accept political or religious opinion pieces and we ask our
submitters to limit the use of profanity to only what the
story requires. No explicit sexual content or unnecessary
violence will be accepted. The editors reserve the right to
edit the unacceptable if it is to be published.”
We appreciate that our authors grant us the right to use
their work – it is a privilege that we don’t take lightly. The
responsibility we have as editors is to treat your work with
respect and care. It is also our responsibility to adhere to
our guidelines, though, and make sure the magazine is accessible to as many readers as possible. Our goal is to help
each author become the best they can be and to present the
best piece possible. Generally, we work with writers to
make that happen in a relatively painless way so that we
can all learn something from the experience.
The theme is just a means to sort the many, many submissions we receive. It is a fun challenge to write to a target, and so we try to offer you interesting subjects. A theme
can sharpen skills and stimulate creativity, but writing to
each issue’s theme isn’t necessary. Since we publish quarterly, we take the season into account as well, and that factor helps shape the issue and makes it timely.
The “gut” part is difficult to explain. It’s a little like,
“we know it when we see it,” for lack of a better term. It is
delightful to read a submission in which the writer speaks
clearly – one in which the story is exquisitely told.
Each of the four of us, as editors, has a different perspective, and yet we may share a strong feeling – good or
bad – about a piece. Among us, we usually are able to come
to a consensus on how it should be presented.
We are very impressed with the quality of work we
consistently receive. It is our good fortune that we are able
to showcase a wide variety of poetry, fiction, non-fiction
and art with our readers. I think of being an editor is like
being a conduit; by being in a place to help others share
their creativity, we only make the whole creative pool richer
for all. I'd like to close by thanking all our contributors,
past and present. Groundwaters is by you, about you and
for you. Thank you!
~ jbc
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Landscapes of Our Minds
wispy fingers of mist cling
and creep along the contours of the land
like my intuition fingering along
the dales and moss-covered slopes
of your being ...
oh so gently and gingerly
for your safety and mine
past landscapes have seared me
land mines exploded when
an unwary foot trustingly
stepped on seemingly safe terrain
so I falter sometimes,
with what looks like hesitancy
I know my touch has been invited
yet preservation instincts raise
their voices at times,
motioning Slow Down ...
Speed Zone Ahead ...
Proceed with Caution !
but the child within,
Dorothy with her red shoes,
is Intrepid, Bold, and a Believer ...
with firm hands she pushes at my back,
her voice in my ear ...
find out What Can Be,
so it doesn’t become Could Have Been
~ Delina Greyling

Life’s Seasons
As time rolls on and the seasons of our life change,
the present grows sweeter every day.
Past loves are missed more each day; new friends
are held closer as we know that our time together is but a fleeting thing.
Everyday brings us closer to our end.
As youth life is taken for granted, a thing we feel will
always be there.
Then we mature and realize time marches on and
our time here is short.
Life becomes sweeter with each passing day; each
wake-up is a new beginning that will be cherished
‘til our time ends.
~ Herbie

Markeyta Hladky Barnett
1992-2012
Our Deepest Sympathies
to the Hladky Family
for the loss of their beautiful
daughter, Markeyta
Markeyta was one of Groundwaters’ earliest “Bubbling Up” contributors.
She was a talented young woman who will be profoundly missed.

You’re Gone
What do I do now? Do I have anything left?
Yes. Logic tells me so. I know so.
But my heart which I had thought complete
Was it not enough to save the ones I love?
I’d give them my heart. Surgeon, remove it.
And place it in my friend’s chest which
Somehow was not full enough to live.
For if you’re gone, then my heart’s incomplete.
You’re a piece of the puzzle my dear
A crux that gives the puzzle sense.
And now you’re gone. Gone far away.
I am simply the box that holds my puzzle.
Collecting pieces, using crayons to draw
New faces on my puzzle pieces after they’re lost.
And some are new and some are old.
Some missing bits where quarrels have gnawed.
And when a piece is old and grey
When a piece must be retired for it is done.
I feel sad and grieve that the piece is buried.
But I no longer could see the piece for what it was.
For it was at the end of its life, and I must move on.
All puzzle pieces eventually move on.
Yet you my dear were not an old piece.
Battered by the rain and snow of life until
Your skin was crinkled your colors addled
Your spine bent your fingers mangled.
Your piece was new. It was colorful and bright.
It was a center of my life and now…it’s gone.
And my puzzle is not complete.
I shall struggle to put it together again.
Rearrange my life so it is once again whole.
But once a piece is gone, it does not come back
The whole is never filled. And that scares me.

But life is not a jigsaw puzzle. No.
It is not made of cardboard and glue and ink.
It’s a living, breathing puzzle given to us
At birth so that we may always
Be amending the pieces and place them
In new ways in our web that we call life.
And every piece is shared by another
For a piece of you on the other side
Is a piece of me in your puzzle.
Exact same shape but different coloring.
And both are equally valid pictures.
So if you have left me and your piece is lost.
That means a piece of me was buried with you.
… This, I do not like at all. For it was part me,
Even though the piece was not mine.
But I cannot unbury the pieces now.
I get my crayons and take a bit of cardboard.
And try to draw what I remember of your piece.
But my crayon drawing pales by reality.
For all I have to draw from are memories.
And I place this bit of cardboard in your spot.
But I know it’s not you – just a memory.
And now you’re gone. Gone far away.
And I cannot follow you where you went.
You’re a piece of the puzzle my dear.
And cannot leave the pieces surrounding me.
If you’re gone, then my heart’s incomplete.
But it shall go on beating every day.
But my heart which I had thought complete
Truly has holes left being mended with crayons
But it was not enough to save the ones I love.
And questions remain like the leaves of fall
What do I do now? Do I have anything left?
~ Anonymous
02/15/2012

Chalices
Iridescent petals
Float like chalices
In a green oasis.
Translucent worshiper
Unfurled at matins,
Mediating at eventide,
Simmering water lilies
Drift
On lights wake.
~ Jeanette-Marie Mirich
April 2012
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The Philosopher’s
Corner
Thinking outside the box
By Jimminy Cricket

I

t was a dark and stormy night …
it has been said that those words
were the worst opening lines ever written; I’ve often
wondered about that; it seems pretty clear to me what
kind of a night that was. I’ve experienced nights both
dark and stormy as well as nights brilliantly lit by
full moon on a clear, still night.
Yes, I understand that the words were not very
imaginative, did not bring to mind the possibility of
a kind of night I had not experienced and yet, to me,
they evoked within me a vivid sense of reality that
set the stage for what was to follow. Such phrasing
has been referred to as purple prose, meaning, in part,
that it was (according to Wikipedia) “sensually evocative beyond the requirements of its context. It also refers
to writing that employs certain rhetorical effects such as
exaggerated sentiment or pathos … an attempt to manipulate a reader’s response.” In that it somehow implies
“influence in an unfair manner,” manipulate would
not be the word I would use, I think evoke is more to
the point. With that in mind I am prompted to ask,
why would one write, for the reading of others, except to evoke a response?
Maybe it’s the Andy Rooney in me, but I don’t see
it as a problematic opening, unless as seems to be
the case in its original use, it is followed by nothing
but the familiar and trite; failing in what follows to
ignite the fires of imagination and contemplation. I
do think one could declare that the author’s work
was highly successful, having instigated a storm of
literary criticism that continues to this day; can you
think of seven other words from 1830 that have outlived the remembrance of their author1 or even the
novel which began with them?
An opening line should serve to set the stage,
evoke the mood or trigger the reader’s interest or
imagination. When I am pondering contents of the
many shelves of books by unfamiliar authors, I often find myself reading the opening sentence of the
work and then flipping to the middle to read a line
or two. If those few words do not catch my interest,
back to the shelf it goes. I’m sure I’ve missed out on
many good books that way, but so far, it seems to
work for me. At times I am lucky enough to find a
story skillfully woven by a master of the craft, so
much so that I am engrossed in both the story and
the word-craft that made it work so well. Not being
6
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trained in writing (as you can so easily tell from my
works) I am in awe of the skill of wordsmiths, masters of the craft; perhaps if I read such works long
enough, some of their skill will rub off on me.
I am also in awe of the process of writing and I
admire anyone who takes the time to write, be it a
diary or personal journal, a story or poem. I’ve found
the process to be transformative and the reading of
such works, amateur or professional, to be entertaining, informative and enlightening. I simply like
words and ideas; I like and appreciate Groundwaters
and the many opportunities it provides. The ink
squiggles on its pages make me think, remember,
imagine and yes, at times laugh and perhaps shed a
tear.
It is a gray and dreary day… a perfect time to
curl up with the latest issue of Groundwaters and immerse self in what each of you of the Groundwaters
family do so very well.
1

Edward Bulwer-Lytton,1803–1873, from his novel Paul Clifford

Newly Published!

Being

S

usanne Twight-Alexander’s poetry reflects
her deep love for Mother Nature’s bounty.
A fan of author Bill Sullivan’s hiking guides,
Susanne takes to the trails whenever possible
and her poetry flows from those experiences.
The book is beautifully illustrated by Bella
Peralta, as well.
Being is a 40-page chapbook and is the first
compilation of Susanne’s writing, but we don’t
expect it to be her last. Her books, hot off the
Groundwaters’ printer, can be found at Black
Sun Books and Tsunami Books and soon at other
local venues, as well. More information can be
obtained at http://www.facebook.com/
susannetwightalexander or by writing Susanne
at susyouzel@gmail.com.

I am the hummingbird that comes to the feeder
in sunlight and snow
I am the bare-branched trees stretched against
winter sky
dancing at sunset
I am the river raging in flood
my current cracking rocks together beneath my
surface
the sound audible from shore
I am the sound of crickets
on a warm summer evening as the first stars
appear
I am the soft plop of fish in a mountain lake
spreading circles across the water
moving the stars
I am the laughing child running through meadows
chasing a monarch butterfly
and I am that butterfly searching for milkweed
on which to lay my eggs
I am the call of the red-tailed hawk
and its mimicking cry from a Steller’s jay
I am the view of the granite peaks
from Deer Creek Pass
above Bear Basin
and I am a little pond edging the trail
where a small watersnake stalks tadpoles
I am the dipper with mossy nest
behind the waterfall on Granite Creek in
California
and at the top of Oregon’s Kentucky Falls
I am the presence that surrounds
~ Susanne Twight-Alexander

Published by Groundwaters Publishing!

