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Editorial Perspectives

G

roundwaters has always been blessed with submissions from very talented people who enjoy
writing to each issue’s theme, but the quality and the
number of submissions that we received this time about
blew us away. Because we received so many very special pieces, we decided to make an exception to the
normal size of the magazine – 32 pages; this issue contains 36. We could have “held the line” and carried
some of the “non-Grace-themed” entries to another issue, but we chose, instead, to go with the larger size
for this issue only. Our goal is to encourage as well as
showcase the talents of our local writers. We have been
able to see the growth of new and inexperienced writers; their struggles to improve are gratifying to see and
it gives each of us a special feeling of warmth to know
that we have taken part in that process. It is also humbling to know how many fine, experienced and recognized authors and poets choose to share their talents
with us, as well. Keep up the good work, all!
We also wish to point out the request of a special
lady who called me on the phone recently about taking
out an ad. She is Eileen Young, widow of writer, Morley
Young. Morley attained his dream of publishing a book
of his short stories called Tales Both Short and Tall,
but he has since passed away. He was not able to do
much publicity for it, so Eileen wishes to make people
aware of the book and hopes to see his work recognized. If you get the chance, please order a copy from
X-Libris, Amazon.com, Barnes and Noble or other online book sellers. They are available for Kindles and
Nooks, too. We hope to include one of Morley’s short
stories in the next issue, so be sure to watch for it.
Also, please note the ad next to this column giving
details on the upcoming poetry events in the Eugene
area. Groundwaters is working closely with C. Steven
Blue, one of our regular contributors, who is organizing the local events. We will also co-produce with him
a chapbook of the poems submitted for the 150th Eugene Anniversary poetry reading event. Copies will be
awarded to each entrant. We hope to see many of our
Groundwaters’ family members participating in both
events! pe

Calling A
oets!!
Alll P
Po

W

e
hope that you will all join
Groundwaters’ own C. Steven Blue, Jennifer Chambers and Jean Marie Purcell, along
with many other local poets, for some exciting
summer events at the Eugene Public Library.
Firs t uupp... A Basic Poetry Workshop on Saturday, July 14, from 1:00 to 5:00 p.m. Beginners
welcome! To register, contact the Eugene Public Library at 541-682-5450. Class size will be
limited to 30 attendees. Free!
Then
... Please join us for an open poetry readhen...
ing and featured readers on Saturday, July 21,
from 1:00 to 5:00 p.m. Keynote readers, Ingrid
Wendt & Ralph Salisbury will be joined by many
other wonderful poets. There will be signups
at the door starting at 1:00 p.m. for the open
reading. So come and hear some great local
poetry and bring a poem or two to share! Free!
We are also seeking submissions of poetry with
e 11550t
hB
a Eugene theme for the Eugen
ene
0th
Biirt hday
n. Our part is a poetry event at the liCelebr
braat io
ion
brary on September 29. All submitted poems
will be considered for reading at the event and
for a chapbook to be published by
Groundwaters and Arrowcloud Press.
Submiss
io
n G
elines:
issio
ion
Guu id
ide
Clearly mark your submission as an entry for the
“Eugene 150th Celebration poetry event.”
Send your submissions to Groundwaters,
(submissions@groundwaterspublishing.com)
P.O. Box 50, Lorane, OR 97451 or
C. Steven Blue, (cstevenblue@hotmail.com) or
Arrowcloud Press, 4736 Royal Ave. #164,
Eugene, OR 97402

Looking for someone to proofread or edit your manuscript?
Check out Groundwaters Publishing, LLC!
We also do layout and design for print-ready files to submit to your publisher!
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The Philosopher’s
Corner
Thinking outside the box
By Jimminy Cricket

Lyrical Poem
In periods of strain
words lie along themselves
in sniffing them out
giving us time
to go along with
their story.

What’s in a Word?

T

his issue’s theme is “grace.” Grace; it’s a simple fiveletter word with meanings far in excess of its number
of letters. Who can tell what a word means by simply looking at its ink-squiggle letters or by phonetically speaking
their sounds? Put a word like grace all by itself on a sheet
of paper and who could discern its meaning, let alone the
meaning in the writer’s head?
“Jimmy,” she said. “You are the minister; would you
say grace?” To which Jimmy responded, “Grace!” Somehow, that response did not seem to fulfill her request. Taking things literally seldom works... literally. More words
are needed, and in most cases, it is the unsaid that best lays
the groundwork for clear meaning. Take, for example, the
place setting, the circumstances, in which the word is spoken; such things are needed to establish the context that is
necessary to elicit a relevant response. Take, for example
the single word “grace” on a page and then add to it a
small picture of people sitting around the dinner table. The
word would suddenly have clear meaning.
Grace could have been my mother’s name or, as it was
for me, one of her many attributes. She graced my life and
the lives of so many others in so many ways. It wasn’t a
matter of movement, like that of the elegance of a skater
on ice or the fluid form or a soaring eagle. It was more
about her presence, the inner being of her that radiated. It,
like all other expressions of grace, was a thing of beauty.
“I do not at all understand the mystery of grace - only
that it meets us where we are but does not leave us where
it found us.” - Anne Lamott
I am truly blessed by being a part of the Groundwaters
family. As I write this, I’ve had the opportunity to preview
most of the submissions for this issue. That’s something I
always look forward to. I am in awe of the arts and the
depth and heights revealed in art and the writings of others, be it fact, fiction or poetry. Within the following pages
are found expressions of the many facets, the seemingly
infinite manifestations, of grace. Individually and collectively, they have raised the awareness of abundant grace
in my life. Thank you all for gracing my life and the lives
of so many others with your talent and your heartfelt words
and works.

Heartfelt strong
we whistle a tune
with the wind,
watching that child
who will take
the team to win.

Afternoon in the
warm southern parlor,
lyrical poets equate the sound
with the lush ribs
of the savannah
dancing in accord.
The sober game last night
was off limits to the young.
Driving hard to win
the smoking Colonel’s face
broken hard in cluelessness
with this race.
We’ll miss such timeslet us run along
and savor the truth.
The dance of life
I can no longer do.
~ Roy K. Johnston
Roy Kahn Johnston is a poet and musician of international renown.
He has published his poetry nationally and has written several books
as well. He hosts a BlogTalkRadio program called “Cerebral
Meditations” and has been a featured reader at numerous
international universities and festivals.He holds a doctorate in music
from USC, a master’s from The Juilliard School, matriculated at the
Wiesbaden Conservatory in Germany and has won many prestigious
awards and honors for both his music and writing. In 2009, he moved
to Eugene to be with family and believes that hiis poetry has been
enhanced by the natural beauty of Oregon. For a more detailed
biography, visit his website at http://roykjohnston.com

~ Jimminy Crickett
July 2012
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Her Name Was Grace
By Shelly Grogan

H

er name was Grace. I didn’t know how I knew, I just
knew. When I saw her board the subway, her name
simply popped into my head.
Her name was Grace.
The subway was full of the rush-hour traffic and there
was standing room only, but the man sitting next to her
stood up and offered her his seat. I saw her profile when
she sat down and turned her head to smile at him with
sincere gratitude. A longing swept through me. For some
reason, I wanted her to smile at me.
I didn’t know why. Maybe it was because she was so
young and beautiful like my Sylvia. Her long dark hair
hung straight down her back. I couldn’t see her eyes; she
hadn’t looked around when she’d boarded the subway, and
she was sitting halfway down the car from me. She sat
straight in her seat and looked ahead. Everything about
her, though – her walk, her mannerisms, her slight frame –
reminded me of Sylvia.
I gazed out the window while the subway sped forward. My thoughts went to Sylvia, my wife of three years,
my precious frail flower who had withered and died on a
winter day much like this one, two years ago. I blinked my
eyes to the tears that the unbidden memories brought. She
had been sick. If only I’d stayed home that day, hadn’t
gone to work when she was so ill. If only I’d been there to
take her to the hospital when her illness took a turn for the
worse. If only…
I closed my eyes. There were too many “if onlys.” Since
that fateful day, I had spent every waking hour at my job
across town. I worked overtime, late into the evening, weekends and holidays, simply to avoid sitting in the quiet of
my house and letting the memories haunt me.
I looked forward again. Grace was still sitting rigidly
and staring straight ahead. She didn’t have the sorrow of a
lost love. I could tell. She had never had a love, though it
was obvious in everything she did, even the way she sat
there, that she wanted one.
A few stops later, she got off. I watched out the window as she disappeared into the throngs of people in the
station. I figured that I’d forget about her. She was one of
the many nameless faces that rode the subway every day.
Her name was Grace.
All that day, while I worked at a feverish pace to quell
any thoughts of the past, I couldn’t get the thought of Grace
out of my mind. I didn’t know for sure that that was her
name, but it’s what I called her.
It was close to midnight when I arrived home, like every night for the past two years. When I fell into bed, exhausted from the way I had pushed myself all day, I couldn’t
keep my mind off of Grace. Sleep didn’t come easily and I
woke up tired the next morning.
I boarded the subway and found a seat a little bit closer
to the door that she’d entered the day before. When we
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reached her stop, she joined the crowd of people pushing
their way into the car. She stood in the same place and a
gentleman, a different one, stood up and let her take his
seat. She smiled with the same grateful smile, then stared
straight ahead.
A week passed, each day playing out much like it had
the day before. I moved steadily closer, seat by seat, until
one day, I found myself on the aisle seat next to the place
that she always stood. When we neared her stop, my hands
sweated and my heart sped up. The door that she would
come through was behind me.
Would she get on, today? Would she stand at her customary spot?
Despite my doubts, I willed myself to not look back.
The subway slowed to a stop, the doors slid open and the
sounds of footsteps and conversations filled the car. People
stood in the aisle, and I saw the coat of a person standing
next to me. I looked up into the familiar face that had been
plaguing my days and nights lately. My thoughts of her
had given her blue eyes, like my Sylvia’s, and to my delight, hers were blue and soft and gentle… and lonely.
Sylvia’s eyes had been lonely. My workaholic ways
had put that loneliness there. A wave of regret washed over
me. I rose to my feet.
“Would you like to sit down?”
She accepted my offer and smiled at me gratefully. A
comfortable warmth flowed through me. It had been too
long since I’d felt either comfortable or warm.
While the subway sped toward its destination, I looked
down at her, sitting rigidly and looking straight ahead. I
had to say something. She was lonely. I was in need of
someone who could fill the void that Sylvia’s death had
left inside me. I opened my mouth several times, but had
to close it immediately when no words came.
“I was wondering when you’d come.” Grace was staring straight ahead. I wasn’t even sure she was talking to
me, until she looked up at me. “Every time I boarded the
car you stared at me. Every day, you moved a seat closer. I
wondered when you’d end up here.”
“I-I wasn’t stalking you,” I assured her. I hadn’t realized she’d even noticed me. I’d never seen her look back.
“I, um, I found you attractive. That’s why I looked at you.
It’s hard to find beauty in the city during the winter.”
“Oh,” Grace blushed and looked down with a small
smile.
“I’m sorry,” I said quickly. “I didn’t mean to embarrass
you.”
“You didn’t embarrass me,” Grace, still smiling, looked
back up at me. “I’m flattered.”
I smiled back. At that moment, I knew that I wasn’t
going to make it to work that day. For the first time in a
long time, I was going to cash in on a “personal day.” I
was going to accompany Grace off the train and disappear

into the subway crowd with her. I didn’t know where she
would lead me, but I didn’t care. I would follow her into
her world, become a part of it, take the loneliness out of
her eyes, and keep it away forever. In my heart, I felt that
I had been given a second chance at love, just as she had
been given a first chance. I wasn’t going to take it for
granted, this time. I was going to nurture it, cherish it,
treasure it forever.
“By the way,” she said. “My name is Grace.”
“Yes, I know,” I said gently and gazed into her eyes.
“My name is Destiny.”

Faces of Grace
She glides across the room with light and lilting step.
They call her graceful
The flowers, elegantly arranged,
grace their table.
A toast to the wedding couple declared,
Silver bowl of vintage wine, ceremoniously passed. A
grace cup.
He studies red inked “A+” atop assumed failed exam.
Surprised, relieved, he pronounces it grace.

Bumblebee

Unlike most nights, tonight the little ones will sleep with
full tummies.
Wearing happy smiles they all bow their heads.
Father says grace.

I am a little bumblebee
My color’ s black and yellow.
Do not try to bother me
For I’m a stingy fellow.

Mail delivery. Notice from the sheriff.
The school bus stopped, red light flashing, but you did
not. No ticket enclosed.
Amazed by grace.

Science says I cannot fly
My wingspan is so small.
But I traverse to the sky
Obeying nature’s call.
Flowers smile up to the sun
And beckon me to fall in.
Where my job is just begun
Gathering all the pollen.

Inexplicably my ordinary world bursts with extraordinary
Vibrant color, beauty. . . . lasting days, weeks, months.
Clergy pronounces: “You’re in a ‘state of grace.’”.

Bright colors of the petals
Are a righteous attraction
Like a magnet to all metals
They promise satisfaction.

Unknown friend paid his bail. Fiercely afraid, now free to
go.
Unmerited favor: grace.

I look for sweetness in the nectar-y
That sugary solution
For it’s a bee’s refectory
There is no substitution.

Doctor told them they would never have children. But.. .
Her labor was excruciatingly hard and long.
Wee hours, could effort no more. She let go.
Perfect baby girl slipped silently into their world.
They named her Grace.

I am a little bumblebee
I pollinate the garden
I flit to every flower I see
Without a “beg your pardon”

To please himself, composer adds ornamentation, simply
for flare and fancy.
Grace notes.

Every flower needs my assistance
To blossom and be fruity-ful
So they offer no resistance
They’re obliging and so dutiful.

Debt came due, payment demanded. No way to pay.
Wiped out.
Miracle: time extended.
Grace period saved his life.

I’m keeping all the people fed
Filling up their tummies
With fruits and grain and bread
And other tasty yummies

Week after week therapist opens her heart, deeply
listens, affirms.
As hurt is shared, pain quietly sneaks away.
Grace unfolding...

So stay away and wish me well
I’ll practice my profession
And work from morn to evening’s knell
Which is a bee’s obsession.

