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“An Unexpected Change” A pointilism-style of artwork
done in 1993 by Lynda Hain before her death in April 2006.
Lynda was the wife of Earl Hain. According to Earl, “The
drawing is of a (former) tree lot... just across Hall Road
from our house... that used to be full of awesome and majestic Douglas fir trees...”
Lynda wrote the following biography for the Spring
2005 issue:
“I was born in Ohio and lived “out in the country” for the
first 15 years of my life. I’ve preferred rural life ever since,
although I have had some remarkable urban experiences
in the interim. Earl and I married at 20 and began a vagabond adventure that enabled us to live in many different
places, until settling in Oregon 27 years later in 1983. I
have taught drawing at the college level, worked for the
U.S. Army in Germany, painted commissioned works,
raised rabbits commercially, been Mom to three grown
children and Gram to eight grandchildren, and owned an
art gallery. I am a volunteer mediator in Small Claims
Court and write a Womenspace column in the Tri-County
News. Life is never dull and I have never been bored.”
The artwork was previously published in the Winter 2006
issue of Groundwaters. This is one of our retro pieces that
we are offering you from the earlier issues of our magazine. Our thanks to Earl Hain for allowing us to share his
wife’s considerable talent once again.

“Question”

2013
January - “Remote”
April - “Game”
July - “Mission”
October - “Reflect”

October 2012

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

T

here is an old adage that, loosely paraphrased, means
that to step out of your comfort zone can expand your
perspective. I did that when Groundwaters was invited to
be involved with the Poetry Workshop Writing Series over
this summer. I was on the poetry selection and planning
committee. The three-part series culminated in the release
of the Eugene 150th Birthday Poetry Collection, now available through Amazon.com.
Most of my adult life, I’ve written fiction. There has
been the occasional non-fiction article for Groundwaters
and my brief career as a reporter for the Fern Ridge Review, but for the most part, I make things up. I won’t deny
it’s been fun.
As a teen recovering from a brain injury incurred in a
car accident, I wrote a lot of poetry – what I call BAD
poetry – self-indulgent maybe, angry for certain, whiny
sometimes, all about how it felt to be in my situation. It
served a purpose. Luckily most of it never saw the light of
day.
As an insular person, I read everything I could get my
hands on. Then I found Shakespeare and swooned over the
meter and the sounds of the words he wrote. In college, I
was introduced to poetry beyond Shakespeare, and found
that despite my misgivings about my own work (for I recognized it for what it was even at the time) I could enjoy
poetry for its own sake. It’s a beautiful way to tell a story.
As a fiction writer, I often worry that I won’t “get”
many kinds of poems. I’m not alone. I think that is what
puts a lot of people off of poetry. At heart, I am a literalist,
so it goes against the grain sometimes to peel back the layers of a good poem. I’m learning, though.
The process of working on the Poetry Collection was
much like we do at Groundwaters magazine. The four of
us on the panel – Eugene poet and head of the group, C.
Steven Blue, Jon LaBrousse, Deb Casey and me, received
copies of the entrants’ poems and brought them home to
study. That was my favorite part. I could read and re-read;
I could absorb it.
The works are so varied. It’s refreshing to go from free
verse to haiku in the same volume, with the loose thread
“Eugene” holding it together. Like facets of the same gem,
these are so many people’s different perspectives of what
Eugene is for them. That is what I’ve come to believe about
poetry – that the process of reading it opens a window into
another point of view. It’s a drama in miniature.

I’ve been trying to write some poetry again. The tough
part is not to write the bad stuff. If I’m being honest, I
know fiction is my strong suit, but I sure did learn about
how hard poetry was to write during this series. Here I
can, as a fiction writer, say my piece in a novel-length
piece, many times, many ways, lots of analogies. These
poets often say it in a page or less!
Kudos to the poets included in the book. I am glad for
the chance to expand my own horizons, and hope the book
is well-received.
~ Jennifer Byers Chambers

Eugene
“150th Birthday Celebration”
Poetry Collection
Published by
Arrowcloud Press and
Groundwaters Publishing, LLC
Featuring Eugene-themed poetry written by
local poets including Groundwaters’ own
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Order
on-line
at
w w w. A m a z o n . c o m ,
www.Createspace.com,
www.BarnesandNoble.com
or

Contact C. Steven Blue at csblue@hotmail.com

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!
4

Groundwaters

October 2012

The Philosopher’s
Corner
Thinking outside the box
By Jimminy Cricket

Questions Anyone?

W

hat’s my question? That’s perhaps the first question. Is there anything that really cannot or should
not be questioned? I think not. I wonder how our life’s
experiences would change if we stopped from time to time
to carefully and insightfully question… question everything that we think, know and believe.
As I have grown older I find my perceptions and perspectives are changing. There is no facet of me that is beyond questioning, and it has been my experience that this
is a good thing! There is an evolving sense of freedom in
not being locked into inherited second-hand truth and opinion. The willingness to look deeper, to look past what one
has been taught and told and, beyond the obvious always
reveals a greater depth of meaning and vast possibilities.
This approach to understanding life has led me to say what
some of you have heard me say before, there are no onesided coins. There’s always another way to look at things,
another way to feel, to understand, to react and be.
Perhaps the greatest gift life has given me is the stillgrowing awareness that the question is more important than
the answer. It has been a long, sometimes challenging process; I was preoccupied with answers for the first half of
my life and I slowly realized that all too often, the acquisition of answers really got me nowhere. Life is so much
more than playing Jeopardy. My perception is that the
purpose of the question lies not in its answer but in the
further questions it will lead to.
But, you might say, are there no absolutes? No “rocks
are hard; water’s wet” solid foundational beliefs upon
which to anchor our lives, hopes and dreams? Of course
there are! But even these represent but one side of the coin;
truth, faith and knowing have many facets, many sides to
consider and understand. Truth is the stuff of infinite possibility and Truth patiently waits our awareness and our
willingness to embrace a greater, deeper, more personal
relationship with the Truth. No one has ever captured the
whole of the Truth of anything, whatever we see, think,
believe and know the truth to be, there is always more to it
than we now see, know and understand. Infinite possibility awaits and welcomes our questions, always.
What’s the Number One question on your mind? What
hoped-for result have you projected upon its forthcoming
answer? Will that answer bring you more peace of mind?
More freedom? More security? Really? Would it perhaps
reveal greater possibilities and potential? Will it lead you