Illustration by Bella Peralta
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Grandma’s Crazy Quilt
By Patty Byers

R

ebecca Morgan hummed softly as she carefully
cleaned the counters of her large comfortable kitchen.
The air was fragrant with cinnamon and chocolate, reminders of the cookies she was baking in anticipation of a visit
from her five-year-old granddaughter, Rosie Connors.
Rosie lived next door and each Wednesday, when her
kindergarten class was finished, she hurried home for lunch
with her Mother, then a quick nap. When she awoke it was
time to prepare for her weekly visit with Grandma. Rebecca
was removing the last tray of cookies from the oven when
she heard familiar footsteps on the porch and knew it must
be Rosie!
“Grandma, it’s me… Rosie. May I come in?”
“Yes, of course, dear, I’ve been expecting you.”
Rebecca answered. “Come out to the kitchen after you’ve
washed your hands. I’ve baked some cookies for our ‘tea
party’ and I can use your help now.”
A few minutes later, Rosie came skipping into the
kitchen and over to her Grandma for a big hug and a welcoming kiss. “Oh, Grandma, it smells so good in here! What
can I do?” Rebecca helped her choose a plate and carefully place the cookies on it. Together they decided on tea
cups and a teapot, because each week Rosie was allowed
to pick out the china she wanted to use for that day. Rebecca
put the dishes on a tray and they went to the dining room
to set the table.
After finishing the last crumb of cookie and taking the
last sip of her tea (which had been generously laced with
milk) Rosie put down her napkin and turned to Rebecca.
“Grandma, when I went down the hall to wash my hands,
I saw a really pretty blanket by your sewing machine. What
is it? Could we look at it?
Laughing, Rebecca said, “I had forgotten that I put that
old thing out to mend. It’s called a ‘crazy quilt,’ Rosie, and
it belonged to my mother and her mother, as well. Let’s go
into the sewing room and we’ll look at it. Actually, it’s a
little like a scrapbook, because every piece of fabric in
that quilt has a story all its own!
As they entered the sewing room, Rosie ran to the quilt
and studied the odd shapes, and carefully touched the different pieces. “Ooh, Grandma, this one feels soft and
smooth, like velvet” she said. “And this one is all slippery.”
Rebecca looked at the quilt, and then thoughtfully replied to Rosie’s question. “The first one really is velvet,
Rosie. That was a dress my sister had for a special party
she attended. She looked so pretty, all dressed up in that
pink gown. The other one is of satin and, you’re right, that
is a kind of slippery cloth. That one was from a dress my
Grandmother wore when she went to church, and I remem-
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ber how I thought she looked beautiful in that blue color—
it matched her eyes!”
“What is that feathery looking edge around the pieces,
Grandma? It looks almost like a frame .”
“That is exactly what it is, Rosie, a frame around each
one. Actually, that not only decorates the piece of cloth, it
protects it from raveling and tearing. It is an embroidery
stitch called a feather stitch, just the way it looks. The pieces
of fabric are all different shapes because they are saved
from the dresses or shirts or whatever garment had a few
spots that could be saved, when the garment wore out. It
was hard to find money for new materials, so my Mother
and Grandmother used what they had. I used to watch them
search to find ‘good parts’ in those old clothes.”
“This one is all checkered, Grandma. Red and black,
with blue in between.”
“Yes indeed, I remember that one,” said Rebecca. “That
was a work shirt that belonged to my Daddy. I remember
him going out on cold, frosty mornings to milk the cows,
wearing that shirt because it kept him warm. And this one
was a fancy shirt that he wore when we all went to the
potluck parties at the church meeting hall. He liked the
dark red color—I guess red was his favorite color. When I
look at this quilt I see lots of Daddy’s things and a lot of
them are red!”
“Look at this one, Grandma. It is a shiny purple one.
Was that yours?”
“As a matter of fact, Rosie, that was mine. It was a
dress I wore for school and I begged Mama not to use it,
the good parts that is, for the quilt. I was sure I could get
some more ‘time’ out of it. She was right, though, for I had
worn it a lot, and it really was getting threadbare.”
“What does ‘threadbare’ mean?” asked Rosie.
“As you look at this quilt you can see that some of the
pieces are thin and you can almost see through the cloth.
That, my dear, is ‘threadbare’!” replied Rebecca.
“This one is very pretty. It is kind of like a table cloth,
though, all red and white in big squares.”
Rebecca quietly wiped away a little tear as she replied
“Yes, that one was my Mama’s apron. I remember seeing
her wear that as she worked in the kitchen, making pies or
cookies or cooking big pots of meat and potatoes for us.”
“What was this brown piece, Grandma? It has little
gold spots in it, too.” asked Rosie.
“That belonged to my brother John, dear. He liked that
shirt a lot because it was nice and warm and on cold days
he was really comfy. This was one of his shirts, too” pointing to another piece of the quilt, “but it was thin and was
only comfortable on summer days.”
The two were happily looking at the quilt and discuss-

ing the various pieces when the big clock in the living room
chimed four o’clock and Rosie quickly jumped up. “I must
leave, Grandma, because Mama said when it was four, I
should come home. I’m sorry ‘cause I have had such fun
looking at your quilt. Maybe we can study it again next
week?”
“Well we could, but I think I will get out a photo album to show you. It has lots of pictures of all my family
and ‘old times’ and I’d love to show you those.” answered
Rebecca.
Rosie came to Rebecca’s side and gave her a big hug
and kiss. “Thank you so much, Grandma, I have had a
really good time. I like our tea parties! I’ll be here next
week.”
After watching Rosie return to her own door, Rebecca
went back to the sewing room and sat down in her favorite
rocking chair. Picking up her mending kit, she began to
sew the worn spots on the old quilt. When she finished,
she laid aside the needle and her hands gently smoothed
the fabric, smiling a bit as she recalled Rosie’s pleasure
when they had talked about the meaning of the quilt pieces.
Yes, she thought, this quilt is really a scrapbook in itself, a
history of my family and all lovingly sewn by my Mother
and my Grandmother. Good times and bad are recorded in
those little scraps of worn cloth and, best of all, I remember watching them as they worked. Fitting each portion
and embroidering the ‘frames’ as Rosie called them.
Oh, yes, she thought, I‘ll have fun showing Rosie the
old pictures and maybe someday, Rosie will show another
little girl this quilt and the photos and they will have “tea
parties,” too!

Devin, The Fairychilde
I am pickled,
Strung across the world
She bent down and picked
me up. I am never alone.
She is Devin, in the
Company of others.
I am stretching across
the Universe, bruised knees.
Contacting all the elfin
Lost in the tunnel,
The fairies signal me.
Only to retreat back
Safe in the knowing.

Roll On Columbia, Roll On
From Serpentine Quilting Chapbook
Roll On Columbia, Roll On
Roaring along the carved volcanic cliffs
Gray belted by men
Who count the fish that come home to die,
The Columbia thunders, feigns submission.
Behind cement walls, water pause.
Upon its back sails pirouette like
Winged butterflies from tropical climes
Flavoring the steely flow with
Lime, Mango, Tangerine, and ruby Papaya.
Its pewter ribbon twists
Past sleepy river towns.
Reflects apple orchards posing like dancers
On a tilted sage-green stage.
Waves lick glistening sand bars
Feeding scraggly trees that grip the soil.
Silver veils tumble down steep cliffs,
Thunder into icy pools
Spill into the churning waters that
Careen toward city lights seeking
Freedom from the convent cliffs of basalt.
~ Jeanette-Marie Mirich
I was born in Corvallis and graduated from Corvallis High School. I
met my husband at O.S.U. in my freshman year, got married in my
sophomore year and graduated with a degree in Education from
Portland State University. My husband was a medical student at the
U of O Medical School (now OHSU). I have taught school in Milwaukie,
Oregon and Pattaya,Thailand.
My life has taken me from Oregon to Southern California,Texas,
Thailand,Washington, Michigan, Kenya, Ethiopia, Mali, Namibia, and
Kentucky.We summer at our family cottage on Fern Ridge Reservoir
and spend time with my beloved 90-years-young mother in Corvallis,
our three children and our wonderful 13 grandchildren. They are
scattered from Seattle to Kansas and Kentucky.
The most significant thing that has happened in my life is becoming
a Christian when I was 23. My husband has used his medical expertise
in repairing birth-injured women in the Third World since 1982. We
have had the privilege of taking our children on medical trips with
World Medical Missions and living in interesting times and places. I
continue to write poetry, novels, plays and articles which has been my
passion since my first book in second grade.
My husband and I are part of a team of physicians and spouses
that teach Marriage Enrichment Weekend Conferences to medical
couples through the Christian Medical Dental Associations.

~ Rhonda Rauch
April 2012
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Joy Ride in a Snow Storm
By John Henry

M

y brother Mike had dropped out of junior college
again. He was working his tail off for minimum
wage and he hated the boring, repetitious, loud, filthy factory. But it was Friday, a payday, and he and I went to the
bank and cashed his two hundred and eighty dollar check.
He had borrowed Mom’s car and he told me that we were
going to have a night to remember. He was twenty and I
was seventeen.
We went to Liberati’s Pizzeria and had a pepperoni
and ham pizza. Mike had phony ID, so we went to the
party store just inside Detroit and bought a six pack of
Stroh’s beer. We sat in the car sipping beer and had the
heater and the overhead light on. We had the entertainment section of the Free Press open and we were reviewing our options. We could do a movie – and not just the
cheap movies. We could go downtown and see a brand
new release. The Red Wings were playing out of town and
the Pistons were away too. How about a play? My brother
laughed and, leering at me, said, “You know what? You
could use my ID and we could go see a burlesque show.
Bet you’ve never seen a girlie show or heard a dirty comic.
You’re not chicken are you?”
I scanned the entertainment and said, “Heck, Mike!
We could do the strippers any weekend. You see who’s
playing up in Ann Arbor? – The Rolling Stones, Man!”
Mike gave me a blank look. I continued, “It’s like seeing
the Beach Boys. I mean these guys are great.”
I hit the buttons on the car radio, tuning in the Canadian station. “Hey you, get off of my cloud…” Mike was
sold; we would join the teeny boppers for the English invasion.
Mike chugged his beer and opened another for the ride
up to Ann Arbor. It was sleeting. Damp white stuff was
covering the windshield. Mike put the ’57 Ford Fairlane
in gear and it squirmed and shimmied up Miller Road to
Rotunda, then west to Southfield. He stopped before the
new freeway to get five bucks worth of gas. The snow was
coming down in bouncing pellets now and it was colder.
Mike left the defroster going on high but the windows were
fogged as we pulled away. Mike gunned the V-8 at the
entrance ramp to I-94; the rear tires spun and the Ford
wobbled toward the soft shoulder. Mike tried muscling the
big sedan straight and the car weaved and danced back
and forth across the white line. I wanted to say “Slow
down!” but I wasn’t chicken.
We were just past Metro Airport cruising at fifty-five.
The salt trucks had been this far and the traffic flowed. An
overloaded semi pulled onto the highway. Mike swore and
hit the brakes. He had cars passing on the left and he was
slowing to twenty-five behind this damn eighteen-wheeler
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throwing dirty snow and
slush on our windshield. Mike
was looking out the side-view mirror but the side window
was foggy and he took a hand and rubbed it clear. “Hey!”
he said, “Check the back and tell me when I can pass.”
The back window was covered with snow so I rolled down
my side window and looked out. We’d been smoking one
Pall Mall after another and the cold wind smelled good.
Damn, it was snowing hard. I kept looking, but there was a
truck behind us and it was difficult to see with the truck
lights shining in my eyes. “Come on, come on,” Mike said.
“Tell me when.”
The truck behind us put on his turn indicator and I
thought that he’d run interference for us so I took a chance
and said, “You can go, but you’ve got to go now!”
Mike quickly turned the Ford out – not easing it out –
on the semi-slick, slushy surface. He accelerated and the
two-barrel carburetor spit twice as much fuel into the pistons and the wheels spun seeking traction. We hit an icy
patch and the front end went left toward the concrete highway divider. Mike turned hard the other way. The front
wheels were pointed to the right but the big Ford continued sliding left toward the low wall. Mike yelled, “Holy
Moley, we’re dead!”
I quickly looked behind; the big truck in our lane had
dropped back and had his four-way flashers going. The
semi we were passing seemed to be speeding up and getting out of the way. “Turn toward the slide,” I yelled. Mike’s
eyes were wide. I yammered, “Foot off the gas and pump
the brake gently. Easy, easy.” The big Ford sedan slid closer
and closer to the concrete divider, crunching on the chunky
snow of the narrow inside shoulder. “Keep braking and
straighten the wheel back,” I advised. Like in slow- motion, the car straightened like it would pull back onto the
highway. But crunch, crunch the driver side wheels hit ice
chunks and the rear end of the car spun out, sliding onto
the highway and the front end went around counter-clockwise as Mike slammed the brakes.
I saw the headlights of vehicles coming right at us. We
had gone one hundred and eighty degrees. We had stopped,
nestled against the concrete divider facing the wrong way.
The Ford was off the highway, on the shoulder. We were
looking at the lights of oncoming traffic. Chuck Berry was
singing on the car radio, “...nothing out run my V-8 Ford.”
Mike looked at me and grimaced, “Damn! Pa would
have killed us if we crashed Mom’s car.” We sat there and
the cars and trucks seemed to whiz by, blinding us in white
headlights. Mike sighed and said, “We got to get this thing
out of here before the cops come. A state trooper is sure to
give me a ticket. That’s almost as bad as a wreck. Pa will