Her world transforms in an instant.
Little self, pretending to be somebody, dissolves..
She falls awake. . . into Grace. . . laughing.
~ Karen Wickham

~ Woes Kitchen
July 2012
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Taking Out Citizenship In Neverland
By Emily Hart

T

ag! You’re it!”
“Who made up this stupid game?” I thought, as
once again I was the first person tagged.
Being the shortest one in our neighborhood group of
kids, except for the “babies” — younger siblings ranging
from toddlers to kindergarten age — I also had the shortest legs and was always the first one tagged. That meant
that I would chase the others around while they took turns
resting and building up their strength. I was at a disadvantage in any game involving running, but tag was the worst.
Whether it was cartoon tag where you had to name a cartoon or cartoon character to avoid being made “it,” or any
other variation on the game, I was “it” more than my share.
Then, one sunny day I decided, “Enough!” I revolted.
“No!” I declared as once again I was tagged first. “I’m
not being ‘it’ anymore.”
“You have to be ‘it.’ You were tagged.”
“I’m always tagged.”
“Then run faster.”
“I’m always the first one chased so I’m the first one
tagged and I can’t run as fast as the rest of you. I’m not
being ‘it’ anymore.”
“That’s cheating. You have to play by the rules.”
There were nods of agreement. Playing by the rules
was very important.
“The rules aren’t fair to me. I’m not playing tag anymore.”
One girl, thinking she was being smart and would catch
me with nothing to say asked “What do you want to play?
Hide and Seek? Red Rover?”
“No, none of those,” I replied. Definitely not something that involved running.
“Then what?” asked someone else.
To answer I walked over to the swingset, stood on the
teeter-totter and said “Who will sail the seven seas with
me in search of adventure and treasure?”
The others looked at me on the swingset, then at each
other and rushed over to join me. The top of the slide became the crow’s nest, walking down the slide was walking
the plank and a borrowed old sheet became a sail. I had
just seen an Errol Flynn movie and was an expert on the
heroic feats of pirates. Our pirates never plundered, unless
in a good cause like taking booty from bad pirates to help
an orphanage. We operated more like the Coast Guard,
rescuing people and keeping the world safe for democracy.
Over that summer and others to follow, we sailed the
high seas, explored Tarzan’s jungle, swinging from a rope
tied to a cherry tree, rode with the “Rawhide” cowboys,
robbed from the rich and gave to the poor in our Lincoln
green, flew with Superman and the Justice League, rescued stranded soldiers from the beaches of Normandy and
went to Oz in a balloon that looked like a hammock to the

“
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uninitiated. When the weather drove us indoors, we worked
at the Daily Planet newspaper, attended boarding school
and went to New York where we were striving actresses,
singers and ballerinas. Sometimes we went to Hollywood
for screen tests. We ate at the Brown Derby and 21 and
Sardi’s and had apartments in Soho and Greenwich Village. We invented a game with elements of fairy tales and
mythology. The games grew up as we did and when the
valiant crew of the Enterprise went into space, we explored
other worlds with them.
We tried not to grow up, but gradually we left our makebelieve worlds. Boyfriends and school dances and drama
and glee club and football and basketball games and the
important work of filling our hope chests drew people away.
A few days before high school graduation, one of the
other girls and I were walking around the old neighborhood. We knew we would be saying goodbye soon, perhaps forever, as our lives took us in different directions.
“Remember how we used to play all those games?”
she asked.
“We were in just about every yard, even the ones where
they didn’t have any kids,” I replied.
“I wonder if our children will play any of those games,”
she mused.
“I think they will. Let’s see,” I answered. “We can,
you know.”
“What do you mean?”
“If we climb that apple tree again we might be able to
see into the future,” I explained.
“Let’s!” she agreed.
So we climbed the tree that had stood deep in the heart
of Sherwood Forest one day and in a secret garden another.
“There they are,” I said, pointing off into the distance.
“Where?” she said, squinting.
“Second star to the right and straight on till morning...
that’s where we’ll find our children, where we always found
our dreams.
“Yes, I see them now,” she said, like me, smiling and
brushing away a tear.

Memory of Her Grace
packing those clothes, handed down to me
from a foreign mother, not my own.
I felt no fear from the oceans I had to cross.
I fled across the sea, dragging that false life in a suitcase.
unpacking those familiar hand-me-down clothes
I smelled the air of my new country, lingering on
Mother’s hand-knit scarf.
Had she crossed those oceans too?
suddenly I felt a longing for this woman
I refused to hear...
that I refused to see
that I refused to love ... as part of me.
I must complete the unpacking of her familiar, mildew
scents...
and hang them in the air.
perhaps then, I could wear that hand-knit scarf,
with some memory of her grace
that is now so regrettably absent.

Hanging from a Spider Thread
from The Wandering Circle
We hang from a gossamer thread
fragile and blowing in the night air
so singularly vulnerable
hanging while catching the ray of the moon’s light.
We hang and hope we can catch each other again
knowing the thread could break and fall to earth heavy with clinging, morning dew
and are gone.
Our lives hang
by a filament
soft and whisper thin
blowing in the night air free
but in peril of disintegration
before our eyes.
We hang not knowing what the day will bring.

~ Barbara Newman
Orsa Sweden
I am an retired expatriate, living abroad. I travel to visit a dear friend
living in Eugene. We are souls connected through Groundwaters! I
hope you will like my poems.

Rob
Formed in secret
You arrived in your own time
Like a guest whose invitation was printed an hour late.
I counted toes
Gazed into fjord-blue eyes
As infant fingers wrapped mine.
Dancing to your silent rhythm
You tinkled piano keys,
Climbed refrigerators,
Nibbled off the plates of diners.
When winter snows became Mojave summers
My blond gypsy roamed Eucalyptus forests
Wove trike paths to the ER
Captured heart with Valentino charm.
A son of light, justice seeker
Love spills from you like a cataract
Engulfing friend, family, your beloved son.
You are my child of grace
Loved since I first knew
Our lives intertwined
When you lay hidden under my heart.
It was yesterday, wasn’t it?
~ Jeanette-Marie Mirich

~ Roy K. Johnston

Calapooya Moon
early evening, late June
under the Umpqua sky.
four foot high oats
shimmer like gold leaf
in the wind over rolling
hills and bungalow farms.
below Tyee Landing
shoulders of stone worn
smooth by flood waters
of winter storms
border the river
like arms of desire.
cedar trees shadow the water
and thoughts of you
gather like stars
bright with memories
and I wish you were
here to share together
this translucent moment
under the Calapooya moon.
~ Kevin Delay
July 2012
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Tender Grace

Receiving Grace

as they rushed, pushing past her
through the narrow church yard gate,
it was
easy for the quick to avoid the pummeling rain.
she methodically planned each of her shuffling steps
encumbered by her cane and white plastic umbrella,
not visible,
they ran ahead of her, toward the bell’s toll.
then, suddenly, a few steps ahead, one of them stopped
running.
He turned, waiting for her,
adeptly they folded arms, as he now bore her plastic
umbrella
she could look away from her plodding steps.
glancing upwards to this stranger’s face.
a smile appeared as she recognized
a familiar and welcomed act of tender grace.
~ Barbara Newman

(Inspired by my mother)
She sighs,
her exasperation falling
like a shroud in the kitchen.
She shrugs
almost imperceptibly,
rolls her eyes in his direction.
He holds the reins —
the patriarch whose authority
extends to all but the front yard,
the one place all hers.
He grows fruit and vegetables
in the vast backyard, full of disdain
for things ethereal.
She flowers at the approach to the house
where sunlight is dappled and the dirt not so good.
Pennies pinched from her household allowance
she metes out, week by week, when the
plant vendor with his cart comes by.
She hums to herself
while digging, feeding her worms, composting;
she lays out paths dreaming of where they’ll go
and blooms
shyly as an unassuming primrose,
playing the good wife in pearls and pink cardigan.

Come Back Peace
Oh peace where are you?
What are you hiding for?
I only see your other side,
producer of tears
and broken-torn bodies
shaken souls, frozen
and shattered through miles
of thoughtless time.

As seasons stack up
the old man’s grip loosens. His back gives out
now it’s veggies she buys with the family purse
when the greengrocer’s cart comes by.
While he works the toughest crossword puzzles,
she silently slips from under his thumb.

Come place your blanket
on the ripped frozen ones
and lead the new blinded
to an awakening of virgin stretched light.

Uninterrupted in her domain
of salvia, sunflower and sky
the chafe of the harness is barely felt
as long as she serves supper at six.

The center of the universe
is waiting for us,
soundless in this body
for a new music
not yet reached.

Graciously, she can even offer him her hand.

Grace has found her at last!

~ Delina Greyling

~ Roy K. Johnston
10

Groundwaters

July 2012

Goodbye, Larry Bird
By Earl Hain

S

everal years ago, we took a wonderfully long trip to
witness the high school graduations of one granddaughter in Smalltown, Ohio, and a second granddaughter in
Uniquesville, California. These events bracketed an additional gala, the half-century reunion of my wife Lynda’s
Worthington, Ohio, high school class. So we were away
from our Oregon home in the Coast Range for quite a while.
Still pumped from the many events, airline flights, rental
automobiles and the changed way of living on the fly for
the previous month, we were glad to pull into the driveway
leading to our home and see that little had changed… except that the grass needed mowing and that the peacock
was apparently glad to see us.
Peacock? We did not have, nor did we ever contemplate having, a peacock when we departed a month earlier.
A note on the dining room table from the now-absent
house-sitter told us that she and the bird had gotten along
famously while we were gone and that the bird appeared on
the day after our departure for our adventures. She was very
understanding that we had obviously overlooked telling her
about the bird in our haste to get to the airport.
Peacocks do not fly long distances. That fact,
coupled with the knowledge that people take their
unwanted animals to the “country” and just release
them “to find a new home,” probably resulted in
the deposit of this particular bird at our house.
The nameless bird closely supervised the unloading of our suitcases. He made a decision that
we were not intent on harming peacocks and,
besides, he had other, more important things
on his bird agenda to accomplish. This brought
a truce to our first day of co-existence.
We began living together. He apparently tolerated us (since we fed
him eight slices of diced-up
bread daily) and he even
seemed to look forward to seeing us each morning. Since it became
apparent that this relationship was turning into a permanent
thing, we decided he needed a name. No problem. Spouse
Lynda immediately seized upon the often-written-about NBA
player-coach as having the exactly appropriate name for our
new acquaintance – hence the peacock gained the
moniker,”Larry Bird.”
Over the next few months, we learned about peacock
habits. Larry Bird roosted about eighteen feet up in the big
oak tree in front of the house. We discovered the proximate
location of his nighttime tree branch by the ever-widening
white circle of Larry Bird poop on the driveway gravel (or
on mis-parked visiting automobiles) beneath his chosen
perch. Since Larry Bird’s flying ability seemed to be somewhat limited, we were curious as to how he got way up
there. Solution: After dark, he would climb onto the front

deck railing and with a maximum of effort and awkwardness, fly the remaining vertical distance to “his” favorite
branch to sleep until the next day’s activities began.
Larry Bird was a quiet bird, which didn’t fit with the
peacock stereotype. Daily he would make his investigative
walk about the lawn in an unexpected silence. And he must
have been lonely too, for the few sounds we heard him make
were almost identical to those made by the only other birds
he knew about, the migrating Canada Geese who have a
flyway over our land. It was a rather unexpected thing to
have this big blue-green bird with his pert
feather crown look at you, cock his head to
one side, and utter, “Honk!”
So this was the status quo for the next nine
months: A goose-sounding peacock eating his morning bread slices and roaming unfettered about the lawn. We developed a mutual toleration for one another… except that a peacock, like any other bird its
size, accounts for a prodigious amount of
poop… and they’re not too careful where
they deposit it. Training Larry Bird to confine these latter activities did not seem to be
possible, nor did we want to take the trouble to
paper-train a peacock. We had other things we like
to do and continued poop-pickup was not among our
druthers. The situation did not seem curable, nor
was it likely to improve. Our decision: We would
have to find foster parents for Larry Bird.
A great-hearted lady offered to adopt Larry Bird; all we
had to do was to take him to her farm outside Junction City.
Sure. Ever try to catch a peacock? They have formidable
talons as well as a very sharp spur on the back of each leg.
Besides, they would rather determine where they want to
go, rather than be captured. We couldn’t catch him for
months. His wariness seemed to increase. Obviously, he
became psychic. He knew when we were in a “Capture Larry
Bird” mode and could easily elude us outdoors. Weeks
passed before Larry Bird’s curiosity led him into the barn.
We rushed to close the door and “cornered” him on top of
the tractor, where an oversize fish dip-net pinioned him into
submission for carrying him to the back of my pick-up truck,
under the closed canopy.
We delivered Larry Bird to his new foster parents, ostensibly to remain with them and their farm menagerie forever. And lest they change their minds, we departed hastily.
We used the remainder of the day at home erasing Larry
Bird’s reminders (using copious amounts of water, detergent and Clorox).
However, we learned later Larry Bird was sub-adopted
to yet another family to begin a new career as head-progenitor of an extended peacock harem. So one might say
this story had a happy ending for all concerned.
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Email Gymnastics - aka Mama’s Hands
To Pat:

keyboard reflections

watching my fingers move across this keyboard
I am reminded of my mother’s hands.
suddenly... I become acutely aware
I am her.
the slow dissolving nature of my cells,
manifested in lumpy calloused fingers
and wrinkled layers of paper tissue skin... are
creeping up my arms.
I...accept this disappearance of disguises ...and
as I press the keyboard letters...
with my mother’s hands
I will email this to you
with great love and acceptance.
~ Barbara Newman

T

his is lovely, Barbara. Thank you for sending it. I can relate
to it so very much, except that my mother's hands were
much more beautiful than mine... they were wrinkled, yes...
and in her later years, they were blotched with dark black
bruises from the blood thinners she took... but she always kept
them manicured and polished and she loved beautiful, showy
rings.
Mine, on the other hand, are stubby from irregular-length
nails which insist on breaking off as soon as they get any length
to them. They are calloused and blistered from raking a halfacre of lawn (three times this spring!) and my fingertips are
rough and calloused from their daily contact with that keyboard.
My hands are blotched with age-spots and the wrinkles get
deeper and more pronounced each year.The only ring I wear is
the one that I've had for 48 years... my wedding ring.
My mother's were hard-working hands, too, but they kept
busy cooking, keeping an immaculate home in her younger
years and, towards the end of her 96-year life, they made
beautiful beaded jewelry, crocheted afghans, candlewick
bedspreads and pillows, embroidered cross-stitch bookmarks
and pictures, knitted scarves and anything else that caught
her fancy over the years.
Despite the difference in their looks, I like to believe (and
hope) that I do have my mother's hands.They were also hands
that caressed me when I was sick or hurt; hands that conveyed
the love that she always had for me and my siblings; hands
that expressed her joy in life.
Thank you for allowing me the opportunity to express these
things. From now on, whenever I look at my hands, I'll think of
Mama...
Pat Edwards
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Forgive me, Pat, but after reading your beautiful portrait
of mama’s hands... I took the liberty... Barbara

showy rings
I entertain the thought that my hands are aging...
without me.
it doesn't take long to know how I should dress these
wrinkled digits.
I should adorn, I should finesse or I could disguise the
story they tell...
gloves would be hiding my parchment paper, calloused
fingers
like my oversized blouse does to my stretch-marked
midriff.
Oh no!!!, the very best of me screams!!!
Show Me Lovely!...
show me from years of caressing small faces
show me brushing my mother’s thinning hair
show me knitting the winter scarves for him
show me stirring the long-awaited stews
show me bathing my sagging breasts
show me beading jewelry and show me now,
with polished nails of scarlet,
placing on each finger, my dazzling, showy rings.
~ Barbara Newman

I love it!! Thank you, Barbara!
Pat

The preceding was an impromptu exchange between Barbara
Newman and myself. The poem that she sent me from her home in
Sweden was a submission to Groundwaters and it struck a chord
with me. My mother had passed away this past January and she left
a large hole in the lives of those of us who loved her. My reply was
spontaneous, as was the second poem that Barbara sent. I enjoyed
our interchange so much that I wanted to share it with our readers.
pe

Spirit of My Soul
I laid you, laid you down to rest
in the mist of my own grief
You are gone, forever gone
stolen like a thief.