forward in the pursuit of your life’s purpose and dream? If
not, perhaps there are other questions you could be asking.
Earlier, as I began writing this, I asked myself why I
was writing this piece. The answer is complex; the writing
process is fun, it informs me and the process leads me always to the edges of unexplored territory. And, it fires up
the neural networks in my head, that’s good exercise for
the brain and as you might suppose, it opens my mind to
more questions. I also admit to the thought that there just
might be some little thing in what I’m saying that will lead
the reader to a personal question pregnant with greater possibilities. Such questions, I think, are the best questions.
A final thought or two (perhaps it would be better stated
as a beginning thought); there is far more value and profit
in the questions that you ask yourself than in any question
you could ask anyone else. Inspired teachers, gurus, saints
and sages throughout the ages have pointed to there being
a great untapped reservoir of knowing within each of us
that we can learn to tap into. The keys that open wisdom’s
door are willingness and awareness coupled with intentional, inspired and patient listening. The “trick” is in going beyond what is already known and believed, beyond
the persistent voice of the ego-centric intellect in finding
and focusing on what some have called the higher self.
Can you entertain the idea that there just might be such
a place within you? It is the source of your deepest desires
and fondest dreams. It is my belief that you can open the
door, step within and by listening intently, discover the
wisdom’s questions that will lead you forward into the
experience of your highest good. Such is the true adventure and purpose of life.

A Flustered Poet
In my waking hours I sit.
Daydreaming; imagination runs rampant.
Words darting in my gray-matter.
Images flash before me.
I scurry to jot them down.
Thoughts are coming as lightning now .
Tomorrow I shall ponder them through.
Much indulgence is needed here.
Words to sharpen, things to make quick
No character or pattern, I fear.
Images disentangled.
Phrases become absolute.
The words have excitement and imagination.
Story is complete now.
Author is Satisfied.
~ Jessie Stinson
October 2012
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What is the Question?

The Question

Humans often ponder
The answers to many things,
Like why do dogs have tails
And why do birds have wings?

where were you last night?

Deeper questions follow
To ease worries, doubts, and fears.
We seek out words of wisdom
From those enlightened by their years.

Oh! how I hate not to know!!

I called your mom, she didn’t know...
she thought you were with us, at home..

the kids were waiting to eat dinner with you
we put your plate in the oven
to keep it warm.
but you never came...

But the answer that’s eluded
Many a wise man and a king
Is the one of life
The universe and everything.

where were you last night?
the kids were hoping for you to put them to bed
like you always do.
we knelt and prayed for your safety.

To find a simple answer
I think that I should mention,
You have to first discover
What exactly is the question.

where were you last night?

~ Shelly Grogan

?

imprisoned by my questions, like before...
they consume me...

?
?

?

How can I ask you, where you were last night?
is it better to know or not to know?
~ Barbara Newman

Where Are You?
some days the effort
of scouting for a soul mate
asks more than she can give
singed by her signal fire
she wants to just go home and hibernate

where are you?
she knows you’re out there ...
put on your standing yellow feather!
let your horse rear up
and go to her, hooves thundering
~ Delina Greyling
Groundwaters

A question that sometimes drives me hazy: am I or are the
others crazy? ~ Albert Einstein
The question isn't who is going to let me; it's who is going
to stop me. ~ Ayn Rand
In all affairs it's a healthy thing now and then to hang a
question mark on the things you have long taken for
granted. ~ Bertrand Russell

but to hibernate alone
is stultifying, so Hopeful Moon
goes out on the ridge again
hand over eyes,
scouting the horizon for her brave

6

I have been pacing, and waiting for you, by the window...
the dark night is finally over...
now, the morning’s first light has locked me in...