kill me!” He lit up another cigarette and he said, “I’m no
good in this icy crap. You’ll have to drive. Move over here.”
I wasn’t chicken, but I’d only been driving for a year
and Pa didn’t let me drive much unless the road was clear,
but Mike was moving towards me. We went over and under, past each other, and I was suddenly behind the wheel.
I turned the radio off and said, “Maybe we should wait for
a tow truck?” The snow was really coming down.
Mike said, “You can do it. Besides
we got beer in the car and I would loose
my license for sure. Just start it up and
let’s go.”
I turned the key and the V-8 rumbled
awake. I had the wipers going at doubletime and the defroster on high. It looked
weird with the heavy snow and the headlights racing at us. Looking down the
road, right into the glaring lights of oncoming highway traffic, I shook as I put
the Ford in low gear and ever so lightly,
tapped the gas pedal. The back wheels
spun slowly on the icy shoulder but we
moved. I nudged the steering wheel back
to straighten the front wheels and kept
the car easing ahead. I could see that after these few on-coming car lights, there was a big gap. It
looked like lots of yellow lights besides four headlights; it
appeared two big rigs were in the lanes way back there.
Well, I thought, truckers see unexpected stuff all the time
and they can handle it. I waited until it was clear, and feathering the gas, pushed the Ford into the fast lane, and spun
the wheel hard to the left. The Ford’s rear-end fish-tailed
and the front-end spun, turning on a dime. Suddenly, we
were pointed in the direction of traffic. The car was across
two lanes on the right shoulder, facing in the direction to
Ann Arbor again and out of immediate danger. I pumped
the brakes and stopped as the two big trucks lumbered by,
blaring their air horns. It was a quick turn around and all
dumb luck. The spin-move took seconds but it felt like a
lifetime had gone by.
Mike patted my shoulder and said, “Man! I almost peed
my pants! That was an awesome U-turn! I can’t believe
you did it. You saved us little brother!”
I sat there with a stupid grin, breathing hard. I finally
said, “Well, what now? Should we get off at the next exit
and head home? Or do you want to continue to Ann Arbor?”
Mike smiled, “Heck, you drive good in this slushy
mess. It’s Friday. Let’s keep going. It’s a rock-and-roll kind
of night, and a Rolling Stone gathers no moss.”
It was snowing harder and harder and getting colder.
We passed the Ypsilanti exit and there were flashing lights,
a multi-car fender-bender ahead. We sat there idling, watch-

ing our gas gauge go down towards “E.” It took over an
hour to get past the disabled cars. They were a mess and
that could have been us. I shivered. The snow was getting
deeper on the highway and it was below zero. Mike said,
“You got any more smokes.” No, we had smoked all the
Pall Malls up. “Dang,” said Mike, “Let’s get off 94 and
get some gas and cigarettes.”
At the next exit, I pulled off, heading north, into the blowing snow that was
a gauzy curtain. The Ford slipped and
staggered into a Marathon gas station. We
replenished our supplies and got some
terrible twenty-five cent hot coffee that
a machine dribbled out. Snow was coming down like a blizzard. Mike decided
to leave the beer by the trash container
and head home. We turned east on Middle
Belt Road, a two-lane crosstown thoroughfare through small working class
suburbs. It should have been a forty-five
minute ride home but I could hardly see
to drive, the falling snow was a thick
white screen with blowing drifts that we
had to plow through. We slipped along
at a snail’s pace for almost three hours
nervously listening to top-40 radio.
I turned on our street and slid into a parking spot in
front of our house, bumping the tires on the curb. We
walked across deep snow to the back door. It was unlocked
and we went in to take off our boots and winter coats.
There was Mom at the top of the stairs in her bathrobe,
arms crossed, her Irish temper near exploding. “Do you
have any idea what time it is? We were worried sick! You
two are grounded! Well …?”
It was colder inside than outside. Mike smiled at Mom.
She was usually putty in Mike’s hands. “Mom, the weather
is unbelievable. Sorry we’re so late. But as Pa says, ‘better
safe than sorry.’ We had to go real slow to be safe. We
were going to call but were afraid to get off the road. I was
extra careful because I had your baby boy with me. We
had to get off the freeway and take a slow way home to be
safer. Thanks for staying up. We’re frozen. Any chance for
a cup of your hot chocolate with those little marshmallows floating in it?”
Mom made four cups of hot chocolate; Mike’s and mine
had marshmallows. She yelled a little bit more but we kept
our heads down, slurping our hot chocolate. Pa didn’t ask
any questions.
The next morning Pa had Mike and I come outside to
examine the deep scrape all along the driver’s side of
Mom’s car. Mike shook his head and speculated, “Don’t
know Pa. Must have happened while we were parked at
the movies. You know anything can happen when some
people drive in the snow.”
April 2012

Groundwaters

11

The Dreamer
An old blind man told me once that he could see the
wind,
I never paid him any mind and went about my way.
Tonight as I reflect, I can hear his words again,
I wondered why I thought of him and why it was today.
But that old man never fooled me because I could see it
too,
I saw leaves dance in the trees every time it blew,
But those words stayed with me and deep inside I
knew.
Chance encounters come and go, we’d never meet
again,
Any fool can look at trees… it takes a dreamer to see
the wind.
~ Michael J. Barker

Spring
The winds of spring are filled with
Nature’s perfume.
Early flowers and fruit tree blooms
make a wonderful bouquet
for the nose.
On an early morning walk, the smells
are heightened by the dew and clear air
My senses are in overdrive, trying to absorb all
the fragrances as well as the sights.
It has been a long time since I have
taken the time to actually slowdown and
enjoy these treasures.
The old saying, “Stop and smell the
roses,” is an adage I shall try and observe
more often in the future.
~ Herbie

Tornado
The Doppler shows the build-up on the screen
Now fragile man will try to chart its track
While lightning hurls a thousand laser beams
And leaden skies turn boiling, inky black
The storm within a storm looms close at hand
The whirling dervish winds now give it form
Nature’s grand assassin stalks the land
To tear man from his too complacent norm
Ballistic hail pounds flat the crops below
Torrential rain wipes out the hopes of man
Tornado brings great havoc and great woe
Carving a path, a wound much like a brand
But man, brought low by fear, will still survive
And seem heroic just to be alive.
~ Frances Mintun
Eighty-seven year old Frances Mintun lives in Pensacola, Florida. Her
daughter, Melody Gronsdahl of Veneta, encouraged her to share one
of her poems with our Groundwaters readers.Thank you, Frances!
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then the whole
east range turns
Van Gogh yellow.
cherry buds sweeten
the still air along
our gravel driveway.
in the plum orchard
across the road, fingers
of light make shadows,
the bare trees
are silhouettes
of frozen ballet dancers.

for the unpossessable
beauty beyond the reach
of our deepest imagining.
~ Emily Hart

Groundwaters

dawn begins,
a peach glow
over the Cascades,

it’s a choreograph
of dreams where we
spend our lives looking

we light a score of candles
talk long into the night
the flames meet the darkness
like a brace of geese
flying into a storm.
12

Unpossessable Beauty

~ Kevin DeLay

Through The Eyes of a Child
I can see once again
Through the eyes of a child
I remember once, a little one
Who loved to run wild

What is in a Raindrop?
What is in a raindrop?
A blessing, not a curse.
Fresh and new, wet as dew
life-giving food for the earth.

Full of excitement
On the cause of Easter Morn
All dressed up for the Easter egg hunt
In her new dress proudly worn

What is in a raindrop?
A sparkling, beautiful prism
brings forth the green and things unseen
From the ground, the flower has risen.

I still can see that little girl
With the sparkle in her eyes
Who showed her love unbounding
Through her giggles and her sighs

What is in a raindrop?
Oceans of life abound.
Rivers flow free, each drop fills the sea
Pitter, patter, sweet the sound.

And now it’s hard to realize
How quickly you have grown
To proud and glorious womanhood
Now carrying a child of your own

What is in a raindrop?
As it gently kisses my face;
Refreshing my mind, my senses defined
to some other time and place.

A child you’ve wanted so badly
For oh so many years
A child you thought you’d never see
As you fought back many tears

What is in a raindrop?
A living gift from above;
Cleansing and soothing, miraculously moving
a diamond, a treasure of love.

I am so proud and happy
Your time is finally near
I’ll love him like I’ve loved you
And I’ll always be close... right here

What is in a raindrop?
I want to run out and taste;
Laughing and twirling, dancing and whirling,
not a drop would my lips wish to waste.

You know I’m proud as a father can be
To see you excited again
Just like those days when you were young
And so eager for your life to begin

~ Debra Heisler Clark

Through the eyes of a child I hope you can see
The joy your child will bring
In his growing years when it’s your turn
To share his joy and sing
Just like I’m singing to you...
In my heart where it always is true
That you’re still my little girl running wild
I can see it...
Through the eyes of a child

Balance
C. Steven Blue

I sought balance in my life,
elusive, transitory, always just beyond
the grasp and hidden behind the musts
that cloud vision and reason.
Some day, I’ll have enough success,
enough money, enough fame or fortune.
There will be time to devote to music,
to art, to family, to friends, to my soul.
Won’t there?
~ Gus Daum
April 2012
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S

afely in port, seafarers share their stories of surviving perilous voyages aboard ships that sailed around the world’s
stormiest and savage Capes; two of these are at the ‘bottom of the world’ at Cape Horn, part of the Tierra del Fuego
Archipelago in Patagonia, and the Cape of Good Hope at the southwestern tip of Africa.
Each of these capes is a meeting place of two great forces - ocean currents hurled towards each other and the inevitable
showdown which breeds gales and storms of epic proportions.
In the days of sail, Cape Horn was feared the most. Prior to the opening of the Panama Canal, passenger ships had
to round Cape Horn with its fierce, changeable winds and treacherous waters in order to travel from New York to San
Francisco. As the southernmost headland of the Tierra del Fuego Archipelago of Chile, it was a major milestone on the
clipper route by which sailing ships carried trade around the world. The waters around the Cape are particularly hazardous owing to strong winds, large waves, strong currents, icebergs and williwaws - the latter being sudden blasts of wind
descending from a mountainous coast to the sea. All combine to make it notorious as a sailors’ graveyard.
Ink black waters heave in the gales
spawned by titanic clash of currents
Phosphorescent curls glassy one moment
a maelstrom the next.
Along continental shelves they surge
to the headlong clash, hellbent to dominate,
in a frenzy of tempestuous storms
where Atlantic and Pacific collide
at the southernmost tip of the vast Americas.