Ingwenya and Inyoni
Crocodile and the Bird
In her voluptuous beauty,
Mabalel sways along the dusty path;
her bangles and ankle rings
bouncing sunlight off the burnished copper

I met you in the spring of life,
fresh as morning dew.
Your courtesy was so fashion-ful,
I fell in love with you.

At the riverbank she stoops
to fill the gourd she carried on her head
a kwe-bird rasps its warning
as Crocodile glides into the water

Your smile unfolded like the sun
rising from its slumber,
spreading light, bringing peace;
blessings without number.

Startled, she looks up and sees
nothing but what seems like a floating leaf
drifting lazily towards her
so misleadingly tranquil and serene

You walked on virtue’s waters.
You were of noble strain.
Life’s woes could never down you.
They went against your grain.

Mabalel stoops down again
and the kwe-bird screams a noisy alert
as the agile crocodile
suddenly accelerates and lunges

O’er winter’s worries frozen,
though all around you grumble,
You would take the high road;
never tarry, never stumble.

only to miss – she jumped back
just in time, water spilling from the gourd saved from a watery grave
in the teeth of the evil Ingwenya

Many gifts you carried
and shared with everyone.
In your bounteous spirit
your wondrous tale was spun.

Ngiyabonga, inyoni, she says to the bird
as she leaves him bread and goes safely on her way

The things that all could count on
were what you gave away:
kindness, strength and courage
you gave them every day

~ Delina Greyling
Glossary
kwe-bird = a noisy bird
Ingwenya = crocodile
Ngiyabonga, inyoni = Thank you, bird

A most completed woman,
you made me more the man;
made my life more joyous.
With you when life began.
You flit through life so gracefully,
it made me hold my breath.
Just the thought of losing you
scares me half to death.
~ Gerald Weskirchen
We came to Oregon some 11 years ago. Love the feeling; fits right
into a dreamer’s paradise. Love to fantasize and scroll about feelings
that abound in my moral values etc. My age is of no importance. Life
surrounds me and carries me through cliffs and canyons, fields and
meadows. I am carried on the wings of God to higher places and
peaceful valleys. My pen name is Woes Kitchen. Someone murdered
my last name (Weskirchen), so I kept it. Have a GREAT day! Jerry
Weskirchen.
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Appointment By Destiny
By Vickie Jensen

T

he railway tracks sliced through the rugged, scrub-covered hills turning left, then right and back again. From
the top of Thompson Crest, Grace could see the trains weaving their way in and out between the foothills that marched
their way up to the Cascade Range. It was a beautiful summer day and the ever-present breeze on the top of the hill
caressed her face and riffled through her long brown hair.
She had spent many contemplative hours on that hill,
watching the daily runs of the varied freight trains and
Amtrak coaches. Sitting on the short, dry grass she usually
daydreamed about the destinations those trains traveled to
and made up stories about the lives of the people that might
be riding on them. This day was different though.
Grace wasn’t sitting and making up stories about imaginary people. She was pacing back and forth, around and
around the top of the small hill waiting for today’s train and
reflecting on what had happened during the past eight years
and on her future. As she turned again toward the side of
the hill overlooking Hadleyville, her thoughts turned to the
September following her high school graduation. Heading
off to the University of Washington, her plan had been to
major in journalism and possibly pursue a minor in music.
She hadn’t settled on a career path but had thought that
being a writer or reporter – investigative reporting intrigued
her – would be interesting and rewarding. The possibility
of teaching high school English also appealed to her, especially if she could return to her community to teach.
In her third year of college, her education had been cut
short when her dad had suffered a horrific accident on their
farm that left him unable to care for himself, the property or
the animals.
“Thank God for cell phones,” she had thought at the
time, “or he could have lain outside for days, injured and in
pain.” He’d been living alone while Grace was away at
school and there was nobody to help him. Her mother died
of pneumonia when she was twelve, leaving just her dad
and herself until she left for college. Returning home became an imperative that couldn’t wait for graduation.
His healing had been a slow, painful process for him
during the past five years, she thought as she continued to
pace across the dry, stubbly grass. It had been a slow, laborious five years for her, too, as she worked as a teacher’s
aide in the grade school and tried to keep up with the farmwork after school and on weekends. Her dad helped as much
as he could, but most of the chores around the farm still fell
on her to perform.
At this point in time all the momentum she’d gathered
toward preparing for her future was gone. Her life had been
on hold for the past five years. Eight years after high school
graduation and all Grace had to show for it was three years
towards a diploma she’d never received. She hoped that
was about to change. Last winter she had taken a bold step
and begun an Internet search for a companion. Eligible young
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men, or older ones for that matter, were in short supply in
the area and moving away wasn’t an option. The Internet
seemed the best way to find out who might catch her fancy
and, hopefully, she might catch his. Her search had been
fruitful and today was the day. Thoughts of her future — of
possibly meeting “The One” — had intertwined with the
thoughts of her past all morning.
Today she waited anxiously, trying not to fret about the
possibility that the Amtrak would arrive late in the town
below – a frequent occurrence for the passenger train.
Hadleyville was a small town. It’s only importance in
central Washington was its strategic placement near logging communities and cattle ranches. Towns and villages
all over the Northwest were struggling with unemployment
and poverty because of the federal restrictions on logging,
but Grace’s little town was better off than most. The presence of the rail depot was the only reason it hadn’t died
ignominiously decades ago and today the railroad was important to her, personally, because it was carrying someone
who held the potential of being the best thing that ever happened to her – or maybe the worst.
“What does he really look like?” Grace wondered.
Would he be as tall as he described himself?
Were his looks even remotely like the picture he had emailed to her? His appearance was what had originally drawn
her attention. The strong curve of his lips spoke of determination and perseverance. She smiled as the eyes in his picture came to mind. “Those eyes are such a deep blue, like
the depths of the Pacific Ocean on a sunlit day. They looked
so kind, yet they held a glint of mischief in them,” she reflected. “Is he going to be kind and quiet? Maybe he’ll have
a wicked sense of humor. I wonder if eyes like those can be
hiding bad intentions. I hope not.”
They had been communicating through the Internet for
months now and had spoken on the phone a few times. She
loved his Scottish brogue, rough as it was, and anxiously
waited to meet him in person. Born and raised in Scotland,
his profile said he now lived in Essex, Massachusetts and
was a boat builder who was looking for a change of career
and scenery. His research on the Internet had told him that
many immigrants from Scotland had settled in the Pacific
Northwest and he was looking for a bit of home without
having to go back to Scotland. Central Washington was a
long way from the sea, he had told her, but it would certainly qualify as a change of scenery.
Grace heard the far-away whistle of the train as it passed
through a neighboring town. “Not long now,” she thought.
Nervousness began to course through her as she stood up.
Was she making a mistake? Maybe they should have met in
a neutral location instead of her hometown. She felt worry
lines crease her forehead as the whistle sounded again –
nearer now. She rose and strode down the path toward town
and the station.

The anticipation and anxiety were combining into overwhelming apprehension. “Why in the world did I think this
was a good thing?” Grace fretted. “There are all those horror stories about online relationships – fake pictures, lies
and worse. It’s not like I could look him in the eyes to determine if he was telling me the truth – one of the drawbacks
of the Internet... phones, too, for that matter. What if he’s
already married with kids and lied about being single? What
if he’s been unemployed for the past two years and is looking for someone to support him? Maybe he’s an axe murderer.” Her doubting imaginings were getting the best of
her. Five years of stagnation and listening to other peoples’
doubts had undermined her self-confidence.
“But then there’s Jamie and Lori. They’ve been happily
married for almost a decade and they met on the Internet,”
Grace rationalized. “I’ve seen on TV and read in the newspaper and in magazines about couples who met on the
Internet and have lived ‘happily ever after’ so far,” she told
herself.
“What am I going to do when he gets here? Do I take
him to the hotel or to my house? That might not be safe. Do
I let him buy dinner or cook for him? Why didn’t I think to
work out these details before he started his trip here?” Grace
was on the verge of working herself into a state of panic. “I
need to stop worrying,” she told herself as she arrived at the
station.
The Amtrak had already come to a full stop, the doors
were open, and passengers were beginning to descend.
“What if he doesn’t like me? What if I don’t like him?
Once we meet face to face will we even get along with each
other?” She thought as she resumed her mental torment.
“Will I recognize him? What was it I was supposed to look
for? Is he going to be wearing a brown jacket or a blue one?
He said he would be carrying flowers but what color“?
Grace’s brain was in a fever trying to remember their
pre-arranged signal. She began rehashing her misgivings all
over again. “Oh, how am I ever going to recognize him”?
Suddenly she remembered her cell phone. The answers
to those worrisome questions were entered in the notepad
app.
“Why did I let myself get in such a stew? Such a dunderhead. Here it is! He’s supposed to be carrying a bunch of
yellow daffodils with purple daisies, and wearing a brown
leather jacket,” she read out loud.
As she looked up, the bouquet appeared in the train doorway, carried in the arm of a tall, sandy-haired man in a brown
leather jacket. A medium-sized duffle-bag was in his other
hand.
“Wow! He’s better looking than I hoped. He said the
picture he e-mailed to me wasn’t recent but I wasn’t expecting such an age difference. I hope he isn’t my dad’s age.”
Anxiety began eating at the edges of her attempt at composure.
Grace squared her shoulders, took a deep breath of air,
and edged toward what might be her appointment with destiny.

“Hi! I see you made it. You are Alex Frasier aren’t you?”
Grace asked. After saying hello she thought it might be a
good thing to make double-sure this was the man she was
expecting.
“Yes. I’m Alex. Were you worried about me arriving on
time? I’ve heard the train often runs late, but I’m here, as
scheduled and happily so. “
He sounded confident, although Grace thought he
looked nervous. “I wonder if he has worried about this
meeting as much as I have”?
Heads turned at the sound of Alex’s Scottish brogue.
Grace took note. The sound of his accent and the warmth in
his voice brought tingles of pleasure and made her heart
flutter.
“Is that all you have, or do you need to pick up the rest
of your baggage?” she asked.
Alex held up the duffle, answering, “No. It’s all right
here in my hands. I traveled light. Oh! These are for you,“
he stated, handing the flowers to her.
“They’re beautiful!” Grace said as she took them.
Pointing to the building, Alex asked, “Is it the original
train station? It looks old.”
Nothing like a little, neutral chit-chat to break the ice
and quell her fears. “Yes. It was built in the late 1800s. It
held promise, at the time, that our little town would become a bustling city, but it never happened. I’m happy with
that. I like small and quaint. Unlike a big city, you don’t
need to go to a bar to find people who know your name.”
“My car is this way.” Grace offered as she motioned
toward the small parking lot at the east end of the station.
“It’s just a short walk.”
She watched Alex observing the small dimensions of
the building and parking lot as they ambled past the station.”
Here we are,” Grace said warmly as she unlocked the
passenger door of an older-model Toyota Camry.
As they settled into the front seat Grace felt the atmosphere between them chill. She hated awkward pauses. That
was why the Internet was so useful. Nobody could tell if
you were stymied for words or just busy feeding the dog.
“How about driving me around a little bit,” Alex suggested. “I’d like to see more of your little town and the area
around it.”
“Sure. Glad to.”
Relief swept through Grace as she drove out of the parking lot. Having something concrete to do and some time to
talk before any decisions had to be made gave her a welcome buffer. The thought of having this handsome man sit
beside her as they drove through the small town and out
into the countryside filled her with joy. Alex was so courteous and kind.
She felt her fears evaporating. For the first time in a
long time, Grace was experiencing anticipation and hope
for her future.
More of Vickie’s writing can be found on her blog, http://
www.ToriMcRae.wordpress.com
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The Art of the Dance
By Vicki Sourdry

H

e smiled as the little girl in the frilly pink dress
wriggled her way off of his lap. He knew what was
coming. Completely self-possessed, she went to the center of the room, put her hands in the air above her head,
splayed her fingers expressively, and pointed the toe of
her left foot behind her. She began to sing The Landing
Song, pitched perfectly in a voice that belied her young
age.
“The landing is almost here,
our new world is so near.
We have traveled a long, long way,
soon we will celebrate a new day.”