October 2012
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Depression

Haunted

By Karen Wickham

By Norm Maxwell

ike a heavy blue fog, he seems to descend from no
where, from the secret hiding places in my mind. It
curls around my space like toxic smoke, takes up residence
in my mental labyrinth and refuses to be banished, to go
back from whence it came. He sits, as it were, across the
room from me with a wicked malevolent grimace on his
old, too familiar face, perhaps daring me to resist him and
his truth-coated lies. I try.
I have been running from him all day, from the living
room, to the kitchen, to my favorite comfy chair in the
sun-room and back again, trying to ignore that insistent
negative drone: “You did that badly. Why would they want
to call you? What are you worth? You have no friends.
Look at this mess, You can’t find anything. This can never
be sorted out. It is hopeless. Why even try? You’ll never
measure up. What’s it all for anyway? You can’t do that.
You’ll do it wrong again. When will you ever learn? Look
at all you have and still you are discontent. What is the
point of it all? You should get a life!”
SHUT UP!
I’ll take a nap, eat something, go for a walk, list my
priorities, frenetically begin sorting things, go buy something, attempt meditating, run away, hide. I’ll try looking
on the bright side: Count my accomplishments, recite my
blessings, pray. No use. Still The Dark One stalks and shadows me, harasses me with that knowing wicked grin, ready
to do battle or wear me down. No doubt he’d settle for
either.
It has taken me all day – actually a lifetime on and off
– but I think I finally get it. Yes, I know what I must do.
My wise guide, my instructor is a 14th Century poet. Like
light seeping in from above, Rumi tickles my mind. I smile.
A glimmering shaft of understanding begins breaking in
to this dark, descending airless cave of mental noise.
In his poem, “The Guest House,” Rumi advises me to
treat Depression like an unexpected but welcome visitor. I
am the guest house and he is a guest in my home. Treat
him honorably, sit with him, inquire of his wants and needs.
Listen to and respect this one. Weigh the truth of what he
says. “He may be your teacher or perhaps he is clearing
you out for some new delight.” Be grateful for his arrival,
as for the other guests in turn – shame, joy, resentment,
meanness, momentary awareness, fear, disappointment,
contentment, anger. Invite them all in with gratitude, because, Rumi suggests, “each has been sent as a guide from
beyond.”
So... “Depression, welcome. Come sit here beside me.
Let’s have a cup of tea together. Share your message with
me. Tell me why you have come. What do you need from
me?”
Hmmmmm... Now that’s strange. Where did he go?

I

am starting to think my shop is haunted. It started a
month or so ago when I went out to get something out
of the freezer in the back of the metal shop building. As I
unlocked the door and flipped on the lights, I noticed that
one of the four-foot shop lamps, suspended from the ceiling, was swinging back and forth. I assume a good-sized
bird had gotten in the shop and had been roosting on top
of the light. When I entered the building and flipped the
switch, it disturbed the bird and it flew away. This has
happened before with hummingbirds. They buzz wildly
around the shop until you herd them outside. Couldn’t find
any bird. I got the frozen vegetables out of the freezer and
went back in the house.
A week or so later, I decided to fire up my air compressor and air up a tire. I plugged it in and threw the
switch and the bright red compressor roared to life. It
seemed noisier than usual and never shut off like it usually does after reaching 130-PSI. I filled my tire and then
switched the thing off. A roaring noise continued. Closer
examination revealed that the drain cock at the bottom of
the flask had been opened all the way. I didn’t do this. I
closed it and went away puzzled.
A week or so after that, I decided to air up the same
tire and fired up the compressor. It filled up and shut off
like it was supposed to. I grabbed the end of
the hose to air up the tire and discovered that the pressure gauge/air
dispenser had been unscrewed
from the main hose. I
screwed it back on and
aired up the slow leaky
tire.
Yesterday, I
decided to remove
the front wheel off
my motorcycle and
went to
get my floor jack to raise the front end
of the 800-pound bike. The floor jack
normally lives under a table/work bench
with its handle sticking straight up against the
edge of the table. Somehow the chop saw’s stirrup grip had slipped over the vertical handle of the floor
jack. The only way this could happen is to lift the thirtypound chop saw at least two feet in the air and slide the
stirrup-shaped handle over the jack’s vertical handle. I am
quite certain I did not do this.
The shop was built about 15 years ago and nobody
died in it or anything traumatic that I know of. Nothing
weird happens in the house. If somebody is messing with
my head, it sure seems like a lot of effort for little result.
October 2012
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Hiking With Llamas
By Susanne Twight-Alexander