Stormy Capes

The other Cape with well-earned notoriety is the Cape of Good Hope, at the southwestern tip of Africa where ships have
to contend with tremendous turbulence. After skirting Antarctica, the icy Benguela Current meets the warm south- and
west-flowing Agulhas Current here; the latter flows down the east coast of Africa and is narrow, swift and strong.
South African folklore considers the Cape of Good Hope as the “place where the two oceans meet” (cold Atlantic
and warm Indian Ocean) but the currents actually intermingle for several hundred miles east and west of the Cape.
Sailors regard it as almost as intimidating and dangerous as Cape Horn. Although known by the name given it by the
Portuguese explorers, it is better known by sailors as the Cape of Storms.
Stormed from both sides,
the peninsula of Cape Point, referee,
points its rocky finger in admonishment
as the adversaries hurl squalls of rain and hail.
Amidst the mayhem of roaring thunder,
lightning and flapping canvas,
momentarily appears a battered schooner
eerily aglow, on a collision course
a 17th-century schooner with tattered
sails, lunging in the mountainous waves.
Next flash of lightning, she has vanished
like a phantom, a specter! the legendary
Flying Dutchman, fastest ship of the spice trade,
doomed to sail the Cape of Storms for eternity
Back in the days of tall ships it was a great accomplishment to have been on the crew of a ship that rounded ‘the Horn.’
The triumphant sailor was allowed to wear a gold earring in his left ear, and sit with one foot on the table as he recounted
the experience with much bravado to other seamen in the tavern.
If he was lucky enough to also survive a voyage around the Cape of Good Hope, he earned the double honor of
wearing gold in both ears, and best of all … the right to put both feet on the table!
~ Delina Greyling
14
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Winner of The Erica Atkisson Memorial Scholarship
2012 South Coast Writers Conference, Gold Beach, Oregon
Sponsored by Southwestern Oregon Community College

The Darkness Beyond the Hill
By Jennifer Chambers

T

hunder was crashing, the rain was pelting down, the
lightswent out, and then…
And then Jo found herself alone.The cows, sensibly, had crept
in a group to the side of the pasture and sought shelter underneath the trees. She could hardly blame them. She was done crying, anyway, and who cries their hearts out to cows? In disgust,
she shook her head at herself, and in the process sloshed water
off her hood and into her ear. Some Valentine’s Day this was.
“Aah!” She gasped. It took a minute to use the end of her
knitted scarf to wipe out the worst of it. By that time she got rain
down her neck, too. Resigned, Jo retied the scarf, tucked the
ends in, and zipped up her father’s jacket as far as it would go.
With the fluorescent security light on its tall pole burned
out, it was hard to see in the sideways rain. She took comfort in
knowing that she wasn’t alone, really. Her boyfriend Alan had
stayed in town to give her some space, but if anyone should come
up the half-mile driveway she would know.The cows would alert
her. This was the one place where she felt secure—not at the
farmhouse, where it had happened, but out here in the field. She
was close to them here.
The rain slowed to a mist. The storm—and the way it suddenly, violently ended—were much the same as her crying jag,
she thought, wiping her nose with a big blue bandanna. With a
big, shuddering sniff, she thought about the chain of events that
had led to her sobbing out here in the middle of nowhere on
what had been her parent’s farm.
Her sister had been born with it, was all Jo could figure.
“That girl’d never been right,” was the way some had less-charitably put it in stage whispers, as if she didn’t know what they’d
always tried to keep from her. It had been obvious to some.
But never to her mother and father. Jo felt as if her larcenous
emotions had sapped all the strength out of her muscles. It was
wet, she was soaked on her bottom half, so why not sit down?
She felt a little delirious and empty from all the stress and grief
and anger. She was in the middle of a cow field during a rainstorm, after all. Tilting her head to the side, she saw the white
moon beginning to steal out from behind iron grey clouds. It was
what her parents had always called a “Fingernail moon.” Jo’s sister Angie had always replied that it looked like a knife.
A cut-off stump remained in the middle of the field. She
made her way there, her Bean Boots sucking mud with each step.
The stump wobbled a bit as she sat down. She felt self-conscious
now, which was absurd. Here she was, perched on a stump,
shrouded in her dad’s raincoat that smelled of smoke and wet

animals. The rain slowed still more and then stopped.
Angie had found others like her in the end. It amazed Jo that
there could be anyone else who would share her sister’s zeal.
Angie’s friends were smarter, though. They never got caught.
She pushed back the hood and closed her eyes to inhale the
fresh clean scent of the still night.The moon was uncovered now.
Its crescent was sharp, well defined, the mocking-smile slash of
a cut throat. She set her chin, resolved. It wasn’t her fault. Never
had been. Her sister’s choices had led to the outcome.
The Indiglo feature on her small sturdy Timex flashed blue
in the darkness. “10:47,”she said aloud. The sound of her voice
surprised her in a ridiculous way. It echoed. Ten o’clock was
deep dark here in the Pacific Northwest this time of year. She
supposed that she ought to have been scared out here, all alone.
But an odd hollowness filled her heart instead.
A yellow beam of light bobbed up at the bottom of the driveway. It made its way to her as the cattle lowed in warning. Jo
realized belatedly that cows were hardly likely to do anything
other than bellow. She was on her own.
For a heartbreaking moment she thought it was her sister.
The figure was the right height. But it couldn’t be… could it?
The paranoid schizophrenic woman who’d killed their parents
and schoolmates at her fifteen-year high school reunion, who
honest-to-God believed she was an avenger from the Devil, was
somewhere in the system tonight. Jo didn’t know or care whether
it was in booking or processing or jail as long as she was safe here
on her tree stump. Then her breath caught in fear.
Please, let it not be Angie’s friends.
Without trying to move much, she looked around to see
what she could get to defend herself. A short branch lay nearby
in a clump of grass. Jo grasped the pitchy end in one hand.
“Who’s there?” She brandished the branch like a club. It might
be any of the ravenous reporters, or the family members of Angie’s
victims, or Alan, or former schoolmates being sorry. The onslaught since the final court appearance this afternoon had been
brutal. She had finally broken away and run back to the farm to
be alone in her pain. Her voice was rough, tear-edged: “Who’s
there?”
Jennifer Chambers writes from a full house in a small town in the Pacific
Northwest. Her novel Learning Life Again was published in 2009, and
her short stories were published in eight horror anthologies 2009-2011.
A horror novel, Listen to Gran, was published in 2011, and her Young
Adult novel The Curious Bookshop will be released late winter 2012.
She edits a literary magazine and writes a newspaper column.
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The Sunday Funnies
By Norm Maxwell

I

n the late 50’s and early 60’s, the high point of my week
consisted of reading the Sunday Comics. They just don’t
make them like they used to. There was no competition
from the Internet, and TV cartoons were in their infancy.
Reception was limited in Westfir anyway. Newsprint was
cheap and the Sunday funnies had plenty of room to convey a myriad of detail.
The folks slept in on Sunday morning, but I was up
waiting for Steve MacDonald to deliver the Register-Guard
with a thump on the front porch of the teacherage in Westfir
where we lived. I’d have to say that Alley Oop and Pogo
were my favorites, closely followed by Li’l Abner. Oop
would be cruising around on the neck of his pet dinosaur,
Dinny, or off on yet another time-traveling adventure as an
agent for Dr. Wonmug. I didn’t always get the political satire of Pogo and Li’l Abner but enjoyed them hugely nonethe-less.
Unlike many kids my age, I appreciated the nuances of
Our Boarding House with Major Hoople. Every week, one
of the boarders would start the strip off with a statement
from: “I walked to the corner” to “I jumped off the Empire
State building.” This, of course, would set the blustery old
major off and he would be unable to keep from uncorking a
whopper. “Egads!... That reminds me of the time I did three
times whatever you’re talking about longer, harder, better
and more importantly than you did!” The last panel would
show the major sentenced to beating carpets in the back
yard by his wife, Martha—frequently with a shiner. “Fap!”
I loved Roscoe Sweeney, Buzz Sawyer’s pal, and his
encounters with the Squatleys and the little green man who
came to visit in his flying saucer from time to time. Snuffy
Smith and his clan from Hooten Holler talked just like my
relatives from Myrtle Point.
Steve Canyon and Dick Tracy were tied for about sixth
place on my list. Dick Tracy would be on the trail of some
grotesque criminal every week while Steve would be flying
the latest F-105 or similar aircraft for the US Air Force.
Just before last Christmas, my wife had to fly to Orlando to help her 90-year-old mother recover from a broken hip. It swiftly became apparent that her days of living
alone in her house by Arnold Lake were done. Sande had
grown up in the house that they had moved into, new, in
1954. To everyone’s surprise, Muriel didn’t resist the inevitable and agreed to occupy the built-in mother-in-law
apartment in her other daughter’s house in Orlando.
Between shifts at the rehab center, Sande cased Mom’s
old house with an eye to removing anything of value while
it stands vacant. She boxed up hers and Mom’s majolica
collections and moved them to her sister’s house. Mom
asked if anybody wanted anything out of the house. I put
dibs on her framed ink sketch of Steve Canyon that she had
on the wall.
After the war, Muriel worked as a stenographer for a
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hotel in St Augustine. She was taking dictation for an Englishman named Smith-Davis who was staying at the hotel.
He had some sort of business dealings going with Milton
Caniff (pronounced “kuh-niff” according to Mom), the creator of Steve Canyon. During the dictation, Smith-Davis
referred to somebody named Steve Canyon. “Who is Steve
Canyon?” Muriel asked.
The word got back to Milt who whipped her out an ink
sketch of Steve in flight gear on foolscap. He added a little
color—yellow for Steve’s hair, black and brown for boots,
jacket and shoulder holster—and mailed it to Muriel. He
had personalized it with: “Steve Canyon for Muriel Oates,
With My Very Best Wishes” and signed it the way he did in
the comic strip with “N.Y. OCY 47” beneath his signature
block. Mom had it framed. You can see where the paper
was folded to stuff in the envelop. The US Air Force won
its independence from the Army in September, 1947 so the
drawing may have some historical significance.
Steve Canyon started his career as a flight lieutenant
and rose to the rank of a one-star general when the strip
died along with Milt in 1988 as he had decided nobody
would perpetuate his creation as did George Wunder with
his previous strip Terry and the Pirates.
Steve now keeps an eye on our living room. He journeys back to Orlando when I die to hang with Muriel’s grandchildren. I would be surprised, though, if they know anything about him or ever waited with bated-breath for the
Sunday comics to arrive on the front porch with a thump.

Poteet Canyon Lives!
By Pat Broome

T

he first time I saw Poteet Canyon was in the summer
that my aunt and I moved to Poteet, Texas. We were
driving past the City Hall/Fire Station on our way to the
school to register me for classes. A life-size picture of a
young reddish-haired girl wearing a cowboy hat and cowboy boots was standing next to a giant strawberry. The girl
was waving to passers-by and she had a big smile on her
face. Over the top of her head was written the words “Welcome to Poteet.”
She looked vaguely familiar, but I could not quite remember where I had seen her. When we got to the school,
the secretary helped us with the forms. “I see your last
name is Meadows,” she said, with a smile. “So is mine.
Maybe we’re related.” My aunt told her that Grandpa’s
family had lived in the area for many years before they
moved to San Antonio. After comparing genealogies they
both came to the conclusion that we were some degree of
cousins.
I then asked her if she could tell me about the picture
of the girl in the cowboy hat that I had seen. “Why that’s
Poteet Canyon!” she said. “You know, Steve Canyon’s
ward.” When she saw the puzzled look on my face, she
continued. “She was the little gal that was left on his doorstep. The only thing that was known about her was that
she came from the Poteet Orphanage.” So that’s what they
called her.” she said with a wink. Then I remembered, Steve
Canyon was an Air Force pilot in the comic strips, and San
Antonio being a big Air Force town, it made sense.
She then continued to tell how the local community
leaders got in touch with Milton Caniff, the creator of Steve
Canyon, and asked him if he would give them permission
to commission a piece of public
artwork with her image to welcome visitors to the town. He
agreed and it was not long before
he sent them a drawing of the Girl
in the Cowboy Hat and Boots
with the Giant Strawberry. The
drawing was then turned into a
life-size portrait done in ceramic
tiles, and at the bottom corner
was Milton Caniff’s iconic signature. When it was done, he was
asked to speak at the dedication.
Roadside America.com
This was in the mid-1960’s
and she is still standing there in
2012. The boots and the strawberry are a little faded after
40-plus years in the hot South Texas sun, but her smile is
still as big and bright as ever when she welcomes hundreds of visitors to the town every April for the annual

Strawberry Festival and the parade goes right past her down
the main street.
In 2011, a group of local community members
partnered with the Toby Hawk Foundation to build a skate
park that was named for Poteet Canyon. Here is a link you
can click on to see pictures. http://www.poteetcf.org.There
is also a link to the Poteet Strawberry Festival that occurs
every April. http://www.strawberryfestival.com

GW Redux
While scanning and preparing to load some of Judy’s earlier
issues of Groundwaters onto our website, I took the time to
re-read some of the contributions. It occurred to me that
our newer readers might enjoy getting a glimpse into the
early days of our publication. So, from time-to-time, we have
decided that we will feature some of them where we have
the space. We are including two of them in this issue. Below,
is Gregory Mock’s “The Used Book, and, on page 22, you
will find Patricia Banks Gill’s “Spring is in the Air” and Millie
Thacker Graves’ “The Empty Bed.” Enjoy! pe