As the old patriotic anthem progressed, she moved with
the words and music, dancing happily and elegantly around
the room. Even at only four years of age, she was the
epitome of her name, Grace. Richard Levett was enthralled.
She always performed this for him when he came to visit.
It never got old, only better. Tears welled in his eyes every
time.
She was the daughter he could never have, and being
her ‘Unca Richy’ pleased him no end. Of course, they
weren’t really related. His brother’s widow, Lissa, had remarried several years after the accident and Grace had been
born three years after that. But he loved that little girl as if
she had been his own. He had been there when she was
born and he had every intention of making sure her life
was as full and as happy as he could.
“Thankth,” she said with a bright smile and a slight
lisp, owing to the missing front teeth of an eight-year old,
as Richard handed her a pair of dancing shoes.
“Happy birthday, Grace,” he said. “Are you going to
dance for me today?”
She smiled happily. “Yeth. Do you want the Landing
Thong danth? Or my new one?
“You have a new dance?”
“Yeth. It’th to the muthic of an old Earth compother
named Mothart.”
Richard smiled. It did not surprise him that she could
create a dance to the music of one of the early masters
from Earth. She was extraordinary.
“I would love to see your new dance, Grace,” he said
with a bow.
When she came back into the room a few minutes later,
she was wearing a long flowing lilac dress and the new
white dancing shoes that Richard had just given her. Lissa
started the music and Grace proceeded to stun him with
the fluid motions and intricacy of her dance. She transformed herself from an eight-year-old into a young woman,
right before his eyes and made the ancient music come
16
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alive.
Over the years, Grace continued her dancing, taking
lessons and practicing, and she became an accomplished
dancer by the time she was fourteen, when she had her
first professional recital. Richard encouraged her at every
turn.
Life was easier on Cornelius since it had become a
regular stop on the space route for the traders fifty years
ago, and more and more cultural tourists were even coming these days. The music created by some of its composers and the full-size holographs of the dance performances
and concerts were selling well off-world and live performances were well-attended in the cities of Cornelius. It
hadn’t hurt that colonists had discovered a large supply of
industrial diamonds that they could export to support the
colony. It made pursuing artistic endeavors as a life’s work
possible. Richard Levett had done just that. He was a composer and choreographer. A good one. Grace had become
his muse and inspiration.
“For me? Really?” Grace was smiling so broadly that
Richard’s heart melted at the sight. He had written a small
opus for her, as a gift for her graduation from the Cornelius
Dance Academy at the impossibly young age of sixteen.
“Listen. See what you think. I named it ‘Grace in Motion’,” he said, handing her the small chip.
“It will be wonderful! Thank you, Unca Richy. I know
I’ll love it,” she gushed enthusiastically, giving him a hug.
And she did love it. It fit her style and approach to dance
perfectly. She created a dance for the wonderful music and
performed it often.
Two years later, while working on a new symphony,
Richard got a call from Lissa.
“Grace fell,” she said in a rush. “She’s in the hospital.
According to the doctor, there are complications. That’s
all he would say. We need to get there to be with her, Richard.”
He immediately chartered a flitter. Sitting in the uncomfortable seats of the small craft, Richard tried to think
positive, but it was hard. His mind kept going to places
where he didn’t want it to. Was it something that would
end her dancing career? She would be devastated. Well,
he thought morosely, she could always sing. Her voice was
nearly as good as her dancing. But she loved the dance. It
was her passion. To Richard, the five hour flight to Howard
was endless. He needed answers. He needed to know that
Grace was okay and would dance again.
“Korpoff’s? What is Korpoff’s Disease?” Richard
asked the doctor. The doctor looked at Grace’s parents for
confirmation that it was all right to talk in front of him.
Lissa nodded emphatically.

“Richard is family,” Paul said.
Lissa reached out and took his hand meaningfully. “He’s
as much family to Grace as we are. Tell him anything you
would tell us. I don’t know what Korpoff’s is either.”
The doctor looked down at his feet instead of looking
any of them in the eye.
“Let’s go to my office,” he said simply.
Richard’s gut tightened as if preparing to be hit. Something was significantly wrong. Once they were all seated,
Dr. Jenkins finally looked at them all, his eyes somber.
“It’s not good,” he said. “Korpoff’s is a muscle disease. Not much can be done. It’s degenerative . . . and
usually fatal.”
Three heartbeats pounded in his ears before Richard’s
brain registered what the doctor had said.
“Fatal?” he asked absently. Grace was only eighteen,
and was in perfect health. Lissa and Paul grabbed each
other’s hand and squeezed until they turned white from
lack of circulation.
“I’m afraid so. Occasionally there’s a remission, but
not very often. It’s a rare disease. This is the first time I’ve
actually seen it. I’ve only read about it.” He looked tired
as his eyes went from one person to the next. “I’m so sorry.”
“How long?” Lissa asked, her voice barely more than
a whisper.
“Hard to tell. It’s early yet. Two years, maybe a little
more. She will get progressively worse as time passes. She
will never dance again, I’m afraid.”
There was only silence in the room. And infinite sadness.
Richard immediately threw himself into his work. He
created more music in the next few months than he had in
years, but most of it was solemn and sad. He visited Grace
every week, and saw her getting weaker, less coordinated,
and more frustrated with herself, though she tried not to
show it. The only time she smiled any more was when she
was listening to his music. It was excruciating for him.
But he realized he had one more gift he could give her.
He began working on “Requiem for an Artist Taken
Too Soon.” Based on The Landing Song, the patriotic anthem that Grace used to sing and dance to as a small girl,
he wrote a major score and choreographed a dance in her
honor. He built it all with complex computer-generated
music and meticulously choreographed holographic dancers. This labor of love took him nearly a year to accomplish. He shared parts of it with her, but no one else, as he
finished each section. He wanted it to be premiered at her
funeral.
Riding the train to her home that afternoon, he lovingly fingered the music chip in his pocket as he let his
mind wander. Now, the requiem was finally complete and
perfect, and he felt content. He couldn’t wait to share it, in
its entirety, with Grace today. He had written it all for her,
so he could see her smile once again. He began writing the

dedication as he rode.
‘What a wonderful artist you could have become if you
had just been given the time Grace. Through this music
and dance, I want everyone to remember you as you want
to be remembered – as a talented and accomplished young
dancer. You are a thoroughly beautiful person, inside and
out. It was my pleasure to know you and have you in my
life, even for such a short time. I will remember you always. I wish you peace.’
He sighed as he put the stylus and tablet back in his
pocket. He would give anything to see her dance again. As
the buildings outside passed by the train window in a blur,
Richard didn’t see the young man behind him reach up
and pull the emergency lever. As the train screeched to a
halt, luggage, accessories, and people flew everywhere.
Richard, now lying on the floor in an awkward position,
saw the metal travel case as it fell from the overhead compartment, but he could do nothing to stop it.
A tear ran down Grace’s cheek as the last note faded
away and the single remaining holo dancer effortlessly
folded herself into a lotus position in the middle of the
stage. There was absolute silence in the concert hall. The
urn holding Richard Levett’s ashes sat on the podium in
front of the overflowing audience of mourners, just as he
had stood at that same podium so many times conducting
real orchestras and directing real dancers. At Grace’s request, the requiem he had written for her turned out to be
his own instead.

Prescience
I know that tomorrow at 5:09 a.m.
I will wake to the shuffle
of old dog feet on tile.
I know I will ease out of the warm covers.
I know my husband will stir, then
slip back to sleep.
I know that I will pick up the
ancient bundle of fur and bones
with his back feet tucked
into my arms for security.
I know the foyer tile will hit my toes with ice,
for I will forget to put my slippers by the night stand.
I know my feet will recoil
when they hit the cement floor
of the porch and my eyes will shudder awake
as I tiptoe down the stairs and
place him gently onto the grass that
is withering with his urine.
I know that next morning my husband
will bear this same burden of ministry to our aged
hound.
~ Jeanette-Marie Mirich
July 2012
Groundwaters
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Grace Biggs…Recapturing Memories
By Mildred “Millie” Thacker Graves

The Early Years

H

ow very strange that I find myself in this position, the
position of writing about my former neighbor and
forever-friend, Grace Biggs. Grace, who for thirty-five
years, as a correspondent for West Lane News, wrote about
me and her neighbors. It is my understanding that the Native American culture believes in the premise that life and
much of nature and being is part of a never-ending circle.
Perhaps I don’t have this exactly right, but if not, something to that effect. I, too, have found this to be so… and
so I begin the recapture of some of the life and times of
Grace Lillian McNeil Biggs, who was born September 25,
1915, in Everett, Washington, the sixth and last child of
Orin and Cora Etta Cole McNeil. Her siblings were Clara,
Winnie, Florence, Ruth and Maurice (Maury).
I begin with Grace’s earliest memory, “I remember
being bathed in a bowl on the table.” Years later, she asked
her sister, Clara, if she was ever bathed sitting in a big
bowl on the table in Everett and Clara confirmed it after
Grace described the bowl.
When Grace was eighteen months old, her father moved
the family from Everett to Roy (near Lewistown), Montana. Her father hired boxcars and brought along all his
equipment and fencing supplies. All of the household furnishings, even the piano, came by train. The train had a
wreck on the way, but none of their belongings were damaged.
It wasn’t long until her father had built a three-room,
tar-papered cabin in order to “prove up,” a requirement
that was attached to the Homestead Act, a government program for acquiring land. It was also required that they live
on the land a period of three years in order to gain ownership. Life and survival was a struggle. This was central
Montana and the farming consisted of dry wheat farming.
The crop reports had been encouraging before moving
there, but then the rains had ceased to materialize. Her
mother carried all the water needed for the family more
than one-half mile from a neighbor’s well.
They moved to Lehigh, Montana in 1919, where her
father had gone to work at a coal mine. He ran a car from
the tipple to the slag dump. The mules which were underground, carried the coal on the tracks in the mine.
Her sister, Ruth, taught 4th grade in Lehigh and her
brother, Maurice “Maury,” was one of her pupils. While
living in Lehigh, there was an epidemic in town. Old Doc
Davis said chicken pox, but it was really smallpox. He
apparently didn’t want to cause a panic.
According to Grace, “There was a strike and the mine
closed down and Papa came home. Mama and Maury had
been sick before Papa came home, but Ruth and I didn’t
get it.
“Papa had been looking for work. He told Mama he
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had a job offer.
Mama was excited... Then he
said, ‘Bootlegging.’
“Mama said,
‘You didn’t take it
did you?’ and he
answered, ‘No!’
“Soon Papa
found a job away
from home. He
was on his way
back to the job
when he got sick
in Lewistown and
had to go to the
hospital. He was
put in the pest
house (a place for the quarantined to stay until they had
recovered).”
Grace remembers hearing the hearse go by often during those times. She also recalls a boy who was either
scalded to death or drowned by falling into a pool of hot
water on Main Street. Many years later Grace returned to
Lehigh. There were no houses there but the cemetery was
filled with children’s graves.
In 1922, when Grace was almost seven, “Papa got his
Model-T Ford, which had been in storage, and brought it
to Lehigh for the move back to Washington. He parked the
car in front of a store and someone parked so close to it
that he couldn’t get the car out. He picked up the axle and
moved the car to the side and in the clear. Then he found a
man who would crank it for him in order to start it. The
fellow turned the crank and it fired. We all, (parents and
the three remaining children who were living at home) went
in our car.” They apparently caravanned with the six members of the Erickson family in another car to Everett, Washington.
“We stopped at tourist cabins along the way. It took
us five days to get there. Papa found a job as boom man,
rafting logs, on the Snohomish River.

Grace and Ted
On September 3, 1932, as Grace was nearing her senior year in high school in Everett, she and two girlfriends
toured a Navy ship which was docked in Everett. There
she met Ted Biggs, a charming southern boy from Oklahoma and a career Navy man. They were married July 29,
1935, and began the years of traveling to various ports
while they raised their three boys, Danny, Johnny and
David. They lived in California, Hawaii, Florida, Rhode
Island, Virginia, the Turks Island in the Caribbean and Nova

Scotia before Ted retired as Lieutenant Commander. While
stationed in Norfolk, Virginia, Grace experienced discrimination against her for the first time. Grace attended a social event in the community and several of the ladies, who
were apparently favorably impressed with Grace and her
charm, invited her to their homes. Grace felt very welcome until she happened to mention that she was a Navy
wife and lived in a trailer. She felt a chill after that and
Grace, being Grace and full of grace... gracefully backed
away.
Ted and Grace had some unique experiences during
the years spent in the Navy. The family was living in Hawaii in 1941, when Pearl Harbor was bombed. Ted was
stationed there again at the end of the war in 1945.
Ted, who had spent much of his young life moving
from place to place, as his father worked in the oil fields,
and then later in his Naval career, earnestly wanted to put
down roots. Grace’s sister, Clara, and her husband Ed lived
in Florence and were instrumental in introducing them to
Crow, where in 1960, they found a chicken ranch for sale
by Shorty and Mel Keep on what was then called CrowVaughn Road. They bought it and moved from Nova Scotia
and began a new phase of their lives. Ted began his new
life as a gentleman farmer and evolved into a “sort of good
ole boy” from the South with all the characteristics of the
well-known and much admired Southern hospitality. It was,
as our good friend and mail carrier, Ben Campbell, often
related, “You can take the boy out of the South, but you
can’t take the South out of the boy.”
Grace, being a very outgoing person, quickly became
an integral part of the community. She joined Central Home
Extension,
(later called
Crow Extension
Group and is
now known as
Crow Study
Group), the
Crow Grange,
the
Central
Willing Workers and the
Vaughn Christian Church. Af-

Grace playing
the piano at
Solvang
(above);
Grace and
Millie Graves
(right)

Ted and
Grace Biggs

ter the Vaughn Christian Church was disbanded, they became members of the Valley United Methodist Church in
Veneta. Grace played the organ and piano for many years
at Valley Methodist. Piano lessons, as a child were a gift
from her sister, Ruth.
During her time at Crow, Grace decided to attend the
University of Oregon, after a long absence from the books, in
order to complete her education and become a teacher. She
taught a few years for the Crow-Applegate School District,
where Ted worked as a janitor and bus driver, before returning to her busy life of serving her community.
Until 2007, when she packed up some of her belongings, sold or passed on others to family and moved to
Solvang Retirement Center in Eugene, she maintained a
very active life. She sewed, making many of her own
clothes including suits and coats, and sewing gifts for others, as well. She also did a lot of canning, freezing and
drying of produce for winter use. She loved to cook and
bake, but didn’t enjoy it much after Ted’s health necessitated his move to a care center. Ted quietly passed away
on October 6, 2005. They had been married for a little
over 73 years.
Grace was an active participant for a number of years
in the SMART (Start Making A Reader Today) Program at
Crow. In addition, she was a member of West Lane Community Chorus during its existence. Grace had many interests; she especially enjoyed traveling and later, she liked
to play bingo at the Crow Grange. At Solvang, she enjoyed the wonderful meals that she didn’t even have to
cook. Many of the good deeds Grace did for others were
returned, as friends and neighbors took her to events and
points of interest when she could no longer drive.
Grace, herself, has completed her circle by returning
to the West Lane area once again, moving to Sherwood
Pines, where family and friends in the area have the advantage of visiting this very delightful lady.
Grace is greatly admired by the community, her friends
and family of two remaining children, nine grandchildren,
sixteen great-grandchildren and four great-great grandchildren. Johnny, her second son, lost his life in 2002, in a
climbing accident on Mt. Hood.
Longevity is part of her heritage and we feel fortunate
that she contributed to the essence of community for so
many years. We, as a community, salute you, our friend,
Grace Biggs!
July 2012
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Fish On