I

t’s not often that I have an instant crush but this time I
was totally enchanted by his large eyes framed by long,
slightly curled eyelashes and his sweet smile. For the next
six hours we would be constantly together... my llama Otis
and I.
One of my daughters-in-law had given my husband
Tom and me a heads-up on a two-for-the price-of-one hiking trip sponsored by the Halligan Ranch, near Redmond.
The trip was to start near Sparks Lake along the Cascade
Lakes Highway. We’d thought about going to Bend the
night before, but the trek didn’t start until 10 a.m. on this
beautiful August day, so we opted for getting up early and
driving over, about a three-hour trip. Staying in the Bend
area the night afterward might have been a good idea,
though.
We were the first to arrive at the parking lot where a
long horse trailer was parked. Nine llamas were tethered
to trees nearby. Although seven people had registered for
this adventure, two didn’t show up. We each picked a llama
to lead. I chose Otis and Tom “partnered up” with Boris.
Sherry, who was in charge, and Jennifer, her assistant, each
led one of the unclaimed llamas in addition to their own.
Each llama carried a pack with food and other items for all
of us.
Before starting, we were given some information about
llamas in general. We were told to stay in the order in which
we were placed because some of the llamas had personality clashes. They were all neutered males, which eliminates most bickering, but during the trip, one did spit at
another. And when llamas hum, it’s not because they’re
happy; they are whining about something. We were also
told to stay in front of our llama so it would know who
was boss, and when crossing streams, we were to stay a
little bit ahead, but to one side, of the llama in case it slipped
and lunged forward.
After the orientation, we were ready to go. I was second in line behind the leader. The parking lot had offered a
view of the South Sister and we had a glimpse of Broken
Top during the first mile as we started up the Soda Creek
Trail, winding through lodgepole pines. We came out of
trees into a bright green meadow with Soda Creek running
gently alongside. It was there that we stopped for a rest
and to take photos. Later there were two or three stream
crossings that were somewhat challenging. The idea was
to keep your llama on the downstream side... not always
an easy task; plus, Otis moved faster than I was able to
balance on rocks or logs. Fortunately the water was fairly
shallow. On the way back, I decided to skip the rocks and
just step wherever it was convenient – too bad about wet
boots. Once, while crossing a wet meadow, I clambered
over a log and Otis took a lunge that I thought could po8
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tentially injure him but was
told I should worry about
myself, not my llama.
Insects bother the llamas
and now and then I’d get a
strong shove from behind. It
startled me the first time
when Otis wiped his face on
my back. Sometimes a long
piece of dry grass would
poke or scratch gently at my
neck – the other end was in
his mouth.
Otis
After the Soda Creek
meadow, the trail began climbing a little more and at one
point we tied our animals to trees and walked over to admire a waterfall. Here we were given the option of eating
lunch or continuing a mile for wider views. We opted to
continue. The trail climbed more steeply now through
flower-splashed meadows. The llamas nibbled everything
along the way, even pine needles. Usually we had to move
right along through the meadows and not let the llamas
graze because in some places monkshood grew and these
plants are toxic to grazing animals. “No eating, no eating!” was passed down the line and we’d tighten the lead
on our ropes to hold their heads up. Finally, we came to a
rocky outcropping, picked our way past manzanita bushes
and pine trees, and came to the lunch spot which offered a
direct view of the South Sister and far below to Sparks
Lake where we’d started.
From the llamas’ packs, our leaders took small folding
tables, chairs and food. A white tablecloth graced the main
table. We had pre-ordered our lunches: sandwiches, wraps,
green salad (with five kinds of dressing), fresh fruit and
brownies and cookies for dessert. There were also very
welcome bottles of cold iced tea. It was a feast!
After lunch, the leaders repacked, weighing each pack
with a fish scale so that the weight would be evenly distributed. The return trip was faster and quite dusty because
of the pumice dust kicked up by the llamas. At the parking
lot, after our six-mile round trip, Tom and I lingered to see
how they put the llamas into the trailer and chatted with
Sherry and Jennifer about the care and maintenance of llamas.
Finally, we put our very sweaty and dust-covered selves
into our car and started the three-hour trip toward home
and a welcome shower. We loved our trip and highly recommend traveling into the backcountry with llamas.
Am I a pushover? Beautiful eyes plus long curling eyelashes and a sweet smile, plus carrying my lunch... you bet!

The Talk

Scraps and Rags

When I was just a tow head, a lad of twelve or so,
My father came to me and said,
Son, we have to talk.
I wondered what I’d done this time, I truly didn’t know,
I watched his every movement,
As a rabbit does the hawk.
Had he found my stack of girlie books and stolen cigarettes?
Or did he somehow know,
I’d been playing with his guns?
So down the path we headed, I was as antsy as one gets,
Trips out to the woodshed,
Weren’t known to be much fun.
I swear we walked a thousand miles, before he finally
stopped,
I was sure I was a goner,
I could feel it deep inside.
I hadn’t done a thing, that was worth me getting whopped,
I was too scared to run,
And had no place to hide.
He told me to have a seat there on the chopping block,
He took off his Stetson hat,
And he gave me a big old grin.
Should I live to be a hundred, I won’t forget that talk,
I became a man that day,
With no whiskers on my chin.
He told me about truth and lies, and doing what is right,
Saying what you mean,
And meaning what you say.
He talked of good and evil, and when it’s right to fight,
Of standing tall and walking proud,
And making one’s own way.
He told me about bad habits and things I should avoid,
That my body was a temple,
Stay away from booze and drugs.
He told me of the birds and bees, of marriage and the joys,
Of raising up a family,
And the strength in love and hugs.
He told me things I never knew, or ever thought I would,
Could say it scared me some,
But I think that’s what he wanted.
Though Dad is gone, those words he said, did me a lot of
good,
I hear him talking all the time,
Like a man whose soul is haunted.
Thirty years have come and gone, but I can still recall,
Those things that Daddy told me,
By that old chopping block.
Time works wonders on a man, and it affects us all,
And now it’s time for me and that boy of mine,
To go and have The Talk.