The Used Book
The comfort of a well-read, hardback book
Balanced and soft, every page equally curved
Connecting with all of the eyes that have glanced
Twin beams of recognition follow the passages
Like road maps, pausing for the line breaks
Interpreted in hundreds of tongues and thoughts
Beneath the surface invisible prints
Stains of whiskey and coffee and sweat
Pages discolored with hundreds of breaths
Perhaps once an old man with consumption
another occasion a minstrel on a break
I sense a distraught widow with scars on her heart
A student with homework to finish by dawn
A librarian checking for missing pages
A canvas that needed the weight after stretching
A satchel’s scratches across the worn bindings
A pencil that underscored something important
But now it’s my pleasure from cover to cover
I savor each passage then move to the next
I smell the old leather that lingers on fingers
And I travel the chapters not knowing the ending
~ Gregory Mock
Volume 3 Issue 1, Fall 2006
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“Storm” Stories by the Ridge Writers Group
By Vicki Sourdry

T

he Ridge Writers Group in the West Lane area is a writers group that meets the 2nd and 4th Wednesday of each month,
from 6:00 to 8:00 pm at the Fern Ridge Library. Our members range in age from teens to seniors and the group is open to
new membership. At the beginning of every meeting, we do a 15-minute writing exercise to get the creative juices flowing. The
facilitator, a position that is rotated each meeting, chooses a prompt or theme. Lately, it has been five words that we must
incorporate into our writing. The following are examples of what came out of some of those 15 minute exercises when we
recently included the Groundwaters April issue’s theme of “storm” in the assignment.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The Buzzing Bee Café

Flood, 2012

By Liath MacTire

By Vickie Jensen

(Assigned words to be used in story: storm, buzzing, café,
footsteps, phone)

(Assigned words to be used in story: storm, arrange, city,
across, footsteps)

I

entered the Buzzing Bee Café on that stormy night last
week. The café seemed much larger on the inside than
out. I could hear my footsteps echoing throughout the cavernous room. I knew immediately that everyone in the room
could also hear my footsteps. Each and every person in the
room set down their phones and turned to stare at me.
I soon understood why the café was named the Buzzing Bee. Although all conversation had stopped when I
entered, they soon resumed. The echoing effect caused the
murmured conversations to turn into a buzzing that sounded
much like the humming of thousands of bees.
I stood waiting for a waitress to come and guide me to
a booth and I was not kept waiting long. She was a pretty
young thing with a waspish waist and short-cropped hair.
She came right up close to me and stared directly in my
face. She made a little half step and a wave of her hand.
“You just find any seat that suits you, Honey.” And with
that, she flitted off.
As I walked down the aisle in search of that perfect
table, I had the sense that all eyes were watching me, evaluating me. As I moved, the eyes of the other diners followed my each and every step. Almost, I thought, as though
they were waiting for me to break into performing a dance
of some sort. I definitely had the sense of a hive mentality
here.
Even the cook came out to examine me. She was big
and more than a little domineering in aspect. It was my bet
she was the Queen Bee at the Buzzing Bee Café.
Liath MacTire is a grey-green mountain troll who wanders around the
Wolf Creek forests and suburbs of Crow. Every other Wednesday he
makes the trek over the hill to attend the writers group. He finds this
adventure very entertaining because it allows him the opportunity to
growl at shopkeepers and frighten innocent tourists. Some more astute
observers contend that he really does have sense enough to come in out
of the rain. This is purely anecdotal hearsay and should not be considered
a true condition unless personally verified by personal observation.
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T

he rain has been falling by the dumpster-load,” I complained. “John said Loch Tom is rising and I can see
the ditches are full. The creek just behind the house has
risen nearly to the top. I have hardly slept for the past three
days. Every night I’ve heard that creek roaring, knowing
it’s getting higher and closer to the house. I really don’t
want a repeat of the “Hundred-Year Flood” we had sixteen
years ago.”
“But Mom. It’s a new century. Aren’t you up for another once-a-century event?”
I scowled. Through the phone, I could sense that my
daughter, Jen, was trying to inject some humor into the situation but I didn’t think it was funny. I don’t know which
storm raged more fiercely – the wind and rain outside or the
emotional one waging war within me.
“The last flood’s clean-up nearly did me in,” I groaned.
“I really don’t want to do it again. I’m not getting any younger
you know.”
“Sorry mom. I know the aftermath isn’t a trivial matter.
I’m just glad I live in the city and don’t have to deal with
flooding.”
Footsteps stomped across the back porch as John approached the door. He had been outside checking the rising
water and moving items into the garage and yard to safety.
“Jen, I’ll have to call you later. Your dad is coming in
and I need to talk to him,” Joanne said as she turned to the
door. John’s face was grim.
“Looks like I’ll be carrying furniture upstairs,” John said
dejectedly. “You better start boxing up the pictures and things
you don’t want ruined. At least we can minimize the damage if the water comes in the house. After we’re done we
can arrange sandbags at the back door to help keep the water out of the house. I’m pooped,” John said wearily. “I need
a short break. Any coffee left?”

“

Vickie has lived in Elmira for the past 17 years and In the Southern
Willamette Valley all her life. She started writing at age 8 and has
dabbled at it ever since, mostly with essays and product reviews. In
the past two years she has been making forays into short fiction,
animal stories and travel writing.The Ridge Writers Group has become
an integral part of keeping her creative juices flowing.

The Machine

Company Politics

By Vicki Sourdry

By Shelly Grogan

(Assigned words to be used in story: storm, sanity, star,
machine, psychiatrist)

(Assigned words to be used in story: storm, offer, again,
young, ability)

A

re you questioning my sanity?” Robert asked, looking at Dr. Clausen, the psychiatrist.
“Not at all Robert. I was just asking you if you were
sure of what you say you saw.”
“And my answer is still a definite ‘yes’.”
“OK. Explain it to me again.”
Robert sighed and got more comfortable in the
overstuffed chair. He had told so many people the same
story that he nearly had it memorized.
“We were going from an uninhabitable planet circling
the star M-423 to another possible colonizable world when
we hit an ion storm. It came up so fast that we couldn’t steer
around it.”
“And that’s when you saw it?” interrupted Dr. Clausen.
Robert glared at him.
“No. You know it’s not, because I’ve told you all this
before—endless times. We lost all of our electronics while
we were in the storm, so we couldn’t see anything. We were
flying blind. Once we had cleared the storm, and the crew
had gotten most everything back on line, the machine could
be seen in the viewscreen.”
“The machine?” the doctor prompted.
Robert sighed again.
“Yes, the machine. That’s the best way I can describe it.
It was large. Very large. And it had all sorts of moving parts
on the outside. It was traveling through space on a very
different vector from ours. We tried to record it, but the
storm had knocked out our capability.”
“Convenient,” the doctor said, almost under his breath.
“Look, you’ve talked to me and everyone else who was
on the bridge. We all saw the same thing. It was nothing
that anyone on Earth had built. It had to be another intelligent race.”
“So you say,” the doctor responded.
Robert closed his eyes, resigned to the rejection.
“Yes,” he said with a sigh, “so I say.”

“

Vicki writes mainly science fiction, with an occasional essay thrown in.
She has been writing since 1985, and has three books “in progress.”
One of them is nearly complete, and as soon as the characters tell
her how to end it, she will see if anyone is interested in publishing it.
Meanwhile, she continues her life and her writing.

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

T

his is my final offer,” the young man stood before
my desk.
“Again,” I grumbled.
“You have to admit, my screenplay is as good as the
drivel that’s in the movies nowadays.”
I didn’t have to admit anything. I’d read the young
man’s screenplay – or at least the first few pages of it. At
that point, I had noticed that the young man lacked one
important thing – talent.
“I think I’m being completely fair,” the young man
went on. “The opportunity for me to act in and direct a
movie that I wrote.”
I desperately hoped that his acting and directing abilities were better than his writing ability.
“Give me one good reason why you won’t produce
my movie,” the young man crossed his arms.
“I’ll give you three,” I said calmly. “Your plot is boring, your conflict lacks credibility and your characters
have no depth.”
“Well… besides those.”
“What reasons do you need besides those?” I asked.
I could sense a storm brewing.
“No one cares about plot, conflict and characters anymore. People want action, action and more action. You
have to admit, there’s plenty of action in my screenplay.”
Yes, I did have to admit that. Five car chases, three
explosions, and two crashes all within the first five minutes.
I had recently started working for this major movie
studio. It was one of the studios that produced movies
that made other studios sit up and take notice. It was my
chance to revolutionize the movie-making industry. I
wasn’t about to throw it all away by producing a movie
that wasn’t worth the paper it was written on.
“Okay,” I said. “I gave you three reasons why I don’t
want to produce this movie. Besides the action, give me
one compelling reason not only to produce it, but also let
you act in it and direct it as well.”
A sly smile spread across the young man’s face.
“I can do that,” he said. “The owner of this studio
you work for – I’m his son.”

“

Shelly Grogan is a homeschooling mother of three who joined the
Ridge Writers with her teen-aged daughter a few months ago. She
writes mostly novels. Besides writing, she enjoys baking, riding her
horse and training her dog to do tricks.
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(Storm Stories - Ridge Writers Group, cont’d)

Love
(Assigned words to be used in story: storm, city, arrange,
appear, stay)

Footsteps appear and disappear,
Storms come and go,
Cities are built and torn down,
Things are arranged and disarranged,
But love’s eternal and always stays.
~ Cori Grogan
Cori Grogan is a home-schooled 8th grader. She joined the Ridge
Writers a few months ago. She writes poetry and short stories. Other
interests include riding horses, raising chickens and hanging out with
her friends.

New Spring News
A fresh breath of spring air,
followed on the breeze
of night’s slow dimming,
sings memories of longing
to the languid tree branches
as they sway to the music
of its invisible song.
My ears prick at particles
of the ever-present springtime sounds,
new again...
but age-old friends,
inspired by the new blooming sun
of the now fading day
that’s been rained upon constantly...
welcomed sounds at last;
my heart momentarily saddened
by their passing,
my mind pushing forward
to the night’s coming pleasures,
yet hungry for the news
of tomorrow’s apple blossom
bee buzzing gossip.

~ C. Steven Blue
Groundwaters
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I was walking down
a lonely road
And saw a lonely man
Sitting on a rock
beside the road.
He looked sad –
I could not walk away.
I paused and said,
“Good evening.” He nodded
but did not speak;
Yet, his eyes changed,
like surprise and glad,
yet still sad.
The look made me stay
and say, “I like to walk.”
He nodded again.
I did not know where
he came from, no house
in view. His clothes
looked old and clean,
His face, not young
not old, dark hair
with a touch of gray.
I said, “Are you all right?”
And thought, why did
I say that? Then,
he spoke and looked
at me with pale blue eyes.
“I sit here and think
about many things,
nothing changes, yet
everything changes.
People do not understand.”
He paused, “Thank you
Kind lady.” I nodded
and went away, wishing
I could stay, but
I know I will never
forget him.
~ Dolly Ruth Smith

I pause a moment longer...
then step inside
to the smell of fresh soup broth
and the sound of running water,
singing!
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The Lonely Man

Strangers Turn To Fall

Measured Steps

Sunshine in the springtime
Strangers turn to fall
Beckoned to the breaking summer
Follow true love’s call
It’s there for you and me
So much to do and see
True love sets you free
Engulfs you blindly
Kindly
Undeniably

July hot grief
Decimates
Like Gettysburg corn fields
After the battle.
Whispers swirl
Tear fragile spirits,
Dormant memories stir
Until winter freezes grief in place.
Sorrow rains souls
With gentle tears or fitful torrents
Depending on
The hardness of the soul.
~ Jeanette-Marie Mirich

Ballerina on Beam

Writing up a storm
To quench the morning greenery
The scenery of song
Directs the lovers’ long...
Long yearning
For the knowing of the glow
Of...
Sunshine in the springtime
Strangers turn to fall
Beckoned to the breaking summer
Follow true love’s call
~ C. Steven Blue

She soars like a bird
in flight on a friendly thermal,
lifting her to planted feet
poised atop the narrow perch.

May - December
She was young and oh so tender,
nice to view, a touch of splendor.
Friends asked what, in oft debate,
she saw in such aging reprobate.

Its four inch width is perhaps
enough for a bird’s talons
but is a perilous floor for
this balancing ballerina of the bar.