The Abundance in My Life

I waded and hiked, I prayed and I wished,
All the day long, I fished and I fished.
The weather was foul, the rain lashed down,
I lost count of the worms I’d drowned.
I felt some despair, it just wasn’t fair, all of my efforts it
seemed were in vain,
Depression set in, and ill blew the wind, incessantly
came down torrents of rain
But alas I accepted, that I would be skunked,
My chins were bruised, I’d been battered and dunked.
I acknowledged defeat, with defiant chagrin,
Another fine fix I’d got myself in.
Short grew the day, what more could I say, soon I would
have to pack up and leave,
My race had been run and the dragon had won, going
home fishless was hard to believe.
I said to myself, just one more cast,
This final try would be my last.
With a mighty whip, I let fly my bait,
Resigning myself to deal with fate.
Then came the crash, and a silvery flash, my reel was
smoking, and singing like mad,
The fierceness he wrought, my God how he fought, he
brought to the fray, all that he had.
He ran upstream in that cold wind and rain,
It was give and take, lose and then gain.
Spirit undaunted, he fought without fear,
In the fight for his life he battered my gear.
On the fight raged, like a mad lion caged, this warrior
displayed his courage and grit,
He ran and then lunged, he surfaced
then plunged, he fought with fervor
and uncanny wit.
I thought to myself, “when will he
tire”,
And on he fought with a wanton desire.
My body was aching, burning, and
strained,
On we battled as it blew and rained.
At long last he wavered, sweet victory I
savored, the tide of battle had finally turned,
As he gave up ground, I felt my heart pound, the water
beneath me boiled and churned.
Finally he surfaced, then rolled over and quit,
I beached and unhooked him, as he gasped and spit.
I’d lost track of time, throughout our long fight,
Although I had won, would to kill him be right?
It didn’t take long, to feel death would be wrong, a
feeling of guilt festered in me,
With a tear in my eye, I bade him goodbye, watching
him swim away, wild and free.
~ Michael J Barker
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By Dale Dickson

O

nce when I was a young lad, when I asked my father
why we couldn’t have a bicycle like some of our friends
had, he answered, “Son, we just don’t have the money right
now to buy one. But we are rich.” When I look back on
those days I realize what he meant by being rich. Certainly,
we didn’t have money, but we had untold wealth so many
families lacked; we had each other; we had the love of a
family. It was so much better than materialistic riches, and
I, in my memories, retain that wealth.
I once had tremendous monetary wealth, but I lost it,
and survived. A wise philosopher once told me, “When it
comes to money, and needing to obtain it, you can count
your friends on the fingers of one hand.” That is so true.
Think about it: to whom could you turn if you were truly in
need of financial aid? I’m glad I am not one of those people,
and you undoubtedly know some of them, who walk around
with their noses in the air, looking down on those less fortunate. I really pity them.
The abundance in my life is my memories. I remember,
fondly, the times throughout the years with my family, my
Mother and Father, my four brothers, and the great dogs we
had. Then, perhaps the best of times: with my own family. I
try to maintain a life centered on unconditional love for all
mankind.
A word, a picture, a song or a phone call draws upon
the great reservoir of my memories. There are times I wish
I could relive. Regrets, I have many. I could have spent more
time with my Father, especially in his later years. I wish I
had told my youngest brother how much I loved him before
saying goodbye as he went to die in that terrible war. But I
think he knows.
I glance into the rear-view mirror of life from time to
time, but I am not drawn into it; my memories do not possess me. I think my life is streamlined enough that I can
leave the past behind and move into the future, seeking new
enjoyable memories, without anything holding me back.
They elicit more stories than you can shake a stick at. Some
of my stories reflect my personal kind of humor, for which
I do not intend to offer a phony apology.
Someone may attempt to steal what wealth I have, but
don’t even attempt to make off with the abundance in my
life, my memories.

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

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.
~ Lalu Narayan & Mia A. Narayan

Rogue Awakening
Holed up in a cabin on the banks of the Rogue,
I wrote verse and I pondered and I sighed.
I was ambling through canyons rugged and steep,
As deep into the wilds I plied.
I could feel the stare of someone not there,
As wearily onward I trod.
‘Twas adventure I sought, but instead what I got,
Was a glimpse of the wonders of God.
Oh Lord what a sight, in the summer’s twilight,
Watching the bats try to chase down the stars.
Those planes are so rude, how dare they intrude,
I wish they’d all fly off to Mars.
I never would care, to bring grief to a bear,
That never did nothin’ to me.
They rumble and tumble, then fumble and stumble,
In a race to the top of the honey tree.
Up high in the skies, what a treat for sore eyes,
Like puppets on angels strings,
Bald eagles soar, above the din and the roar,
Waving at all with their wings.
Held captive I stare, through the rivers bright glare,
At the salmon coursing below.
The wonders won’t cease, and offer a peace,
That only one humbled may know.
Through oak groves galore, madrones by score,
Through fir stands tall and great.
She’s carved canyon walls, like cathedral halls,
Through miles of real estate.
Further I trekked, yet onward I pressed,
Crazed for the next mountain’s crest.
Through silver gray snags, over mossy-backed crags,
Undaunted, I harried my quest.

The Birch Tree
I am sitting in the sunshine
by my window
And see the big birch tree
with its unique white
and black bark
It’s summer – green, graceful
branches, dancing in the breeze
As the setting sun filters
through the trees
I feel the warmth upon my face,
A tranquil scene that calms
my mind and body

Razor-backed mountains, too many for countin’,
Leap skyward and stand in defiance.
I’m so far from home, and I’m so all alone,
As the solitude shattered the silence.
Then once she’s got ya, she’s always got ya,
She’ll lure you, you’ll rant and you’ll rave.
Was this happenstance, my river romance?
Who knows, but were kin ‘till the grave.
~ Michael J. Barker
~ Dolly Ruth Smith
July 2012

Groundwaters

21

Fulfilling My Dream
By Mario Myatt

O

h what a relief!... just to get away from the confines
of the orphanage! Ladsborough, what a joke! People
in authority put fancy names on institutions in order to
make them more acceptable to the public.
Ever since Mom and Dad got killed in that horrible car
accident, the authorities seem to think they know all about
what my needs and wants are. I sure hated to leave little
Freddy, though. We were becoming such close friends. In
the world in which we live, we need all the friends we can
get.
Freddy is my age, but shorter than my six-foot frame.
However, he was the smart one... a straight-A student, and
never in trouble. I, on the other hand, was a lazy scholar
and the Sisters, were always on me about one thing or another.
Leaving all that behind, I was on my way to see the
world. My first thoughts were to hop a freight and go somewhere, anywhere, just to be away from the orphanage and
its confining gray concrete walls.
Walking down by the railroad tracks, I heard the strains
of “drinking rum and coca cola.” A bunch of folks were
milling around... “go down point koomahnah, both mother
and daughter.” I continued walking toward a big tent...
“working for the yankee dollar.” Arriving at the office of
the circus where the music originated and finding the door
unlocked, I just pulled up my britches and walked right in.
There, sitting behind a gray metal desk, munching on
a box of Cracker Jacks, sat a beautiful young girl, no older
than me. She had a patch of freckles across the bridge of
her nose and a head of bright coppery red hair. I caught
myself looking deep into the most beautiful blue eyes I
had ever see. I stammered, “Where may I find the man...
the man who does the hiring?”
“Please take a seat. Mr. Pearson does the hiring and
he’ll be back shortly. May I have your name?”
“My name is Wilber Snyder, and I sure do want a job.
I’d like to travel with the circus and see the world.”
The young lady turned, handing me a clipboard and
retrieved her Cracker Jacks, and as she continued to poke
popcorn into her mouth, I noticed when her left hand came
into view that there was no ring on her finger. It was a
given. I was in love. Now, I needed to figure out how to
get her to fall in love with me.
Returning the clipboard, I asked, “Miss, I notice that
you don’t have a tag. May I ask your name?”
“My name is Rose McGee. Hector, the janitor and I
are the two most important employees on these premises.
I run the office and say who can go through those doors
which have a sign saying “Private.” Hector keeps the place
clean and gets rid of the riff-raff. Are you riff-raff, Mister
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Wilbur?”
“Uhm, yes... uh no! Rose. I’m just a guy looking for a
job, hoping Mr. Pearson, can find it in his heart to hire
me.”
With that being said, the door opened and in walked a
medium-sized fellow wearing a gray wool overcoat. The
most noticeable thing about him was his well-manicured
nails and shiny shoes.
Stopping by Rose’s desk, he picked up his orders for
the day; then, looking at me, he said, “Hello, I’m Mr.
Pearson, are you Wilbur Snyder?”
“Yes, Sir. I’m hoping for a job with your circus.”
“Well, Wilbur. I have about all the help I need. What
can you do?”
“Sir, I am willing to do anything in order to get a job
with your circus,” I replied.
“Will you willingly wash dishes and clean the stalls of
all the animals?”
“Sir, I’ll do all that for free if you’ll feed me and give
me a place to sleep.” I was desperate to belong to the circus; I did not want to go back to the orphanage.
“Ok Mr. Snyder, be here tomorrow morning at eight
and I’ll try you out.”
“Sir, is there a place where I might sleep? There’s no
other place for me to go tonight. I was really hoping to
land this job.”
“See Wally. He’s the animal handler. Maybe he can
put you up in an empty feed bin.”
With that being said, Mr. Pearson ushered me out and
closed the office door.
It was getting late, so my first priority was to find Wally,
the animal handler, and get assigned a place to bed down
for the night.
I finally found Wally in one of the barns and he invited
me to sleep in an empty stall. Then he said, “If you get
cold, there are some packing quilts over in the corner. You
can use those to cover up.”
After three days of washing
dishes and
mucking out stalls, the owner,
Mr. Pearson,
came into the barn and told
me that he
was satisfied with my
work ethics and I was to be
put on the payroll
and given a decent
place to sleep.
Now, with the
job situation worked
out, my plan was to
warm Rose McGee’s,
heart and get her to care for me as I care for her...

At the Edge of the Woods
By Martha Sargent

L

ife inside Frankish Lord Vicelin’s estate came to a
halt for Doriane when her husband, Clément, died
under the wheels of a stone mason’s cart. The devoted
wife couldn’t help herself and so prayed and cried for
nearly a month. No one in Vicelin’s realm could console
her, and soon she was of no use to the feudal lord to whom
she was a serf. Despite pleas from her children, there was
no sympathy from the overseers, and she was moved outside the manor, past the estate’s farmlands, to an empty
hut in the woods. At first her son sneaked to the hut to see
to her protection, but he was a serf, too, with no time to be
away from his duties, so before long, Doriane was left
with little to call upon but the generosity of the woods and
her prayers.
In the rundown hut, Doriane continued to hug herself
and weep and think about the day she was wed. It was
eighth-century Provence, and the marriage was arranged
to benefit their Frankish lord. Such was the lot of serfs –
trading their free will for safety and a passable living.
It wasn’t Vicelin’s intention to create a love match,
but Doriane and Clément grew devoted while he worked
as a wood carver and she cooked for the serfs who worked
the fields. Now, after Clément’s terrible accident, Doriane
was abandoned to starve to death. She prayed for solace.
“Use these seeds, Mama,” Elodia had said.
Among the cooking pots her daughter brought were
several small sacks which sat on the rough table beside
the hearth. Doriane viewed them through blurry eyes and
wiped her hands on her damp blouse. Out a small window,
she gazed at the patch her son had dug for a garden and
then, she took one of the sacks and dragged herself outside to plant. She prayed as she knelt in the dirt to spread
the turnip seeds and a doe came toward her.
“Are you going to eat my turnips when they’re grown?”
Doriane asked. The doe blinked.
Doriane went to fetch another sack. She prayed and
planted beet seeds and looked up to see that the doe had
been replaced by a big rabbit who sat with her. Doriane
sighed and decided she must build a fence to keep these
hungry mouths out of her garden. Without knowing it, she
was beginning to make a new life.
Many forest creatures visited while she prayed and
planted, and she became quite used to their appearance
until, one day, a lynx came to sniff and make low growls
at the planted rows. Doriane was petrified, but she found
that talking to the big cat made it purr. Then she noticed
that wolves came and lay across her doorstep at night without howling or menacing her in any way.
Perhaps I’m not alone. Perhaps this is my Clément
come back to protect me, she thought, and she stopped
crying. She lay in her bed and prayed and talked to Clément
as if he were beside her.

Summer continued, and Doriane found that the animals didn’t eat her garden. They merely kept her company, and the wolves ran off strange men wandering the
road and woods. A house cat, who didn’t seem to mind
that she talked to her dead husband, found her. Various
animals accompanied her when she went into the woods
to collect berries, herbs and greens. The fall began and
Doriane harvested roots and grains to store with her dried
herbs.
Then one day, a freeman came to her door, sick and in
need. She nursed him with her herbal concoctions and he
recovered. In gratitude, he gathered wood for her before
moving on to Vicelin’s estate. Delighted to be cured, the
freeman told some of the peasants about Doriane’s potions, and soon they were coming to her hut, asking for
assistance. She prayed and healed them with her recipes
and salves. In return, they brought cloth and other items to
exchange for cures, and they began to spread talk that her
remedies were miracles. Even the animals were healed by
Doriane.
In short order, the Church heard of her gift and became wary. Neither Vicelin nor the Abbot Bertin were
pleased with her influence. They conferred and decided
the widow must stop this nonsense. She was confusing
the peasants with her powers to heal.
Abbot Bertin roared as he paced the floor. “Only the
Church gives salvation and comfort and, Vicelin, you are
their only secular protection. Certainly no mere woman
can have these dangerous powers without trading her soul
for them.”
Many serfs and freemen were frightened when they
heard that Doriane was suspected of witchery, but only
her children spoke against the decision of the abbot to banish her or execute her if she would not go. Bertin promised to extend his decree to her children if they continued
to protest, and church soldiers were sent to inform Doriane
that she had one day to collect her belongings and leave.
After they departed, she sank to her knees and asked
Clément, the animals and God what she should do.
The next day came and the soldiers marched to
Doriane’s hut with a goodly number of serfs at a distance
behind them. As they reached the edge of the woods, they
found the path to her door, but no hut was there. The garden remained, and there were eyes watching from within
the woods, but no hut, no Doriane.
Legend has it that the soldiers found no trace of her
when they returned with the abbot and Lord Vicelin. But
the peasants, when they needed her, could go to the edge
of the woods and find her just as if she had never left.
Doriane still healed them as the forest animals watched
and while she prayed and talked to Clément for guidance.
July 2012
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Fireworks!
By Dale Dickson