~ Michael J Barker

By Jeanette-Marie Mirich

J

ohn Mays was the laziest man in three counties,”
drawled cousin Leyland. “Used to ride his horse to go
fishin’... a no-account. Got a few of ‘em in the family yit.”
His quick eyes roamed our faces looking for affirmation.
“O’ course, little Gran, your grandmother was, er...
well... no one is quite sure who her daddy was. Hope that
don’t bother you ladies none.” He didn’t pause but thrust
on, grabbing breath in the middle of sentences.
“Her sister was born first then a year an’ a half later
she come along. Probably the man who up and married
her mama a year after her birth was her daddy. Yep. That
man Burns. Course, it took a preacher three years to wander the traces in these mountains so things weren’t done
proper. Not that thet means anything. Just the way it were.
Still is for some.”
Wanda’s eyes said “Hush,” but her man wandered on
through family memory.
“Ol’ John Mays sure surprised the family when he
went west. No one figured he had the gumption to pack a
bag, let alone up and leave Owsley County. No one did
anymore. They just stayed and vegetated. All the relations
with itchy feet had left when things began to git crowded...
‘bout the time ol’ Daniel Boone went to Missouri, late 18th
century.
“Not surprisin’ that John took the train. Probly why
he signed on with the railroad, so’s he didn’t have to walk
any further than the station. Folks in the mountains figgured
it was little Gran who made him git. Mite of a thing, if I
recall correct... less than five foot. But hear tell, she had
the Boone stubbornness.”
His captive audience, cousins from the West, sat and
drank in all he was saying, their eyes never straying from
his happy-go-lucky expression and worked-spare physique.
“Anyway,” he dashed on – this teller of the family tales
– “half the family went to Oregon just after the 20th century turned. Left the oldest children here. Must-a just about
kilt her. After John just gave up and died
(from the thought of hard work, I figger),
she’d come back once in a while to see
her gran’kids. That’s when I remember
her. I was a youngin’ during the Depression and she come visiting.
I couldn’t have been more than
ten and she was my size and
scrawny. She worked up dust
just shelling peas. She must
have wore all her fat off. They
was either fat or skinny, them Mayses.
“But she weren’t a real Mays – born a Burns, I figger.
But cain’t prove it on the family line business. That’s why
we ain’t really kin.”
“
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Wrong Way Bill
By Martha Sargent

D

ash Parker ambled up to the owner of the stables. He
flashed a charming 17-year-old smile and called out to
the man who was situating a saddle on its rack. Clem
Samuelson turned to size up the young man who looked
way more preppy than the usual teenager.
“Hello, sir. I heard you rent horses?” Dash stuck his hand
out which Samuelson ignored while he took in Dash’s slight
southern accent and well-put-together appearance.
“Yes, that’s right. You here for lessons or just to pick up
the girls that have horses here?”
This didn’t faze Dash. “Both,” he said. “I already ride
English saddle, but I suppose a lesson or two would be fun.”
Samuelson snorted and said, “Come on then. I’ll show
you the ones for rent. You pick, and I’ll watch you saddle up
. . . see how you treat the animal.”
Dash tried to chat as they walked along. “I’m here for
the summer. My parents are staying at the Wheelers.” He
didn’t get much conversation from Clem until they reached
a line of stables with a large pasture attached.
“Work area’s on the other side of the barn. Most of the
horses are out in the field.” Clem whistled for them to come
to him, and all but one horse looked his way. He whistled
again, and they began to saunter toward him.
“What about that chestnut under the tree?” asked Dash.
“Yeah, he’s pretty, but he’s just a pasture buddy. He likes
other horses, but he doesn’t like people. You don’t want him.
He won’t mind you.”
“Really?”
“He doesn’t buck, but he’s more trouble than he’s worth.”
“And you still keep him?”
“The other horses love him, and it pays to keep my big
dumb babies happy.” Clem said this as he took turns petting
the horses that offered him their heads over the fence. Bill,
the obstinate one, finally trotted over but stood a good six
feet back and snorted his displeasure that his friends were
ignoring him for their owner. Bill eyed the stranger and
snorted again.
“May I try him?” asked Dash.
Surprised, Clem turned and surveyed Dash’s lean body,
strong arms and shoulders, rider’s legs, and said, “I haven’t
seen you ride. Don’t want an accident.”
Dash gave him a shy smile and hopped the fence landing lightly next to the knot of horses assembled there. He
was so agile that this didn’t scare them, and the horses were
soon nuzzling him and checking his pockets for possible
treats. Dash attended each of the mounts and then put a hand
out to Bill.
“Come on, Bill,” Clem called. Bill snorted. Dash took a
step forward, and Bill backed up a step. This went on for
several tries.
A patient teenager. Now there’s a surprise, thought Clem.
He tried to keep from snorting, and it came out as a wheeze.
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Finally Dash turned his back on Bill, but let Bill see that
now his hand was holding a sugar cube. He started to walk
very slowly back toward Clem and the herd. Bill’s ears went
forward, and he followed until he caught up with Dash and
carefully nibbled the cube out of his hand. Dash walked a
few more steps and fished another cube out of his pocket.
Bill repeated his response. Eventually they were standing
next to the fence, Bill waiting for more sugar to be produced. He snorted, but he let Dash pet him.
“Okay. We’ll give it a shot,” said Clem.
Every day Dash came to ride Bill, and Bill took Dash
for a ride. He backed up when he should go forward. He
went right when he should go left. He tried to lie down and
roll Dash out of the saddle, but Dash made him stand up
using apple slices that now replaced the sugar cubes. Bill
tolerated being curried and brushed in return for apples and
carrots.
Two or three girls at the stables noticed Dash, and he
could have their company, but Bill only tolerated Addie
Gardiner because she rode one of his favorite friends, a mare
named Cricket.
One day the teenagers rode out by the creek and stopped
under a large black oak. They let their mounts stand side by
side, and Bill began to nicker and nuzzle Cricket.
Perfect, thought Dash, as he noticed Addie smiling at
the horses’ affection for each other. He leaned over and kissed
her.
They rode on with Bill complying, for the most part,
and Addie laughing when he didn’t. All and all it was a pleasant ride, until they came to a small bridge. Bill backed up
and would not approach it.
“Come on, Bill. It’s the way home. You know that.”
“Why don’t I ride across and let him see me with some
apple slices,” Addie said. She offered Dash her best smile.
Dash nodded.
As Addie asked Cricket to move forward, Bill stomped
the ground and started shifting around in a nervous manner.
Addie rode Cricket toward the bridge, and Bill whinnied
after the mare who became nervous, too, but complied and
started across. Amidst the horse noises, and Addie urging
Cricket, a loud snap was heard. Bill became frantic and
reared back. This didn’t unseat Dash, but it made Cricket
halt. Addie could no longer control Cricket, and she went
into full back up while Bill was in full forward. They met
side by side on steady land as part of the bridge broke off
and fell into the creek. Addie was hyperventilating, and Dash
grabbed her, hugging her to him. They calmed down and
dismounted to sit under an oak. The horses grazed and
nuzzled each other. The rest of the bridge stayed put.
“How did Bill know the bridge was broken?” asked Addie.
“I have no idea. Maybe that’s why he’s called Wrong
Way Bill.”