They pondered how to guide her fate,
to cause this romance to abate.
There is no way you can relate.
Your life, they said, is so sedate.

She balances her tiny self
one foot afore the other,
does a graceful back flip
to a handstand on the narrow beam.

She fingered necklace, stroked the furs,
offered that winsome smile of hers, said,
“When time comes for last probate,
he came to me with full rebate.”

A floating turn gyrates her to bared feet.
Arms stretch to fluttering hands,
half turn to one foot spanning the beam,
a second reached out in pointed salute.

~ Gus Daum

With a dancing pirouette, she leaps,
legs scissoring to parallel flight,
powers forward along the narrow bar,
to dismount in perfect balance below.
~ Gus Daum
After every storm the sun will smile; for every problem there is
a solution, and the soul's indefeasible duty is to be of good cheer.
~ William R. Alger
Birds sing after a storm; why shouldn't people feel as free to
delight in whatever remains to them? ~ Rose Kennedy
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GW Redux

Spring is in the Air
By Patricia Banks Gill
Reprinted from Groundwaters April 2006, Volume 2 Issue 3

A

ll it takes is one sunny day in February to put me in
the mood for spring. Not spring cleaning, mind you,
but the outdoor paradise that is hidden in nature’s timetable, waiting for the right moment to spring into life. Although, if I had my way, that would be as soon as the rush
of the holiday season is over... say, the second week in
January.
The spring-like warm days we often get sprinkled in
February are grateful interruptions to my winter doldrums.
Through my open windows, the fresh air breezes in along
with the familiar sounds of log trucks passing on the highway below, the energetic bang of a nearby hammer, the
twitter of a neighborly bird. With a promise to hubby not
to burst into song until outdoors, I rush outside to see if
any flowers are as anxious as I am for them to spring into
bloom.
I’m rewarded with the buzz of insects brought to life
in the warm air and tender buds that can almost be seen
growing in their sun-drenched homes. Pausing to inspect
the lacy-leafed juniper, I noted that instead of just plain
green, it was actually yellow in places, shot with gold in
spots and brown deep within its branches. Green, yes, but
a range from chartreuse to emerald.
The purple and white crocuses that were brave enough
to poke their stems up in nippy January are, in late February, pushing out their flowery blooms... which means,
goody, goody! the hyacinths planted last October aren’t
far behind from driving through the warm ground, too.
Purple and white and pink and fragrant are this year’s
hyacinths, with dozens of miniature flowers gathered
around each stout stem, each creating its own individual
perfume. That must account for the pausing of my feet,
my bent-over posture so like a bow, to inhale more deeply
of their bouquet.
I know spring has officially arrived when I see the daffodils and tulips erupting in profusion along the roadway
and in the yards of many homes. Whether smooth or ruffleedged, pink or yellow, my eyes gaze on their own perky
beauty.
My bare dogwood tree shows nary a hint of life, but
give it a week or two and, if I’m not vigilant, it’ll appear as
if overnight her limbs sprouted with hundreds of buds,
holding the sweet promise of perfect white orchid flowers.
The lilac trees, too, remain without buds. But, once
this glorious purple vision begins, I won’t be able to keep
my eyes from it. Perhaps, though, it will be the blossoms’
heady aroma that first makes me turn my face towards them.
The flaming red maple by the driveway shows beauty
even in winter, with her stark cream and tan limbs. Then,
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in spring, with a fluttery rush, her leaves will unfold to a
flirty layered slip in yellow, orange and crimson. What
beauty to behold! – a jewel among nature’s gems.
The irises always begin their ascent too early, until I
recall how long it takes to grow their tall spike leaves.
They need several weeks to prepare for one of nature’s
most majestic flowers. This year, because of my sister’s
generous supply of free tubers, we’ll have Dutch blues and
whites among the yellow and purple iris. Their sweet nectar can’t be overlooked, for it truly must be heaven’s scent.
The faithful pansies I can’t forget; their pretty array of
faces with ruffled caps that smiled their cheer to us all
profusely in the sun and grace us with their myriad rainbow of pinks and whites, purples and blues, yellows and
reds.
Oh! I can’t wait to plant this year’s delicate looking
impatiens and hearty petunias, and – over in the shade by
the garage – a bleeding heart, perhaps two, one each in
white and pink. Oh, and more color along the front path –
say, Sweet Williams – and this year I want to plant Four
O’Clocks by the back steps so the grandchildren can watch
as they close their petals at twilight. And, I just have to
have another Double Delight rose for house cuttings, and...
Oh! The anticipation of spring’s chorus of beauty!
Pat Gill is a long-time contributor and supporter of Groundwaters
magazine who lives in Cheshire. She has been writing poetry,
short stories and books off and on for over twenty-five years.

The Empty Bed
I slip into the nursery with fear and dread,
With a heavy heart I see it – the empty bed.
There was a time, it was a joy to behold,
When my arms were full with a child to enfold
It’s now a collector of bears and of dolls.
There is nary a sound wafting off the walls.
Still I remember from the days of the past,
The love of a child and those memories last.
~ Mildred “Millie” Thacker Graves
Volume 1 Issue 4, July 2005
Millie Graves has lived in the West Lane area since the 1950s. She
likes to write both poetry and prose. Her favorite subjects are family
members and animals or a combination of the two. Unfortunately,
friends are not exempt from the scrutiny of the pen. She began writing
poetry as a way of coping with the death of her first granddaughter.

Get Married or Go Vote
(a pirouette poetry form)

We’re going to a show;
been dating since 03.
Gee, I just need to know,
tonight will he give me
a ring that’ll change my life?
A ring that’ll change my life,
could be calling just now.
I hear them; I fear them
I’ll make my choice somehow:
Republican or Dem?
~ Jean Marie Purcell

py !!
p
a
H ring
Sp
Bittersweet Paean

“The Stars Shied Away”
Envious Stars shied away, timid in their watchfulness of
her
She walked the sky
Hiding behind the inky blues enticed clouds to veil her
Within their cover reflects a heart of longing hesitant
beats
The pensive night rolls on amidst recurring cycles of eons
Quiet cosmic events viewed from the few open windows
of the world so shut
Words written held unspoken not of a voice to be
understood
Would anyone hear what the stars said, Or the clouds
told?
The smirk on face of the moon and thoughts envision?
The seat next to me is empty a swift glance so momentary
Enough to envelope pain of separation flesh and blood
Back to the cosmic dome mute memory encapsulate in
time
An ache dwells in the fathomless deep within an unknown
bird of the night,
A dream in flight to release the void spanning seas
weep over the loved one far a voiceless call that distances
shear,
A drama here and a drama there
No spectators come here to this empty theater
But a soul that seeks another forever more.

recede recede
the waters of heaven
grow brightly glow
green lamp of gaiea
slow lightly snow
a blanket of dream

~ Mia A. Narayan

proceed proceed
giant sun of god
flit spritely flee
playful butterfly
rain tritely drain
city streets of life
impede impede
the hopes of mankind
curse and rehearse
bitterness and hate
dream vainly scheme
grasping for godhood
~ Erik Wahl
aka The Brainpoet
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Sole Mates

I Am Change

Her exquisite foot, with high arch and toes so tenderly
folded in their accustomed poses like suckling kittens,
briefly contemplated a relationship with a handsomely
crafted shoe. It was so colorful in bold red leather, so
inviting to her sensual touch as her finger traced the
sinuous curve of the high heel.

I am called Change, I’m often mistaken for Time, though
we are co-dependant,
We have our differences; we’ve no mass, nor matter, no
odor, and are void of the elements.
My origin is unknown, my past is checkered, and my
future is questionable at best.
I am sustained by Time and Time alone; change takes
Time and Time is the measure of change.
My mission is as undefined as I am unpredictable and I
am as dependable as death is imminent.

She slipped it on, hoping for flexibility and comfort.
Would it feel as soft and caressing as it looked? By
then her mind was in on the act, assessing the odds of
walking a mile in it ... so seductive, but could it bend?
Did it support but not restrict?
With a sad sigh for its beauty she took it off and walked
away.
~ Delina Greyling

Sky and Clouds
When you are down
in the dumps
Look to the sky.
All that azure blue,
Puffy white clouds
Floating, floating –
watch them drift
Go with them
Like a magic carpet,
Where do we go?
We do not know
Nor do we care
How could we?
Drifting along in space
In a world, so far
From our own.
~ Dolly Ruth Smith

24

Groundwaters

April 2012

My work is in my name, with my partner in Time I
arranged the Universe.
I gave breath to a planet in the vacuum of space, life to
its seas and opportunities to its inhabitants.
I am The Big Bang, The missing link, the DNA of evolution and result of creation.
In the eyes of Man, I am The Master of Disaster, The
King of Chaos and Hope.
I am a politicians’ best friend and worst nightmare as I
heed no cause nor desire any effect.
I take inquisitive infants and Change them into addled
relics of the ages,
I changed the egg into a chicken, the caterpillar to
butterfly, ice fields to deserts,
and gave Mankind a soul and conscience so that he may
seek to understand me.
When questioned, I am elusive. At work I am persistent
but patient.
If there were anything or entity to which I would be
held accountable, it would be Divine Providence.
Time and Change alone can be said to be constant and
eternal and shall never want for company.
~ Michael J. Barker

A Fantastic Journey
By Dale Dickson

T

his was going to be a great trip. I have taken several,
but this was to be the best ever. It was for the United
State’s Bicentennial in 1976. Money was saved and I had
combined my vacations, banked overtime and traded shifts
so I could take the maximum 58 days leave the Los Angeles City Fire Department permitted.
With maps and history books at my side, I planned a
trip which included visiting as many American Revolution sites as possible, scheduling enough time to enjoy each
attraction. When I counted the days, I was in for a surprise
– on the 58th day we would be on the Atlantic coast in
Maine! So I reorganized our itinerary to one which would
satisfy our time table.
I designed the trip precisely, knowing how many daily
miles were possible without becoming road-weary, and
made reservations at campgrounds across the country
where my family and I could park our tent-trailer for the
night – preferably ones that had a swimming pool where
we could cool off and relax after a long day on the road.
We had relatives across the country, but we were not
going to visit them until we had seen all the intended sites
and were on our western trek home to California.
In preparation for the trip, and to avoid possible mechanical problems, I performed extensive preventative
maintenance on “Champ,” our 1969 Chevrolet station
wagon. I tuned-up the 350 horsepower engine, perfecting
the spark, dwell and timing on the V-8 Quadra-jet beauty.
Two applications of paste wax protected the finish. The
wheels were balanced and the front-end aligned. The air
conditioning was checked and charged. The radiator
checked for leakage. The wheel bearings in both the wagon
and trailer were repacked with grease. All the hoses and
belts were replaced. I stored replacement belts and hoses,
and even a fuel pump, in a spare compartment, just in case
there was a need for them. And, I didn’t forget my tool box
either. Everything was working better than when the wagon
rolled off the assembly line.
On the second day on the road, we were fighting terrific headwinds as we traversed the flat plains of the Texas
Panhandle. The winds were so strong that we could barely
make headway. We pulled into the campground later than
scheduled and quickly set up the tent-trailer. I lashed it
down with a strong rope anchored to a post sunken in concrete and tilted a picnic table on its edge so the winds would
be deflected up and over the trailer.
We could see for miles, and as the skies darkened in
the evening hours we watched lightning in the distance.
This wasn’t a lightning bolt lasting for a second. This was
sheet-lightning, like a veil dropping from the heavens,
stretching for miles, pulsing up to five seconds. Each sheet