W

hen I was a kid, growing up in Greenville, Pennsylvania, we never had fireworks or firecrackers since
they were illegal in our state. There was the Fourth of July
celebration with a patriotic parade and a fantastic fireworks
display after dark in Riverside Park. Those were fun and
memorable times.
Dad planned a trip to visit our maternal grandparents
in Caldwell, Kansas, early one summer, close to the Fourth
of July. It was our first long trip, and we had our camping
supplies, suitcases and who knows what else, in a onewheeled trailer, covered with a tarpaulin.
There were no interstate highways then, so we traveled the state highways across Ohio, Indiana, Illinois and
Missouri, gliding through many small towns and large cities, through vast farmlands and crossing the mighty Mississippi River. Sometimes Dad would pull into a trailer
park and rent a space for us to pitch our tents for the night.
Mother cooked delicious meals on our Coleman stove. She
was always the trooper. Sometimes we would pull into a
roadside park, frequently situated along the highways, and
join the many other travelers camping there for the night.
Dad drove the ‘51 Chevy; Mother was in the passenger seat, and the “little boys,” as we called Daryl and Douglas, the youngest of the five Dickson boys, crowded into
what was left of the front seat. My oldest brother, Don,
next in line, Deem and I sat in the back seat. Included in
our entourage was our loyal and faithful dog, Betty. We
simply put her on the deck behind the rear seat, next to the
rear window. She could lie there and watch the world go
by. At first she did not like that situation; it did get rather
warm up there, baking in the hot sun, but soon she let
everyone know that it was her space. As soon as she hopped
in the car, she jumped right to the rear window deck.
We finally arrived in Caldwell, Kansas, and were made
welcome by our grandparents, the retired Reverend Charles
Ezra Deem and his wife, Martha. They had a small, cozy
house, big enough for the two of them, so we boys set up
camp on their screened-in rear porch. We didn’t need blankets; it was terribly hot and it didn’t cool off much during
the night.
Caldwell is just north of the Oklahoma border, and
was once a terminus of the legendary Chisholm Trail cattle
drives. The main street was extremely wide and paved but,
in the cattle-drive era, the cattle needed a wide path, so
the businesses located where the cattle wouldn’t trample
them; the town just stayed that way.
Much to our surprise and delight, we discovered the
sale of fireworks was legal in Kansas. There was a malt
shop near the house and the owner’s son, a boy my age,
was selling firecrackers, Roman candles, fountains, cherry
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bombs, lady fingers and much more in the shop. The prices
were cheap; a package of 20 firecrackers cost only a nickel.
We immediately knew where we would spend our traveling money.
We took Betty with us wherever we went. At the malt
shop one day, my brothers and I were having a cone of
malted ice cream while seated in a booth. Betty was seated
with us. There were two elderly ladies sitting in a booth on
the opposite side of the shop, eying “those unruly boys
and that dog of theirs.” Perhaps Don noticed this and, ever
the one to yank someone’s chain, would take a lick of his
cone, let Betty take a lick, then he would lick, then let
Betty lick, and on and on for the benefit of his audience.
The ladies were disgusted by that unsanitary act, scooped
up their belongings and fled the shop in a huff. We all got
a laugh at that. The ladies probably told their church social friends that the Reverend’s grandkids were uncivilized
barbarians. I guess that most of the time, we were.
We had a lot of fun with the fireworks and firecrackers. Dad cautioned us about being careful, as we were playing with explosives. We let Douglas, the youngest, play
with ladyfinger firecrackers only. They weren’t too explosive and couldn’t cause much damage if he had one go off
in his fingers, but with me – well – that is another story.
Soon, someone showed us how to make a punk. Instead of lighting a match to set off each firecracker, we cut
a small piece of cotton clothesline rope and touched a burning match to one end of it. The rope smoldered like a cigar
with the slow-burning part hot enough to ignite a fuse. I
held the punk in my right hand and a firecracker in my
left. Then I touched the fuse to the punk and, when the
fuse lit, threw the firecracker away. All this became a routine – light and throw, light and throw – so routine, in fact,
that once I inattentively reversed the routine so the punk
was in my left hand and the firecracker was in my right.
When the fuse was lit I absently threw the punk away and
kept the firecracker in my fingers. What a surprise when
the firecracker exploded! My fingers were burned, blistered and numb, but lucky for me, those were the extent of
my injuries. I learned my lesson, and it didn’t happen again.
We had a great deal of fun being creative with the firecrackers. There were a lot of mud puddles in the alley behind the house. Pretending we were engineers building a
miniature Panama Canal, Don and I would stick a firecracker in the mud next to a puddle, light the fuse and
watch as the ensuing explosion would simulate, in our
minds, removing earth to extend our canal. As I was bent
over, expertly placing the explosives for the next segment
of earth removal, I didn’t notice that Don, standing behind
me, had tossed a firecracker between my legs, landing just

below my chest on the muddy ground. When it exploded,
a great quantity of mud flew upward, striking me in the
face. Don, my brother and mentor, was roaring with laughter. If there was a lesson to be learned, I was an apt pupil
and kept a keen eye on Don from then on, especially when
firecrackers were the object of our intentions.
Nothing was safe or sacred in our family, especially
when our brothers were concerned. If I had something
stored in my suitcase, it was soon discovered by prying
eyes and hands. Don and Deem were the likely culprits. I
didn’t have any contraband in my suitcase, but I secured
the contents by wrapping a rope around it several times
and tied it with a knot even Houdini would have difficulty
untying. Don often laughed at this, saying, “Dale has his
suitcase so tied up that it would take someone half an hour
to untie it. He checks it every 15 minutes.” That was the
truth; I wanted to keep my stuff to myself.
We had a lot of fun shooting off sky rockets and Roman candles. All these were new and wonderful to us. Dad
sternly informed us that we were strictly forbidden to take
any of our new-found toys back to Pennsylvania. Well,
this was a challenge, one to which Don, Deem and I rose.
Daryl and Douglas probably didn’t even think of becoming fireworks smugglers. I don’t know what my older brothers had planned, but I wanted to take a whistling sky rocket
back. The one I wanted had a plastic propeller to help propel it, whistling, to great heights before it exploded. I dug
deeply into my mind and imagination before I came upon
the ideal smuggling solution. When everyone was involved
elsewhere I removed the rear seat of the Chevy and carefully placed the winged rocket on the floor after I had
wrapped it in some cloth padding. Securing the seat to its
normal position, I felt confident I would pass any inspection.
Dad had already searched my suitcase prior to departing Caldwell and found no contraband. But I had four packages of firecrackers with me as we returned to Greenville.
Dad wasn’t so certain his sons weren’t going to try their
hand at smuggling. As we approached the Maryland/Pennsylvania border, he stopped the car and began a pat-down
search of Don, Deem and me. I was wearing blue jeans
and had placed the firecracker packages in the rolled-up
cuffs. Fortunately they apparently weren’t visible to the
casual eye and I passed the customs inspection. I knew my
equally devious brothers had firecrackers with them, as well.
Well, we made it back to Greenville, but we had missed
the fireworks display at Riverside Park. Evidently some
vandals had stolen some sky rockets from the park, and
they had not been caught yet. We fired off some firecrackers in our back yard, which we were soon to discover, angered our neighbor. I retrieved my whistling rocket from
the car, and one evening when Dad wasn’t home, set it on
the ground and lit the fuse. As designed, the device rose in
the air, emitting a shrill whistle before it exploded. This
brought the neighbor storming out of his house, yelling
that he was calling the police... and he did! By the time the

police arrived, Dad had returned home. They figured that
we Dickson boys may have been the ones who stole the
fireworks at the park. Dad convinced them that we had
been away from town when the thefts had occurred, so, as
they left, the police cautioned us to not set off any more
illegal fireworks. Dad made it perfectly clear that there
were to be no more fireworks of any kind. We assured him
there would be no fireworks, but he didn’t mention firecrackers, did he?
We became instantly popular when our friends discovered our smuggled goods. My buddies and I walked along
the railroad tracks paralleling the Shenango River, lit firecrackers and tossed them toward the river. It was neat to
see them explode under water, when the fuse wasn’t extinguished by water. There was always an abundance of tar
chunks along the tracks, so we could wrap the tar around a
cracker, light it, and throw the mass like a hand grenade. It
seemed like innocent fun, and nobody was injured.
My brother, Deem, was always cunning... scheming
ways to make money. His goal in life was to become a
millionaire. He soon discovered he could take the firecrackers for which he had paid five cents for 20, and sell them
for five cents each. What a mark-up! He literally had kids
lined up to buy from him. I’ll wager he wished he had
smuggled many more.
I don’t know what Don did. I’m certain he had some
firecrackers, but I don’t recall any incidents regarding him.
He and his conniving cronies surely had their day.
All too soon, we ran out of firecrackers, but they had
created some fun memories.
Yes, I realize that what we had done was devious and
disrespectful to Dad, but the temptation was too much for
our Band of Brothers. I shudder now to think of what could
have happened, but what memories I have of those “Good
Old Days.”

A high station in life is earned by the gallantry with which
appalling experiences are survived with grace. Tennessee Williams
All my stories are about the action of grace on a character who
is not very willing to support it, but most people think of these
stories as hard, hopeless and brutal. Flannery O'Connor
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Sloth

Paper Clips
By Gus Daum
I had been suffering an extended period of brain drought, with an
urge to write, but without a useful thought of any appeal to me. A
bookmarked website, Creative Writing Prompts, offered the following
instruction in #11. “Write a mini-story of 300 words or less and
include each of these words: —Paper clips, principal, lunch box, swing,
girl with pink ribbon.” Here’s what I came up with... GD

T

here she was again, the girl with the pink ribbon from
Miss Evar’s first grade classroom. Mr. Jensen, the principal, had seen her outside yesterday during class time,
too. Distracted by an intervening phone call, he had then
looked again and she wasn’t there. At the moment, she
was sitting idly in the swing, head slightly downcast, as
though she could swing but didn’t know why.
He walked to the steps near the playground and called
out, “Hello, there.”
She made no response and he spoke again, “Young
lady?”
She looked up, and whimpered softly, “Are you talking to me?”
He had been approaching her swing and now saw the
tears filling her eyes. “What is it, dear? Why aren’t you in
class?”
“I’m hungry,” she sobbed.
“Didn’t you have lunch?”
“No.”
“Did you forget your lunch today?”
“No.”
“Why didn’t you have lunch?”
“It’s yesterday’s lunch.”
“Didn’t you eat lunch yesterday?”
“No.”
“Why didn’t you eat lunch yesterday”
“Someone took my paper clip.”
“Why did you want a paperclip?”
“To unlock my lunch box like Daddy showed me.”
“Did you ask Miss Evars for another paperclip for your
lunchbox?”
“Yes. She said I’d have to wait ‘til after class started.”
She broke into tears. There was a tear or two in Mr. Jensen’s
eyes as well.
He took her hand and said, “Let’s go tell Miss Evar’s
where you are. We’ll check my lunch and see if there is
anything you like. Then we’ll find another paperclip and
your lunchbox.”
“I guess that’s okay.”
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Evening light
Ruddles the bayou.
I ease into downy pillows.
Economically prop an arm
Behind my head.
Madder clouds suffuse
The horizon.
Kaleidoscopic lights sally
Into the dark.
Tranquilizing water
Laps the shore.
I fossilize.
~ Jeanette-Marie Mirich

Musical Picnic
a streak of sunlight tears
the grey fabric of the sky wide open
and the sullen imp which lives within
wets a little finger and holds it to the sky.
A balmy day coming this way!
it clambers out in haste, to seize the moment,
and scampers up the nearest hilltop ...
it’s playtime, bring on the music!
the notes scatter
from a picnic blanket shaken clapped and laid open
with the bass climbing on it steady,
and the violin soars across it like the rays of light
falling through the branches
the timpani thump thump when dew drops from above
slap and fade, slap and fade ...
then the flute drifts across, like a bird floating by
with outstretched wings, riding the thermals
and my soul sings
~ Delina Greyling

Sumac
Recent storm bully-slammed beloved Sumac tree down.
Where for days she grotesquely lay, wounded on life’s
battleground.
The arborist declared with authoritative yawn:
“These trees don’t last. Chop into firewood. It’s gone.”
Neighbor, brought saw, offering odious deed,
But beholding loved tree, rich in history, dignity,
Said, “Wait, hasty action sad regret may bring,
Broken in Spring, to life tree still clings.”
Adorned in red beveled fruit,
Her mossy limbs appear resolute.
We effort to lift her with heaves and great sighs.
Wounded warrior outstretches arms again to welcoming
sky.
Steadied, propped, tied to two sister firs,
Concrete poured ‘round trunk, her support to insure.
Through rain-soaked window pane I peer, wondering:
Birds, seeking tree’s safety and seeds, are returning.
Has she will, inner courage, to survive crushing downfall,
Regrow roots deep, self-heal, stand on her own, triumphantly tall?
Life storms tatter, tear, rupture, tempt to despair,
They push you ‘round, bend, break, throw to the ground,
so unfair.
Don’t hear the lies when some silently scold, “She’s
hopeless, too old, too broken to fix,
Best not bother with old pick-up sticks.”

Take Solace
I missed my footing, dear mother, while crossing
the chasm between boyhood and manhood.
I want you to be comforted; I wish you to know
that my Spirit, my Soul, the Essence of Me
is all around You now.
I have returned to the fabric of the Universe,
of which we all are but one woven stitch
I am now in the cloud’s reflection on the water …
in the flower nodding to the sunrise,
in the foam cresting the wave
as the sun sinks in the west.
Following the Light, my Spirit blooms …
Feel me in the rustling leaves, the caress
of the raindrops spattering against your cheek;
sense me in the moonlight falling on your bed
and the sunlight pouring in …
Please know that where I am, I want for nothing
~ Delina Greyling
Grace isn't a little prayer you chant before receiving a meal. It's
a way to live. Jackie Windspear
Learn to limit yourself; to content yourself with some definite
work; dare to be what you are and learn to resign with a good
grace all that you are not; and to believe in your own individuality.
Henri Frederic Amiel

A cherished few see my beauty, my gifts, not yet given,
Reach out, touch my hand, my heart. For this
I have striven.
I stand again, weak-kneed, shaky and
scared.
Gently they wrap round me cords
of compassionate care.
Amazing, they see what was
announced at my birth,
My radiant True Self, strength,
resilience, numinous worth.
Brave sumac, tenaciously standing,
after all you’ve been through,
Perhaps I too can make a difference to someone, even after I
stumble, crumble like you.
With inner power to heal, purpose,
and a longing to give,
No time to die, you and I, we’ve
salient reasons to live.
~ Karen Wickham
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My Favorite Coffee Cup
By Norm Maxwell