I Am the Mountain
I Am the Mountain,
Set in my ways and not one to be trifled with,
Regal and stately, with my head in the clouds,
I look down upon and through all who come to worship
me.
I Am the Mountain.
Use and enjoy me, take me for granted and you will pay
with your life,
I am snow-capped, barren, timbered, with river, lake and
green meadow,
Take from me what you need and return what you can,
as good neighbors should,
I Am the Mountain.

Marriage Encounter
Cocktail party with many friends.
Idle chatter and he begins:
1997 was the year—
I think it was later, dear
our eldest was four—
at least a year more
as I started to say—
dear, don’t delay
We had planned on going to Peru—
Sweets, that was you
why don’t you tell them then—
He forgets now, I worry
no, go ahead and finish it yourself—
but, dear, it’s your story.
~ Gus Daum

The gates of Heaven and Hell are my borders, trespass
at your own risk,
I look upon tomorrow as eternity and the heavens as
my own,
They encompass all things, past present and future.
I Am the Mountain
I embrace all of creation but am unable to explain even
the smallest of wonders,
I am the giver and taker of life, I was born of this Earth,
Time and the elements, wind, rain, fire and ice.
I Am the Mountain,
I have known pleasures you of
mere flesh could not conceive,
Seen sights you would not
believe,
I am the call of the wild, the howl
of wolf, the call of geese, the
bugle of elk.

Mountains of Our Minds
Looking out the window at the cold drops of rain
sliding down the glass like long lost tears.
If I could go there and release this soulful pain in the
same way,
Would some burdens be lifted off me
and I could find a way, when the burdens get so deep
and the sad memories repeat themselves,
Can I shake them off,
much as the rain slides off the leaves of the trees
outside?
Each of us must travel our own road,
No one can share the burden –
We are alone and where do we go from here?
It is like climbing mountains of our minds.
I cannot believe I fell so low,
but I look at the sky and I know,
I will climb out of this.
~ Dolly Ruth Smith

I Am the Mountain,
I have been since the beginning and will remain until the
end of all things,
I am timeless and eternal yet I die a little each day,
Yet I will live on forever and a day.
For I Am the Mountain
~ Michael J Barker
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Siuslaw Falls
By Gene Conrad

I

grew up near the town of Lorane, Oregon. About 10
miles west of Lorane, along the Siuslaw River, is a place
called Siuslaw Falls. There is a large, natural pool at the
top of the falls and locals went there to launch off of the
rope swing into the pool.
One warm summer day, some of my buddies and I decided to ride our bikes there, go swimming and then ride
back home. Our plan was that since Rob and I lived north
of town, we would ride to Lorane and meet Gary who lived
east of there. We would meet Alan on Siuslaw River Road,
about half way to the Falls. My usual ride was typically to
Lorane and back, a 6-mile round trip. This ride would be
about 25 miles round trip. Didn’t sound like much difference to me – should be a fun day!
My bike was a Huffy 10-speed – kind of a low-end
bike, but it was the only brand-new bike I had as a kid. I
had gotten it about a year earlier and had assembled it
myself. Since I was unaware that the wheels could be
“tuned” so that they were round and straight, they were
neither. Riding along was like constantly going over a little
speed bump about every 6 feet because the wheels were
out of round. They were also crooked and that meant I had
to adjust the brakes so that the pads were pretty far from
the rims, otherwise the rim would alternately rub against
the brake pad on one side and then the other as I rolled
down the road. This meant that the brake levers had to
move a long ways before the brakes grabbed. Sometimes
that caused over-braking if you grabbed the brakes in a
panic. I once did an over-the-handlebars head plant in the
middle of the road because of that. Of course, we did not
wear bike helmets in those days – you just took your lumps.
I had also installed an odometer that mounted to the front
fork. A peg mounted to one of the spokes and activated the
gear on the side of the odometer with a little “click” on
each revolution of the wheel, driving the numbers around.
I don’t know how accurate it was, but it was close enough
for our purposes.
We were all stylin’ in our baseball caps (worn backward for high speed), swimming trunks, a t-shirt, sunglasses
and sandals or old tennis shoes. We loaded up on snacks at
the store in Lorane, tied the bags to our handlebars and
started ticking off the miles down Siuslaw River Road. It
was about four miles to our meeting place with Alan and
another five to the falls… all this without the use of a single
cell phone if you can imagine that. They weren’t invented
yet.
About the time we met up with Alan, my backside was
getting pretty sore. I usually wore jeans when I rode my
bike. This time I was wearing thin nylon swimming trunks
with the thin nylon “undies” sewn in. I think a Kleenex
would have been better padding. I had never noticed that
12
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the seat had been upholstered with very coarse sandpaper,
but my buns were telling me all about it. Thankfully, the
shape of the seat had been designed by someone who had
obviously never sat on one for more than about 30 seconds. That really helped to distract me from the skin pain
by enhancing the deep muscle ache and bone pain. Of
course, I couldn’t admit anything to my friends. Instead, I
started riding a bit side-saddle to spread the pain over a
larger area, thus attempting to dull the intensity. Come to
think of it, I think they were riding a bit side-saddle too.
The good news was that we only had about 80% of the
ride left to go.
As a general rule, we mostly rode “no-hands.” This is
where you let go of the handlebars and sat straight up while
we pedaled along. It was especially fun to do a no-hands
weave between the dashed lines separating the two lanes.
We were not a very fast-moving group, and since none of
us had rear view mirrors we would periodically twist around
and look behind us for cars and yell “Car!” when we saw
one. We then all lined up single-file, riding right along the
edge of the road. Sometimes the cars were close enough
that you kinda jumped and panicked a bit. Especially if
you were in the middle of a no-hands weave down the
center line.
The roads were pretty narrow then. They weren’t even
wide enough to paint a white line along the shoulder, so
you just crowded as close to the edge as possible and hoped
you didn’t swerve into the gravel at just the wrong time,
causing your bike to start fishtailing.
As we neared the falls, I was really questioning my
decision to do this. My butt hurt pretty bad and besides
that, I couldn’t swim. In fact, I am typically very uncomfortable in water over shoulder deep. I didn’t learn to swim
as a boy since I battled ear infections almost constantly
and both of my parents were afraid of being in water since