was different in color; some were white, others were reddish, blue-green, golden and amber.
I kept a sleep-deprived watch on the weather; this was
tornado country. We broke camp early, skipping breakfast
and getting down the road away from the storm cell.
It was a great trip across America; the miles flew by
and we were right on schedule. Champ was performing
perfectly and our spirits were high.
As we neared the East Coast, the Bicentennial sites
beckoned us: Monticello and Washington, D.C., with all
the monuments and memorials, the Capitol, the White
House, the Smithsonian museums, the U.S. Mint, the Supreme Court building, Williamsburg, Mt. Vernon, Ford’s
Theater, Arlington Cemetery and Jamestown. It gave me a
feeling of awe as I walked in the same steps where our
country’s greatest founders once walked. There just wasn’t
enough time for Washington, D.C.
Then to Gettysburg, Pennsylvania and the historic
battleground located there, through the Amish Dutch farmlands to Washington’s “Crossing on the Delaware” River,
then to Philadelphia and Independence Hall, the Liberty
Bell and the home of Betsy Ross.
We then headed to New York City and the confusion
of the subways. Which was “uptown” and which was
“downtown?” Fortunately, a kind man noted my confusion after three subway cars had passed and I just stood
there, an obvious out-of-towner. He guided me to the proper
car to go “downtown” to the Statue of Liberty. This was a
Sunday and it appeared that every non-English-speaking
person in New York City wanted to go to Liberty Island on
the ferry. We joined the crowd, noting at least six different
languages, and milled along slowly, like cattle being herded
to who-knows-where? The line waiting to go into the statue
and up to higher levels was horrendously long and barely
moving. After an hour and a half, we had barely reached
the first level and because we were on a tight schedule, we
had to leave and return to Manhattan Island. We did go to
the top of the Empire State Building, however, and saw
the claw marks left by King Kong.
Leaving New York, we headed up to Boston to see
Breed’s Hill, Bunker Hill, the U.S.S. Constitution, the Old
North Church, Paul Revere’s home, Faneuil Hall. Then, it
was on to Plimoth Plantation, Plymouth Rock, Cape Cod
and the Mayflower.
The route of Paul Revere’s ride, Lexington and Concord, where “the shots heard round the world” were fired,
were of special interest to me. I had always wondered what
the terrain was like when Paul Revere was riding over
Middlesex and farm country.
After visiting cousins in Rutland, Vermont, we headed
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west, touring Niagara Falls; then we headed to Greenville,
Pennsylvania, where I grew up. It’s amazing how the hills
we went sledding on had shrunk and the distances weren’t
as far as when I was a lad.
We had another weather-guarded day as we traversed
Illinois, south of Chicago. There were horrendous thunderstorms, driving rain and tornado warnings everywhere.
We kept driving until we escaped the danger zone, much
to our relief.

Plimoth Plantation

Next was the mighty Mississippi River and the spectacular Gateway Arch in St. Louis, which we rode to the
top for a wonderful view.
My Aunt Ruth and Uncle Hedgie welcomed us in
Glenpool, Oklahoma, and were disappointed we had to
leave after a two-day visit.
We left on a Sunday morning, heading west on Interstate 40. As we neared El Reno, Oklahoma, my heart
jumped to my throat. The red “engine overheating” light
came on and, to me, it was like a fire alarm. What could it
be? I immediately pulled off the interstate, stopped the
engine and opened the hood. Quickly checking, I could
see no noticeable causes for the overheating; no belts were
broken and none of the hoses were leaking. I poured some
water over the radiator in an attempt to afford some cooling and started for El Reno, about a mile away. The red
light soon came on again. What was causing this? I didn’t
want to drive with the engine overheating; it could ruin
the engine.
We coasted into a service station, but the kids working
there had no idea what may have caused the problem. They
directed me to an independent radiator shop down a lane
just outside of town. A fellow ran the business out of his
house and garage and I interrupted his meal when I knocked
on his door. He was gracious, though, and checked out
Champ. As it turned out, the problem was the only thing I
had not thought to replace or check out before we left, as it
was hidden within the engine itself. It was the thermostat!
The man asked if I would mind removing the thermo26
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stat while he finished his meal. I was glad to do this. He
had a replacement part, but no gasket, but that was no problem for a shade-tree mechanic. He had blank gasket material and he cut a custom-fitting gasket for the thermostat,
installed the part, checked it out by running the engine
until it warmed up safely, and we were as good as new. He
had me over a barrel as far as what to charge me for parts
and labor, but he only charged ten dollars. What a relief!
He could have chosen any fee and what could I have done?
This episode, the only inopportune incident on the seven
thousand mile trip and the kind-hearted mechanic who
aided us, stayed with me.
Shortly after we entered the Interstate, I noticed
an older car pulled off to the side of the road. Feeling
benevolent, I stopped in front of it and walked back to
see if the occupants needed help. They were a very elderly couple and their car had run out of gas. Unfortunately, I had no gas in a can to give them. Had I parked
behind them I would have pushed them to the next offramp where there would be a gas station. I told them I
would stop at the next filling station and have them
send a vehicle with gasoline. Other than that, all I could
do was give them two cool sodas and wish them well.
The people at the next off-ramp, about ten miles down
the road, said they would send some fuel right away.
I have never forgotten this episode, and have empathy for the people I see broken down by the side of a
road, perhaps ruining a vacation. Some of them I have
helped, and wish others would do likewise.
We finished our trip home to California without further unpleasant incidents.
This was truly a fantastic trip and it more than met all
of our expectations. I am certain that my daughter Naomi
and son Eric will long remember the wonders of our great
country and relate pleasant memories of all the people and
historical sites that welcomed us. One episode or site does
not necessarily stand out among all the others; they are all
equally memorable. I would gladly repeat the excursion,
but would like to have about three months to further explore the historical wonders of our great land, and I encourage others to follow the same bicentennial trail.

First Impressions
By Mario Myatt

I

walked to the mailbox expecting a letter or even a note
from my daughter, Marjory. She is coming home from
college this weekend. Ever since she left, my wife Joyce,
our cat, Perky, and I felt an emptiness in our lives. We all
miss her every day. Now we can have some normalcy in our
house again.
I keep peering out the window down the road; expecting to see her VW Bug come chugging up the driveway any
minute. Margo, as we call her, completed two years and has
two more to go before finishing her degree in Elementary
Education and getting her teaching credential. She plans to
teach 1st grade at Parker Elementary School. Margo has
dreamed for several years to start her teaching career at the
school where her love of learning began. I admit that I’m
antsy; wishing for her to hurry home so I can give her a big
hug and we can get reacquainted.
She mentioned in her last letter home that she was bringing her new boyfriend, Bruno, with her so that he could
meet us. It’s hard for me to understand why she broke up
with Lester, her previous boyfriend. He seemed to be such a
nice boy with a bright future. I find it mind-boggling what
happens when a daughter finds a boy that her parents like.
Somehow she finds that he has some deep, dark, secret causing her to reject him. Oh the perversity of the female mind
that is such a mystery to all of us poor males! This new boy
is probably just as solid and comes from a good, churchgoing family like Lester. I smile to myself as I realize then
that Margo has a good head on her shoulders and she’ll be
just fine.
However, it is not her VW Bug that I hear coming up
the driveway. I look out and see a leather-clad roughneck
on a Harley-Davidson motorcycle thundering up my driveway. He has long, dirty-brown hair flowing past his shoulders. He is wearing a greasy tee shirt that covers most of his
tattoos. I see a girl hanging on to him and wonder who she
is. Then I blink my eyes as I realize that this is our Margo!
She is also wearing leathers and sitting behind him, holding
on tightly with her arms around his waist, and a big smile
on her face.
They pull into the driveway, just as my sister Ethel gets
out of her light blue Chevy Malibu. Ethel is her favorite
aunt, and she is carrying her overnight case in her hand;
preparing to spend the night. However, after taking one look
at the Motorcycle Duo, she hops right back in her car. Then
she hastily rolls up the windows and locks the doors like
she is preparing to leave. Marjory quickly jumps off the
bike, runs over, taps on her window, and begs her to stay
and meet Bruno. Aunt Ethel carefully takes another look at
Marjory before she asks, hesitantly, “Is that you, Margo?”
Marjory answers tearfully, “Yes, Aunt Ethel. Please stay
and give me a chance to introduce you to Bruno. You’ll
really like him once you get to know him.” Aunt Ethel gave
her a doubtful look, before saying kindly, “Well, for your

sake, honey, but don’t get your hopes up!”
“Wait here a minute, Auntie,” Marjory says as she goes
over to Bruno, gets his hand, and leads him back to meet
her skeptical aunt. “This is my favorite aunt, Ethel,” she
gushed. “I want you two to be friends.
Bruno then stuck his hand out and firmly grasped her
tiny hand in his big paw, as he teasingly said, “You know,
you two look so much alike you could be sisters. If Margo
looks like you at your age, I’m still going to have the best
looking girl in the neighborhood.” He then gave a chuckle
as Aunt Ethel blushed rosily, and in a squeaky voice said, “I
always thought that we favored each other. Maybe that’s
why we are so close.” Then she giggled like a schoolgirl.
“ It’s so much more than that, Aunt Ethel!” Marjory said as
she reached out and gave Aunt Ethel a big hug. “We’re so
alike in other ways, too.” Bruno turned to Marjory and said
quietly, “Why don’t you and Aunt Ethel visit a while? I’ll
visit with your dad and see if we can iron out our differences.” Then he gave both women a big wink, before he
turned towards me.
“Good Heavens!” I thought. “Here comes that leatherclad motorcycle freak! Maybe I should pick up a hammer
or something.” Bruno strode up the driveway slowly, with
his hand extended, and said with a twinkle in his eye, “Hey,
Dad! My name is Bruno, and maybe we should bond or
something, for Margo’s sake.” “How dare that greasy piece
of trash call me “Dad?” I thought as I felt the gorge rise in
my throat. “He looks like he fell off a garbage truck!”
Bruno grasped my hand, cocked his head to one side,
and said in a semi-serious tone, “This is where I’m supposed to do something heroic, so you’ll like me, right?” I
said inside my head as I clamped my jaw, “That’s not likely
to happen in this lifetime, Buddy!”
Then Bruno continued as if he could read my thoughts, but
chose to ignore them. “You know, I’m crazy about Margo,
and she loves me, too. After we’re done with school, we
plan to get married and settle down right here in this town
where she grew up.” Then I calmly asked him what he was
studying. I was really surprised when he told me that he was
in his last year of Engineering School, and that he had his
choice of jobs anywhere in the country when he finished.
However, he wanted to be with Marjory, so he was taking a
teaching job here. “What about your education?” I asked
him. Bruno said that he was already getting jobs that he
could do on the Internet. “Hey, Dad, the money is good!”
he said as he laughed and touched me on the shoulder. “I
don’t need to teach, just stay busy and out of trouble. As
long as I have Margo and my bike, I’m one happy dude!” he
said as he gave me a mischievous grin.
I grinned back at him, put out my hand, and gave him
my blessing. I knew that Marjory was a good judge of character. I kept my mouth shut and enjoyed that greasy kid’s
company. My wife and my sister fell for him too. Must be
the leathers.
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The Salon
By Gus Daum