I

have many coffee cups in a cupboard above Mr. Coffee
in the kitchen. A couple weeks ago, I filled a paper bag
with at least a dozen of them gathering dust to go to Goodwill. I have my favorite mug that I use most every day. It
holds two cups with half an inch of rim to spare. If necessary, I will fish it out of the dishwasher, still dirty, for my
morning brew. None of the others will do. A couple of
months ago, I was changing the front axle bearings on the
wife’s Focus when I managed to knock my favorite cup
off the flat under the hood and onto the cement pad. The
coffee splashed and the china bounced! Clearly, this is a
special cup and it has a special story.
Some ten years ago, I was at the apex of my career of
moving metal out of the public lands for the BLM in the
Eugene District. There was a sizable backlog of abandoned
vehicles throughout the woods of Eugene District. I removed all the ones near the roads and kept up with the
ones freshly dumped but every once in a while someone
would report a “residual” – a heap that had been out in the
woods – out of sight, out of mind – for years.
Over the years, I had heard about a Chevy van that had
been dumped in a Douglas fir plantation near the Siuslaw
River. It had been left sitting there for at least a decade. I
finally got a recent report accompanied by a map with a
red “X” where the junker reputedly occupied space. I
waited until I had forestry business in the neighborhood
and reconned the site.
It didn’t take long to locate the derelict in a 20-yearold stand of reprod timber that had somehow escaped thinning. There it sat in all its glory... a 1970’s Chevy van that
was the main feature of a campsite complete with an ancient fire ring and ragged remnants of blue plastic tarps.
Judging by the scattered trash, the camp had been occupied for a full summer. Likely, when the rains came, the
campers decided they had had enough of the back-to-nature scene and because the van wouldn’t start, they left it
to rejoin civilization.
The license plates were gone, but I found a decadesold New York vehicle inspection sticker on the green windshield. The front wheels had been removed, but the back
tires hadn’t been worth the bother. The van reeked of mold
and pack rats. Nasty sleeping bags and clothes were heaped
in the interior. There were a half dozen 30-caliber holes in
the sheet metal, most likely aggravation rounds from a disgruntled hunter at the end of the day.
I could see the old skid trail where the van had driven
in on its worn tires. The trees had grown to the point where
their branches now crossed each other in the middle of the
road. It was late summer and the first serious rain would
make extricating the derelict impossible. I was due for a
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new Ford Expedition, so it made sense to scratch up the
old one before I got rid of it. The planets had aligned for
me to haul this heap.
A few days later, I was on-site with the Emu and my
vehicle recovery trailer. The Emu was a black Expedition.
It got its name because, at one time, a temp was driving it
out in the woods and discovered a half-grown emu in the
road. Somehow the temp captured the emu and stuffed it
in the back of the rig. Do you know what emus do when
you shut them in the back of a vehicle?
I took my brush-hook and commenced limbing the firs
on either side of the skid trail. A brush-hook is a medieval
looking weapon on the end of a meter-long wooden handle.
I gained a lot of experience cutting survey line through the
brush for the cadastral survey crew with one of these. I
chopped the mostly-dead limbs as high as I could reach
and let them carpet the skid trail. I brushed out close to
500 feet before I reached the little junction where the old
van had been backed off the main spur.
I moved the Emu and trailer along as I cleared the way.
The tires crunched on the dry, dead branches. Finally I got
the rig past the turn-off and began the laborious procedure
of backing the trailer the 40-yards to the abandoned van.
There wasn’t enough room to get the long trailer backed
around the angle of the intersection so I had to resort to
my famous winch-assisted turn-around. This consists of
chaining a good sized snatch block to one of the industrial
strength D-rings mounted on the sides of the trailer. Then
I fed the main line of the rear-facing trailer winch through
the snatch block and bent it off as close to a 90-degree
angle as I could get and chained it to a handy tree as high
as I could reach in order to supply a little lift.
Leaving the rig running, I then activated the winch and
it reeled in the cable. The trailer slid sideways like the
blade of a jack knife relative to the prime mover. The tires
made popping sounds as they scuffed sideways on the dried
clay. Eventually the trailer was pointed at the bumper of
the van and it took a minimum of back and forth moves to
tap its grill with the loading ramps at the end of the 18foot tilt-bed.
I had planned ahead and had brought with me two
Chevy wheels from “Mount Goodyear,” a pile of used tires
that still held air, that resides behind the office. Using the
handyman jack, I put them on the front end of the dead
van. I had to borrow two lug-nuts off of each rear wheel.
The mainline hook fit perfectly around a tie rod and the
winch took in the slack. I disconnected the shifter under
the hood and put the transmission in neutral. By an amazing fluke, the front wheels pointed straight ahead. Sometimes they are locked hard right or left but, regardless, we
always get our car.

The trailer bed tilted and the wreck rolled docilely on
board until it passed the C of G (center of gravity) and the
deck clanged level. I got out the jack again and removed
all the tires and threw them inside the van. The old red
wreck rested on its hubs on the scarred steel deck. I then
got garbage bags out of the back of the Expedition and
started in on all the animal-scattered trash. I looked down
and there amongst all of the decade-old trash, I saw a colorful coffee cup lying on its side.
It fascinated me. It had a polychrome panorama starting from one side of the handle and ending on the other.
Starting from the left side of the handle, a jaguar peers out
of the bushes across a waterfall at a monkey hanging by
his tail in a tree. Next to the monkey are three grass huts,
then two giant blue butterflies and then a toucan with another waterfall by the handle. The entire background is
composed of leaves and flowers and fruit. It was just the
right size cup and so I carefully stowed it in the Emu and
went back to picking up junk.
After collecting half a dozen bags of trash and throwing them into the van, I chained down my load and put the
Emu in four-low and drove over all the crackly limbs back
to the gravel. I paused on the four-inch minus to allow the
Emu to shift electrically back into two-high just as it started
to rain.
At the office, after passing in review through the parking lot, I stopped at the dumpster to offload my trash and
then pulled around back to throw the tires back on Mount
Goodyear and prep the heap for the steel yard.
The cup was a bonus for what I consider to be a job
well-done.
Beauty without grace is the hook without the bait. Ralph Waldo
Emerson

A Fear I Fear
A fear, I fear, won’t likely cease
contending with my inner voice
each mealtime presents a choice
to be or not to be obese
~ Jean Marie Purcell

One More Thing That Sets an Elephant
Apart
At birth, tadpoles, kittens, you, me and pups
don’t look at all like: frogs, cats, dogs or grown-ups.
Called a calf, he’s a tiny replica,
the baby pachyderm, of dad or ma.
~ Jean Marie Purcell

High Adventure, Low Pay
An angel may whisper, the devil may shout~
Bad luck most likely, will bless you with doubt~
A lifetime of decision and rules to abide~
You follow your dreams one step at a time~
Your mood may soar or drop to the depths~
You’re free to wander ‘til the future is met~
The love of a woman keeps lonely away~
Flowers are cheerful but destined to fade~
Your health once abundant is now a far cry~
You’re as young as you feel, ‘til the day that you die~
You think when you’re young, you know all there is~
You struggle with lessons life has to give~
I’ll have few regrets when I reach old age~
I’ve chased high adventure for very low pay~

Grace is given to heal the spiritually sick, not to decorate spiritual
heroes. Martin Luther

~ Dana Graves

Rain is grace; rain is the sky condescending to the earth; without
rain, there would be no life. John Updike

Dana Graves is a returning contributor to Groundwaters. He is the
son of Mildred “Millie”Thacker Graves
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Graceful Jazz
By John Henry
“We don’t see things as they are, we see them as we are.” – Anais Nin

F

aith was too good to be true. As a newborn, she slept
through the night. She was potty-trained early. She was
obedient and quiet. Her mother wanted her to be a Shirley
Temple and Faith trooped off to dancing and acting classes
before beginning kindergarten. She sang and learned piano,
too. Mommy took her to auditions for plays and musicals.
Faith worked hard and kept a happy face. But she was chorus-quality, never the lead. She memorized lines easily and
took direction well, but her voice was squeaky, her gait lopping, her nose and chin too long, her glasses thick. She was
likeable but not a Shirley Temple cutie-pie. But, if Mommy
wanted her to try, try again, Faith was wholeheartedly up to
the task.
Mommy prayed that Faith would grow out of her awkwardness. With all her excellent teachers and perseverance,
Faith would excel once she was out of this ugly-duckling
stage. So, Faith persisted with her dancing, acting, singing
and piano lessons. She was energetic and well-groomed, but
never quite right for the leading role. Her parents were
pleased with her effort but, finally, accepted that she would
never be a star. But they were certain that Faith had learned
valuable life skills that would serve her well.
Faith was sent to an all-girls’ Catholic high school. The
nuns wanted the girls to be studious and saintly. Faith was
popular with the good nuns and accepted as “Miss Goody
Two Shoes” by her peers. Faith got A’s in all her classes and
practiced piano at home every night. Faith did not have time
for friends or fun. Her mother finally stopped the theatrical
classes. Now there was time to read the classics and learn
foreign languages. Faith never argued and accepted the authority of her elders. She did as she was told and kept a
smile on her face. Faith was the perfect student, the perfect
young lady.
Faith received scholarships to several universities and
her parents convinced her that Marygrove College was right
for her. Faith went to study Music and Medieval History,
subjects her parents approved of. Faith’s roommate was
Gwynn who was majoring in painting and sculpture. As neat
and tidy as Faith was, Gwynn was disorganized and sloppy.
Faith was studying five hours a day, while Gwynn was dating, playing Lacrosse and would probably get incompletes
in all her classes. Gwynn was humorous, generous and
charming. They were a dorm odd-couple. In spite of knowing better, Faith liked Gwynn just as she was, with all her
social warts and vivacity.
Daddy and Mommy received daily phone calls from
Faith and heard exactly what they expected. Faith was doing what they wanted her to do. They drove to campus frequently to see that everything was going as planned. On
these days, Faith tidied up after Gwynn. Faith picked
Gwynn’s dirty clothes up off the floor, made her bed, even
opened a few books on Gwynn’s desk and asked her, pretty
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please, to stay away for the day. Faith set the stage for a
happy visit.
Her Mommy and Daddy taught English and Social Studies in a middle school. Naturally, they reviewed her notetaking, checked her assignments, and looked over her weekend homework. They took Faith to the university museum
or some cultural enrichment. They left promptly at fourthirty, very pleased with Faith and themselves. On leaving,
Daddy gave her a twenty-dollar bill and a short lecture,
“Faith, we know you’ll not be tempted to do the wrong things
here at college. We trust that you’ll work hard and make us
proud of you. We expect you to be a proper young lady.”
Faith walked up from the parking lot relaxing the forced
smile off her face. She opened her dorm room and sat at her
desk in the dark. It was Sunday night and she had no more
homework. She could go to the music school and practice
her piano. After all, you can never practice enough. She
heard the door creak open and in the hall light, she saw
Gwynn peering in. Faith said, “It’s all right. My parents
have gone home. I’m free.”
Gwynn laughed, “Roomy, you are not free. You are
maybe less oppressed with them one hundred miles away,
but free is not what I’ve seen much in you.” She sprawled
on her bed, put her I-Pod ear plugs in and closed her eyes.
Faith went to the music school. She walked at a quick
pace, ignoring the starry night and the full moon. She went
to her locker and got out the sheet music for her private
lesson on Wednesday. She hit a wrong note and stopped. A
young man with a wispy beard was across the way strumming his guitar. He looked at her and said, “Hey, you play
pretty good. Do you want to get ice cream or something
when you’re done?”
Faith looked down at the keyboard and thought; I’m not
free to go with you. Besides I don’t know you and why would
I want to go even if I was free. Besides, I’m watching my
weight.
The young man laughed and said, “Are you balancing
the pros and cons? You seem to be thinking really hard. It’s
only ice cream. I’ll treat. I’m not asking you to join my
harem.”
Faith laughed. This young man was inches shorter than
she, needed to cut his bushy red hair, and looked like Woody
Allen. Faith said, “Tell me all about your harem. I might
want to put in an application.”
The young man blushed, but responded, “Well, you
could be the beginning of my harem.” He had a cute dimple
and continued, “I’m Daniel and Jewish and have a scholarship here. I promise not to spike your ice cream and carry
you off to the Kasbah. Do you want to go or not?”
Faith played chop sticks on the piano and thought, So
Gwynn doesn’t think I’m the least bit free. Well, Mr. Daniel
Jewish Scholarship, you may buy me a peach ice cream cone.

Faith was a sophomore when she changed majors. Faith
considered what she could do career-wise, majoring in Medieval History and Music. She talked it over with Daniel
and Gwynn. She liked music, so maybe she’d minor in music but history was too boring and she would end up teaching and have a life like her parents. She decided she’d try
science and see if pre-med would work out. Daniel was still
buying her ice cream cones and convinced her to play electric keyboard in his jazz band. Faith found she liked playing
jazz
Faith’s parents visited her less often and when they did,
she would borrow history textbooks from a friend down the
hall. Faith presented exactly what Mommy and Daddy expected. She even had separate outfits for their visits – goodgirl clothes. She let them talk and talk. Faith was pretty sure
that if she got all A’s in her science classes, her parents
would probably be OK with her change of focus. In the
meantime, she let them go on thinking of her as they wanted
her to be.
Faith’s parents soon found out. She knew what they
expected of her and had been very good at providing this
pretense; but she couldn’t exactly lie to them. She skirted
the issue of Medieval History, but Daddy wanted updates
on her research, her graded papers, her theories on Elizabethan politics. Finally in a burst of tears, Faith explained,
“I’m not taking history this term.” They railed at her about
the need to stay immersed in her major field. They went on
and on. Finally, Faith said, “I don’t think I would be happy
being a historian.” They were shocked and spoke of plans,
job security after college, playing it safe. Faith took a deep
breath and said, “Mommy and Daddy, please stop. This is
my education. I want to try some other classes. I want to
explore some other possibilities”
Daddy said, “Faith we want only what’s best for you.
Who knows you better than us? Drop this silliness, or you
will have to come home with us and enroll at the community college. This Marygrove College campus life is obviously all wrong for you.”
Tears dripped down Faith’s cheeks. She looked at her
upset parents and thought how easily she could capitulate
and please them. She thought that they would be happy if
she were their compliant little girl again. She thought of
Gwynn and Daniel and her life at Marygrove College. She
went to lectures, plays, foreign movies and music concerts.
She read books that her parents would never approve of.
Her friends were diverse and she liked kissing Daniel very
much.
Faith gave her parents a weak smile and said, “I love
you both but I love my university life, too. I earned my scholarship and it is not costing you anything. I have a four-point
grade average. I want to find out who I am. I don’t like
history. I still adore music but have discovered that I really
like playing jazz.” She took another breath and said, “I want
to be ME. I want to figure out things about myself.
Marygrove College is a place I can explore my interests. I
need to stay here. And I want you to love me for who I am

and what I can become, even if it is different from what you
want for me.”
Her parents were even more distressed. Faith was so
tempted to return to cover, to be what they wanted. She
listened to her father fume, and jazz started bubbling up in
her. She thought of an improv variation to a tune that she
and Daniel’s band were rehearsing. Faith heard her father
say, “... and you’ve let us down after all we’ve sacrificed.
Young lady, you are in danger of losing everything we’ve
worked so hard for.”
Faith’s thin smile turned down. She tearfully refused to
return home. Her parents grumbled in disapproval and left
for home without a hug or kiss goodbye. Faith received encouragement from Gwynn and Daniel, but it was a disturbing and tumultuous week. She called home, but her parents were stand-offish and brusque. Faith regretted that they
were dissatisfied with her, but she wanted to be happy with
her life, not live a life designed by someone else. She wanted
to live honestly, not as a chameleon. Faith wrote her parents
a long letter and described how she was on the long journey
to becoming an adult. She was anxious but, like playing
jazz, she was getting better at it. She told them that she was
taking a women’s study class with Gwynn and playing jazz
in Daniel’s band. Faith closed with “I want to know who I
am. Please try to understand. I will always love and respect
you. P.S. Please come and hear Daniel’s jazz band on Saturday night at seven at the Bitter Brew Coffee House.”
On Saturday evening, Faith changed into flamboyant
clothes, borrowed from Gwynn. She put on glittering
makeup. Faith felt full of nervous energy as she went on
stage to perform with Daniel’s jazz band. Her parents shyly
came into the coffee house during the first set and sat near
the back. Their loudest applause was after each of Faith’s
solos. At break, Faith joined her parents. They had big smiles.
Her Daddy hugged her and whispered, “You played wonderfully. We’ll always be your biggest fan.”
It was a long, dusty road with hairpin turns, detours,
quite a few pot holes, speed bumps and ups and downs. But
Faith had the time of her life on the long highway to selfdiscovery.
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Cookin’ With Jen

P

erhaps now that “summer” has come, it will really trickle
down and allow us Oregonians to do the summertime
things we love so well-- be outside, bar-b-que, picnic, hike,
etc. In that spirit, I went to one of my favorite old cookbooks, The Prudence Penny Regional Cookbook (1939) for inspiration on a summe-time menu or two.
Following are ideas from the cookbook’s Western Cook
Book of Pioneer and Modern Recipes.