Siuslaw Falls near Lorane, Oregon

they couldn’t swim either. The other guys had been talking
up the rope swing and were obviously looking forward to
getting there.
“So,” I ventured, “How deep is the water?”
“Only about 10 or 12 feet.” I was cheerfully told.
Only. Uh-oh!
We arrived soon after that and parked our bikes. There
was a little park there with a few picnic tables amongst the
trees. We walked across the falls to the other side where
the rope swing was. They went right to it, swinging off and
whooping all the way into the water, disappearing with a
deep sounding “Whoomp!” as the water swallowed them
whole. No thanks! I found a shallower area and hunkered
down in the water, wishing I had the nerve to try the swing,
but I never did.
Also on the far side of the falls there was a large concrete structure. I asked what it was and was told it was a
fish ladder. It was probably about ten feet tall and ten feet
wide and about sixty to eighty feet long. It was completely
boxed in on all sides and the bottom and top. The concrete
was old and worn – the gravel in the concrete visible and
making the surface rough. The upper end had an opening
about three feet wide from the top to the bottom. Steel channels had been set vertically in the sides of the opening so
that 2x4 lumber could be stacked on edge to allow the water
level to be controlled. Removing 2x4’s would allow more
water through the ladder and adding 2x4’s would reduce
the flow.
The lower end of the ladder had an opening about two
feet wide from top to bottom on the far right-hand side.
About two feet upstream from that opening was a stub wall
from top to bottom that was about a foot and a half wide.
We lay on our bellies and hung our heads over the side,
looking through that narrow slit. You could see all the way
from one end to the other if you were positioned just right.
We could see that the fish ladder was divided into several
rooms, each one about ten feet long. The arrangement of
the stub wall near the exit of each room forced the water to
make a sharp “S” turn around the stub wall. Since the exit
opening was narrower than the inlet at the top, a strong,
deep-current wave existed at each exit point. The current
was fast and about hip-deep in the slits. The fish would
follow that current to the top of the ladder. The left side of
the each room was an area where the water formed an eddy
and was slower-moving. This gave a place for fish to rest.
It was also extremely dark in there. The only light came in
from the inlet opening and the final exit slit. The roaring of
the current was so loud we had to shout to hear each other.
It took about half a second for some genius to suggest
that we walk up through it. I was pretty sure I was not
interested
“Aw, c’mon, Conrad! It’s no big deal! We’re going
through!”
“Nope” I said, “I will just stay out here.”