T

he old fingers just don’t work right anymore, she had
thought, when she left her place beside the chair and
dryers after almost thirty-five years. Perms, styling, simple
trims – she had been fast and she had been good. She bought
out Anna, the prior owner of Anapole’s, and decided not to
change the name. “Berthapole’s” just wouldn’t sound as chic.
She had phased out of practice by keeping a few of her
regulars for a while, as she “leased chairs” to added operators. She still scheduled clientele appointments, set prices
and operating policies for the “Shoppe,” Bertha grinned,
and a contracted share of each operator’s profits.
There were now twelve chairs and operators – her girls
– eleven girls and Henri, that is. Henri
had signed on about three months ago;
he wore a name badge and a sign at his
station that identified him as Henri
Toulouse, although the partially
obscured operator license had
been issued to Henry Burroughs.
A little pencil-thin moustache swept
out from beneath his nose over two inches
to either side, waxed to a dainty curl at each
end. An artist’s smock – delicate purple – and
a matching beret added to his planned impression. He injected a few careful French phrases now
and then to impress his growing clientele. A high
school teacher had tried to chat with him in French
while in his chair. Henri protested, “Non, non, Madame! I am speaking only English in America.”
He had signed his rental contract as Henry
Burroughs and had an Oregon driver’s license to
match. Bertha had leased the chair to him with
clear emphasis, “I don’t care what you call yourself, but you keep your private life separate from the shop –
and no funny business.” She phoned several of the references he had offered from some small town in Nebraska.
He joked to her that he had once walked past a French restaurant in Omaha.
She enjoyed watching him work – work the ladies, that
is. He was slowly improving as a stylist. He had small nimble
fingers, a good eye, but he was still a good bit slower than
most of the veteran operators in the shop. But, he was a
master at dealing with the older women who Bertha had
begun steering to his chair. The most vivid in her memory
was that day she scheduled Mrs. W. for him. Mrs. W. was
the wife of the mayor of a small nearby town, both of which
shall remain nameless here. Mrs. W had earlier found several of the other operators in the shop far below her requirements.
“Perhaps Henri,” Bertha had suggested. She heard a
heavy sigh through the phone.
“I’ll give Henri a try,” was the reply.
Mrs. W came into the shop more than five minutes late,
as was her custom, and glared, daring anyone to be in Henri’s
chair. As she stomped to his station, he removed his beret,
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held it to his chest and said, “Madame, you came!”
“Yes, and I need you to be quick. The mayor will be
waiting for me in his office.” She settled awkwardly into
Henri’s chair.
“But, of course. You wished only a comb out, I believe.”
He carefully smoothed the smock about her shoulders, allowing his knuckles to brush lightly on each side of her
neck as he reached for the ties. “We’ll be – how you
Americans say? – be quickly; but I want for you
only perfection, Madame. You must be ready for
the ball.”
When she snorted rudely he protested, “Oh,
but you must. You must stay always so young.”
He reached for his comb and brush and stepped
behind the chair. He stared into the mirror at her eyes for so long that she looked
up and said through gritted teeth, “What
is it now?”
In a low voice, he murmured, “Your eyes! Ah, if you
only had more time. Perhaps another time we can capture that.”
“What are you saying? Go ahead.
Tell me what you would do.” A short pause,
“Tell me, Henri.”
Henri chanced a careful wink at Bertha and
said, “But it is most expensing. No, no, I
mustn’t. And the procedure takes an added
hour. Let’s do it when you have the time. I
would love to see us do a graduated tint, a
gentle blush of color to match those
marvelous eyes. It will move from
a tiny pin point over your left eye
and shading to a full two inches wide over the right ear. So
dramatic it would be!” His hands were sweeping as though
dancing to music and her eyes were following his every
movement.
“I have time,” she said, “Do it! The mayor can wait.”
“But, but...” Henri gasped as though shocked. “Don’t
you think we should wait until we have more time?... and I
have other appointments.”
After a studied pause, he said, “Let me check with the
manager. Perhaps she can move them to someone else or
schedule them to another day.”
He moved to Bertha’s desk and asked, “How’s your
sportin’ blood? I watched and you heard the whole thing. I
don’t have any more appointments until after four, do I?”
He was flailing both arms in apparent argument.
Bertha shook her head as though protesting, but whispered, “I have good liability insurance and I don’t care if
the witch ever comes back. Go for it. If she sues, I’ll just
ship you back to Nebraska.”
Two hours later Mrs. W. had a new hairdo, the shop was
almost two hundred dollars richer and Mrs. W. had demanded an appointment for next week... but only with Henri.

Cookin’ With Jen

I

’ve been overwhelmed, recently, with the news that I had
to eliminate gluten from my diet. Well, it’s been over
two months now, and with two notable exceptions, I’ve
stayed true to the gluten-free (GF) lifestyle. Living in Veneta
and the greater Eugene area is a blessing. Many places cater
to the GF-lifestyle, and the ingredients to live this way are
available all over in bulk. I want to learn to eat superbly –
to misquote something I read somewhere – not just live
without.
The first thing I had to learn was to cut out breads,
cakes, crackers, candy, pastries, pasta, etc.That sounds easy,
right? I figured, it’s not rocket science. The only one out of
the list that was tough was bread, since I usually make my
own a few times a week as part of our family’s dinner and
then have the rest as toast. Mostly it was the smell of bread;
the warm yeasty deliciousness of the rising and baking bread.
I backslid and thought I’d have a small 5 Guys burger and
fries, including the bun, about two weeks in. Mistake! I was
so uncomfortable!
A lot of people have Celiac disease, which is much more
serious than my allergy or intolerance of gluten. That must
be difficult. Everything from salad dressings to drinks has to
be thoroughly vetted before eating.
I eat lots of fresh fruit and veggies, now. I feel better,
and losing the wheat has given me tons more energy. So
don’t be too upset if you have to give it a try – there’s hope
for us still.
GF-living requires more cooking on my part and more
planning as well. Some gluten-free recipes I enjoy are from
some friends I’ve found on the internet. Since it can be a
lonely lifestyle, the internet is a perfect place to find people
who are further along in this journey that I am. Some of my
favorite blogs are “Gluten-Free on a Shoestring,” “GlutenFree Girl and the Chef,” and “Gluten-Free Canteen.” There
are links to all these blogs on my own site, reachable through
http://jenniferbchambers.com.
Some of my favorite store-bought GF treats can be found
at Costco – namely Maple Granola and Crunchmaster crackers.
Other brands found at various locations include Bob’s
Red Mill Gluten Free baking mix (although it is only good
for savory dishes), Hearty Hot Cereal blend and Gluten Free
Oatmeal.
You can use Bisquick for “fast” versions of yummy treats,

i.e. Chocolate chip cookies, a brownies, yellow cake and
chocolate cake mix.
For Valentines Day, my mom made me a superior dessert layered with homemade chocolate pudding, the GF
chocolate cake and fresh whipped cream.Yum!
There are more mixes out there, too. I’ve barely
scratched the surface. I’ve heard that Udi’s and Better Batter make excellent mixes and flours.
I‘d like to leave you with naturally gluten-free main dish
ideas, that show how it doesn’t have to be that hard to make
dinner gluten-free. I’ll get fancier I’m sure, but at the moment, I just need to be fed.

Quick Gluten-Free Dinners:
• Baked Potato Bar (Or better yet, a baked sweet potato bar)
• Any Mexican dish you like to make (enchiladas, tacos,
fajitas, etc.) made with corn tortillas. Make sure you don’t
dredge the meat in flour before cooking.)
• Any GF pasta made into macaroni and cheese, Pasta
Primavera, etc.
• Old fashioned steak, potatoes and salad
• Quinoa pilaf with mushrooms
• A wide variety of soups
See! It can be done! If any readers have the same issue,
please write in with your GF meal ideas and I’ll share.
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President's Day Trick
By Riley Chambers
Grade 5, Veneta Elementary School

O
Running
Soaring on land.
Destination no where.
Doing so, to get away.
From all the pain.
From all the voices.
From all the Shame
Heartache. Being the only thing you think about.
The cold wind hitting your tear-filled face.
Feet rapidly hitting the ground.
Leaving each foot of pavement behind.
Looking into the everlasting road.
Finally having the guts to leave what you have behind.
~ Lindsey Hanf

The Message
By Lindsey Hanf

S

he held her phone close to her heart and started pacing. She felt it buzz. Her stomach filled with fear. What
was the message going to say? Should she answer it? She
stopped in front of her mirror. She took a good look at
herself. She had mascara on her cheeks and her eyes were
swollen. She lifted her phone up. She had never been so
scared of technology. With the phone 6 inches away from
her face, she pushed, “View Now.”
The message hurt her heart. She didn’t know how to
respond to the message. She slowly and carefully hit “Reply.” She started to type, but the screen blurred. Not only
was the screen gone, but so was he. Though the difference
was clear, the screen was eventually going to come back.
He wasn’t.

Lindsey Hanf is 13 years old. She goes to Cal Young Middle School
and plays basketball and track. She has been writing since 5th grade
and credits her interest in writing to exceptional and inspiring 5th
and 6th grade Language Arts teachers. She loves to write both poetry
and fiction.
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n Sunday, the night before President's Day, I was sitting on the couch with the rest of my family. When I
asked if we had school tomorrow, my mom and dad said
that only fourth and fifth graders did. I said, "Why? Why
doesn't my brother Quinn have school also?"
They said that the fifth graders were making up days
for when we would go to Outdoor School, and that the
fourth graders just went tomorrow for no reason.
Then, at the very same moment, as I scrunched up my
face in confusion, they busted into laughter. I know now
to never ask my parents that question again.

WANTED:

“Bubbling Up””

Submissions!!
We are looking for more stories, poems
and art from our “under-18” readership!
A lot of children and teens aren’t aware
that their talents can be showcased on
these pages and we want to spread the
word.

Parents, Grandparents,
Teachers...
Encourage your kids, grandkids and
students to send us some of their favorite writings, pictures and photographs.
Many of the ones who have contributed
in the past have now “graduated” to the
adult pages and it has been fun to see
their growth through the years.

~ Nick DeAngelo
April 2012
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Community News

A Look Back In Time

I

’ve heard great things about the Eugene Saturday Market being open early this spring. It isn’t our “local” market, but until that opens up, any port in a storm, right? I
can almost taste those fresh baby asparagus and tiny new
potatoes swimming in butter… yum. Other things to watch
for at the market include tiny greens, herbs, and the first
real strawberries to come soon. There may be a local neighbor selling these things from a stand in front of their house.
Ask around!
Directly from the City of Veneta’s website is this announcement:” A Day in the Life of Veneta; the City of Veneta’s
50th Anniversary Photo Contest. “The contest, for people
of any age, is for a photo that best captures our Veneta
community. It starts April 11 and will even give prizes. Go
to http://www.ci.veneta.or.us/index.cfm for rules and entry qualifications.
Many of you have heard that the Veneta Elementary
School Auction had to change its date. In case you haven’t,
it is April 28 at 4:30 p.m. The date was changed for a very
good cause—Veneta’s “Mad Readers” will be in Salem on
the previously set date, to compete for state-wide Oregon
Battle Of the Books! So that gives you one more chance to
get the auction weekend in your calendar. This year promises to bring lots of fantastic items to bid on, and scrumptious treats to buy at the bake sale too.
Attention all poetry fans! Groundwaters’ own C. Steven
Blue is the organizer of two exciting poetry events. The
first is a Poetry Workshop on July 14 and a showcase
featuring those poets on July 21 where their work will be
read. Both events take place at the Eugene Public Library
from 1-5 p.m. on their respective days. The last event is in
conjunction with the Eugene 150th Birthday Celebration.
This poetry reading event, on September 29, will be from
2-5 p.m. and is open to the general public.
Applegate Regional Theater (ART, Inc.) is hard at work
on its production of Quilters, a musical taken directly from
the letters of women on the pioneer trails. It tells the story
of women’s real experiences by using a different quilt block
as the basis for each scene. The date of the show isn’t set
yet, but for more information check ART, Inc.’s website,
http://art-inc.org.
Saturday, April 7, The City of Veneta will have its annual
Easter Egg Hunt at Veneta Elementary School. The Hunt
usually starts early, so look in the Fern Ridge Review for
updated times and bring your basket! The Easter Bunny
usually shows up, so now’s your chance to meet him.
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The Seventh Annual Fern Ridge Wings and Wine Festival will be May 12 at various locations around Veneta.
The festival’s base is the Domaine Meriwether Winery on
Highway 126, spotlights local birding and recreation opportunities along with live music, artisan wines and food.
Check their website at http://www.meriwetherwines.com
for more information.
For those of you who enjoy playing bingo while enjoying
the company of your community neighbors, you should
plan on attending these events that are put on to benefit
the Crow and Lorane Granges:
The Crow Grange sponsors an evening of delicious food,
homemade pies and rolicking games of bingo in it’s cafeteria every 1st and 3rd Saturday evenings during the fall,
winter and spring months. The doors open at 6:00 p.m.
and the games begin at 7:00 p.m. The proceeds go towards
maintaining and repairing the wonderful old building.
The Lorane Grange has begun a similar endeavor. They
have begun holding community dinners followed by fun
games of bingo recently and hope to make them regular
events. Please mark your calendars for the next scheduled
evening -- Saturday, April 14. Dinner is from 5:00 p.m. to
6:30 p.m and bingo starts at 6:30 p.m.
Come out and support your community granges!

GRACE

If you like what you read, pass it on