Colombia River Salmon
Clean and scale a whole small salmon (4 lbs.) or center
section of fish. Rub inside and out with salt, brush outside
with oil and place on greased piece of foil. Cook on a grill
until opaque.
You could end your picnic or summer meal with a slice
of cake or a cookie like these:

Stuffed Avocados
2 avocados
Salt
1 t. minced onion
Mixed greens

lemon juice
1, 8 oz. package cream cheese
½ t. celery salt
French dressing

Cut avocados in half lengthwise, remove pits, peel and hollow out stem ends slightly. Sprinkle inside and out with
lemon juice and salt. Combine cheese, onion, and celery
salt and blend. Fill halves with cheese mixture and garnish
with pimento. Chill thoroughly. Serves 4.

Stuffed Cantaloupe Salad
2 cantaloupes
1 slice fresh pineapple
12 watermelon balls, grapefruit segments and orange
sections
1 c. raspberries
½ c. seedless grapes
1 c. mint or lime ice (sorbet)
Chill fruit well. Cut cantaloupe in half crosswise, and remove seeds. Arrange other fruit in cantaloupe attractively,
reserving 4 raspberries for garnishing. Just before serving,
place a small scoop of mint or lime ice on top of each salad
and top with raspberry and 2 mint leaves. Serves 4.

Now we’ve got refreshing salads covered. Add a loaf of
sourdough bread and come cheese, and there’s the foundation for a picnic.Add leftover bar-b-qued salmon, chicken
or any thinly sliced cold meat.
Here’s Prudence Penny’s idea for how to grill salmon:
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Cowboy Crumb Cake
2 ½ c. sifted cake flour
½ t. salt
2 c. brown sugar
2/3 c. shortening
½ t. cinnamon
½ t. nutmeg
2 t. baking powder
½ t. cinnamon
2 eggs, well beaten
½ t. baking soda
1 c. sour cream
Combine flour, salt and brown sugar; add shortening and
cut with a pastry blender or two knives until mixture is
very crumbly. Reserve ½ cup of these crumbs for the top of
cake. To the remaining crumbs add mixed spices, soda and
baking powder. Beat the eggs, combine with sour cream
and add to crumb mixture. Beat until smooth. Spread batter in 2 well-greased cake pans and sprinkle top with reserved crumbs. Bake at 350 degrees for 20 minutes.

Date Bars
1 c. sugar
2 eggs , well beaten
1 c. sifted flour
½ c. chopped nuts

1 T. melted butter
1 T. hot water
1 t. baking powder
1 lb. chopped dates
¼ t. salt

Mix ingredients in order given, then spread into a long,
shallow (9 x 13) greased pan. Bake at 350 degrees 20-25
minutes. Remove from pan while hot, cut in strips 3 inches
long, and ½ inch wide. Roll in powdered sugar and store
covered.

KMR Save the World
By Reese Erhart

H

“

Life
The trees, the grass,
The water, the air.
LIFE
That is
What Grace
Is to me.
~ Trevor Grogan
Trevor is an 11-year-old, homeschooled, sixth grader. He’s a Boy Scout in
the Veneta Troop and enjoys camping and hiking. His other interests
include building LEGOs and playing X-Box games. He lives on a small
farm outside ofVeneta with his brother, sister, parents, dogs, chickens and
pet rat.

ey MiKayla,” said Reese.
Kaelyn joined, “Hey Buddies, what are you doing?”
“I was just about to tell MiKayla about going on a trip
to the clouds. Want to come with me?” Reese said.
“Sure,” said Kaelyn.
“Can I come too?” said MiKayla.
“Of course,” Reese said.
The next day, we all met at our hangout area and packed
food, games and clothes. They put all their stuff in the
helicopter and flew away to the clouds.
“It’s Candyland up here,” MiKayla shouted.
“Good thing I brought my camera,” Reese said. “Look
over there—a bunch of gingerbread men, and they’re angry.”
“RUN!” we all shouted.
They weren’t attacking the little girls, they were attacking Earth. It was up to Kaelyn, MiKayla and Reese to
save the world.

Messes For Dresses

G

roundwaters' Jennifer Chambers was lucky enough
to be able to teach writing to two groups of Talented
and Gifted students this past school year at Veneta Elementary School. They learned about things like writing with
differnt perspectives, infusing creativity into thier writing,
writing dialogue and collaborative journalism. The classes
culminated in a book and in a school newsletter as thier
final projects. We share some of the student's writing here.

Swedes
There once was an asparagus
Who despised his brother Pickle
And also
His Swedish-style bicycle
But of Little Miss Carrot
Tall and slim
The only thing he hated
Was her Swedish-style hymn
And of his place, he did hate
It made him swear like the dickens
And yes, ‘twas because
Of his Swedish-looking chickens
Then one day
He was grabbed by a Swedish Chef
And was put in a casserole
Served with a side of Teff

~ Sol Howell Gilbert

By Emma Johnson

I

“ ’ll never forgive you!’” A stranger said, a little too loud
for a full bus.
What the – why would – wait a minute!
“But, it wasn’t my fault! I swear on my life!” The
blonde woman said
Meow! This will be a cat fight for sure! I wonder what
the big...
“I cannot believe you would do that! To think we were
best friends,” the brunette said, horrified.
“I didn’t know. I... I really didn’t know how mustard
stains,” the blonde said with a sad look.
“Maybe you should have thought of that before you
ruined and stretched out my dress.” The brunette was raging over the tiniest things. I just didn’t get it.
The brunette lunged at the blonde. Suddenly the blonde
was pushed against the window .
“I think I broke a nail! I guess now we’re even,” the
blonde said.
That was intense for a stupid dress. Well, I guess that’s
over.
“Oh, nooo. We are not even! Your cheap two-dollar
manicure. That was a Fezeeni, $582.99 Model 2937, from
year collection 2013. It was the top sold! You are soooo
buying it!”
The bus wailed and screeched to a stop. I guess I better add that story to the “How was your day?” story Mom
and Dad always ask me about.
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Kiwi – The Real Miracle Dog
By Cori Grogan

O

n December 25, 2008, a little miracle was born. That
little miracle was a little dog named Kiwi. I met Kiwi
when she was three months old. I was eleven. I fell in love
with Kiwi the very minute I saw her. For the next few
months Kiwi and I were the best of friends. Everywhere I
went, I wanted to take her with me – to piano lesson,
sleepovers, and even to McDonalds.
When Kiwi was eight months old, my grandmother
noticed that Kiwi was walking kind of funny. We took her
to the vet. I thought it was probably nothing serious. Just a
sprain. It could be fixed with medication…or so I thought.
The vet took x-rays of Kiwi’s hind legs. That’s when I
found out that Kiwi, my little eight-month-old puppy, my
pride and joy, my little furry baby, had severe hip-dysplasia! My whole world shattered into millions, trillions,
zillions of pieces. My eyes filled with tears, but I wiped
them away before they could fall. There was a huge lump
in my throat. The vet suggested that we put her down. I
told the that vet, “Absolutely not!” She told us about surgeries and pain-killers that might help. My grandmother
decided we should go home and discuss our options.
All the way home, I was quiet. I didn’t know much
about hip-dysplasia. A little part of me thought that hipdysplasia could be cured, but a bigger part of me knew
that it couldn’t be cured.
That evening, everyone in my family cried. I thought,
how could I love a dog with hip dysplasia? My dog was
supposed to be perfect. Kiwi moped and walked through
the house that same evening, looking at everyone with huge
sad eyes. She seemed to be saying, “Please don’t kill me.”
The next morning, things didn’t seem so bad and I realized that I really did love Kiwi. I was going to keep her
alive. We decided to get her some doggy aspirin to kill the
hip-dysplasia pain for her.
Today, Kiwi is three years old and hardly needs her
aspirin at all. She lives on a daily joint supplement and my
prayers. I thank God for Kiwi every day. To other people,
she appears to just be a really lucky dog, but to me, she is
my little miracle from
God.

Cori is the 14-year-old owner
of Kiwi, an Australian Shepherd/
Border Collie mix. Kiwi likes to
go for “walks” in a slightly
modified baby stroller, but she
runs on her own four feet when
she helps herd the family horses
in from the pasture. She has a
fan page on Facebook as “Kiwi
Maxine Grogan.”
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Fun with photography! Hayley Kau (both of them), Gabriel
Baune and Casey Willits of Crow High School

Cow Wrangling
By Hayley Kau

I

t was a nice summer day that I was going to enjoy by
just lying out in the sun until I heard the four words I
hate most: “the cows are out.”
It seems like every summer, at least one day out of every month, the cows break through the fence and go to our
neighbor’s field, across the creek.
This time, we had to go and saddle up the horses because the stupid cows were too far out to rescue on foot. I
went out to the barn and got the horse I was going to ride.
That horse's name was Raffeen. First, I had to haul the
saddle and the saddle blanket from the truck all the way to
the horses. The only person who was on foot was my dad.
He brought a lasso.
When we reached the herd, there was this one cow
who just kept running away. When my dad finally got that
lasso around its neck, she took off–with my dad trying to
hang on for dear life. It seemed like my dad was on
water skis. I was laughing so hard
I almost fell off my horse. It
took us a while after that to
catch that cow.

Hayley Kau was a freshman when she wrote the cow story. She is now
an incoming senior at Crow High School. Hayley also happens to be
the daughter of Brian and Michele Kau, and the granddaughter of Pat
and Jim Edwards. Because we did not get the expected submission for
this space by print time, I decided to insert this story, which I’ve always
wanted to use in Groundwaters.Thanks, Hay! pe
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Community News

A Look Back In Time

T

here are so many things going on this summer! Start
with the Veneta Pool. Area residents can choose from
recreational swim, swimming lessons and private rentals
as well as water aerobics classes. Out-of-city residents pay
a small amount more. We’re lucky to have such a beautiful
facility in our area, so take advantage of the pool if you
want some relief from the heat!

D

on’t forget, there are options available for those of
you who may need food assistance in the rural Lane
County area. Emergency food boxes and senior and disabled meals are available at the Tony Garcia Service Center in Veneta. You may visit http://www.foodforlane
county.org for food box times/dates and at http://
www.laneseniormeals.com for meal sites and times. A new
feature of Senior and Disabled Services is a Farmer’s
Market Subsidy, where checks can be spent at local
Farmer’s Markets for fresh fruit and vegetables.

F

armer’s Markets are now open in many places around
the County. In addition to Eugene’s Farmer’s Market,
(attached to the Saturday Market) there is a Friday Market
in Veneta. Creswell’s Farmer’s Market is on Tuesdays from
4-6 p.m. on South 2nd Street. In Cottage Grove visit the
Grower’s Market, Wednesdays from 4-7 p.m. in Coiner
Park.
Other community-based programs exist to help out
those who need a meal or just companionship, fellowship
and fun.Valley United Methodist Church in Veneta has a
free community meal each Sunday night at 5:00 p.m. This
is open to all.

S

t. Catherine of Siena will host its annual Beef Pit BBQ
on Sunday, July 29, from 12-5:00 p.m. 1500 pounds of
beef is slow cooked overnight and there is a silent and oral
auction, as well. St. Catherine’s is located at 25181 E.
Broadway in Veneta.

I

haven’t even mentioned Festivals yet… The Oregon
Country Fair is July 13, 14 and 15 this year. Get tickets at http://www.oregoncountryfair.org. The Chili Cookoff in Cottage Grove is July 28 from 11-3 in downtown
Cottage Grove. Fairy World is July 28-29 at Mount Pisgah
is Eugene. That’s just a small sampling. Find all festivals
in our area by checking http://www.eugenecascades
coast.org.

L

ocally, the Lorane Grange will be hosting a community garage sale on Saturday, July 14. Then, its twoevent celebration, consisting of the Lorane Old-Timer’s
Picnic and the Lorane Ice Cream Social will be held on
Sunday, August 12. The picnic will be headquartered at
the Lorane Grange and the Ice Cream Social, which is sponsored by the Lorane Fire Department each year, will take
place in the area around the fire station, school and church.
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Women’s gymnastics... the epitome of grace and power!
Mary Lou Retton, winner of the women's individual all-around
competition in the 1984 Summer Olympics
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Youth Programs are Tuesdays at 1:30
July 3rd: Pajama Story Time
July 10th: Owl Fest
July 17th: Monster Mash
July 24th: Glow Party!
July 31st: Star Wars
Teen Programs are Thursdays at 1:00
July 5th: Dream Journals
Friday July 13th, 6-8pm: Light up the Night
July 19th: Monster Party
July 26th: Books and Bags
Preschool Story time, Every Wednesday at 10:45am:
Join us for songs, stories and a simple craft! This story
time is open to all ages but is geared towards preschoolers.
Toddler Time, Every Friday at 11am:
Join us for songs, short stories and fingerplays. This is
geared towards children ages 1-3.

QUESTION

If you like what you read, pass it on