The Fish Ladder at Siuslaw Falls

Off they went, starting at the lower end. I waited for a
couple of minutes, feeling like a chicken / wimp / pansy
all rolled up into one. I had ridden this far, wore the hide
off my butt, endured watching them have a blast on the
rope swing while I sat in the water like a little baby and
now my friends had gone into the fish ladder.
I decided to go through.
Climbing down the bank to the exit slit I fought my
way through the current into the first room. The current
was incredibly strong and you had to go sideways through
it and into the eddy area to be able to wade through the
room. I could feel some tendrils of moss brushing my feet
and legs. Pretty creepy. The first “room” was dimly lit
with light through the exit. The noise was almost deafening inside the echo chamber. I waded across the room to
the next slit.
Looking up through the ladder I could see that my
friends were spread out, one nearly to the other end. I could
hear their voices as they shouted to each other, but could
not understand anything they were saying.
I grabbed the opening of the slit and forced my way
through the current into the next room. It was totally dark
in there with a bit more moss to creep me out. I was really
looking forward to getting out of this place and headed
across to the next wall, feeling my way along. The water
had been about hip deep at the bottom, and I noticed that
the water in here was getting up to about my belly button.
I found the next wall and followed it across to the opening. Looking up I could see some splashing at the end and
knew some of them had reached the top. I worked through
the slit into the next room. The water was definitely getting deeper and I realized that the splashing I had seen
was my friends taking the 2x4’s out of the entrance and
increasing the water flow through the ladder. I also realized that they did not know I was in the ladder.
The water was now almost to my arm pits now and
rising quickly. The water in the eddy part of the room was
starting to swirl so that I was not confident that I would be
able to wade without losing my balance. The current pinned
me against the lower wall of the room next to the slit. I
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started inching up the rough concrete wall, my feet well
off of the floor and the current pressing me tight against
the wall.
I hollered at the top of my lungs, but I could barely
hear myself and knew they couldn’t hear me. I was half
way through at most with several more rooms to go. I turned
my head and looked back down the ladder, but it looked
like there was only a small square of light at the top of the
final exit opening. The bottom of the ladder was almost
filled to the top.
While I didn’t know how to swim on top of the water,
I had swum some under water and was OK with that as
long as I was in water where I could stand up. This wasn’t
like that. I also thought that as soon as I left the wall and
tried to swim, the current was so strong that I would be
dashed up against the next concrete wall downstream and
likely be knocked out if not worse.
I inched up the wall some more, not sure how much
more room I had before my head would be at the ceiling. I
looked back upstream and saw that someone was going
through a slit about one or two rooms from my position.
Yelling was pointless, but I have always been able to whistle
very loud and shrilly. All my friends knew the sound of my
whistle as I would sometimes get their attention that way.
I whistled as loud, high and long as I possibly could.
The splashing suddenly changed and I could hear Alan
yelling.
“Guys! Gene’s in here!”
Alan came back to the low end of the room he was in
and hollered at me. Fortunately he had the voice of a fog
horn and I could barely understand him.
“Are you OK?”
“NO!!! Close the gates!!!”
Alan understood and started plowing through the water to the top, yelling at the top of his lungs to close the
gate. I could see lots of splashing and could hear much
yelling as they went to work.
I thanked God and waited, still inching up a bit as the
water level stabilized. Another look downstream confirmed
that the lights were out on that end.
It didn’t take long until the level receded. I was able to
wade across and through the rooms to the top. The other
guys had put every board they could find into the opening
and there was barely a trickle through the top. We were all
pretty scared, but now that everyone was accounted for,
we messed around in the top room playing with the water
level for a while before putting it back to the way it was
originally. We decided to call it a day and start the trip
home.
It was a very long ride back. My butt still hurt, I was
hungry, thirsty and tired. Every bounce from my out-ofround wheels was like torture. But, I was alive – very keenly
aware of that, in fact. There is nothing quite like stark terror to wake you up to how uncertain and fragile life is. I
also don’t go in fish ladders anymore.
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Flying South
In my backyard
Bayou swans herringbone
the gray-green water.
Chickadees gather
on evergreen branches
stitching hemlock fronds
with black and tan.
Swirling winds
bat calico leaves
on bluegrass.
When beeches slowly blush
from crown to brown Wellies
and Canadian geese baste
leaden skies
North to South
I buttonhole autumn
to a forest border.
Gold, russet, mottled greens
float over twisting grape vines,
brittle tendrils corkscrew
where butterflies breeze
in shadows.
~ J.M. Mirich
Quilted with love for Allison

Why Did You Leave?
why did you leave so suddenly? if only you had stayed in
your pajamas
and didn’t rush to pack your toothbrush...
you could have seen the morning sun rise.
through the open window, you could have felt its
warming rays
on your face.
the August sun slowly rising, shedding its orange glow
over our disheveled bed...
and you rush to leave.
its steady rays begin to cool now
and you missed that, too.
it never leaves me, like you do.
~ Barbara Newman

AA is for Anti-Aircraft
By Norm Maxwell

L

ots of farms around here have old equipment lying
around, sinking into the ground. Old farming implements—mowers, seeders, combines, balers. Old logging
arches, trucks, water tenders, crummies, even steam donkeys. One local farm has a Second World War Japanese
anti-aircraft gun mixed in with all the other machinery.
Oral history has it that local SeaBees souvenired the
three-inch piece at the close of the war and brought it home
along with enemy flags, pistols and samurai swords. After
the Japanese saw the light (the blinding light over
Hiroshima and Nagasaki) and surrendered, there were a
lot of bored American servicemen scattered around the
Pacific, waiting to go home. There was some incredible
mechanical talent with multi-million dollar machine shops
at its disposal. Many “genuine” samurai swords gathering
dust in Grampa’s attic started their lives as pranged airplane propellers.
The rusty old gun was most likely mounted on a ship
and fired 75-millimeter shells at American dive bombers
and torpedo planes that sought to sink the entire Japanese
Navy. No telling how the SeaBees got the thing home, but
get it home they did. The gun spent four decades in front
of the VFW Hall in Junction City. Children liked to climb
on the piece and fall off of it until it became viewed as a
liability and was banished to a farm west of Junction City
where it was forgotten along with tons upon tons of other
rusty steel orphans, sinking a little deeper into the mud
each year.
The price of scrap went way up and the current owner
of the farm reduced his inventory and made mortgage payments until the old gun stood alone, muzzle pointing skyward out of a blackberry bramble. If you know where to
look, you can make out Japanese characters and maybe
even chrysanthemums stamped on the breech block.
The organization where I worked shares a roof with
2nd Battalion of the 162nd Regiment of the 41st Combat
Brigade. The 41st spent almost four years in the Pacific
battling the Japanese in New Guinea and points west. We
are cramped for room but it seems logical that we need to
make space for the old relic as a war trophy. A little steel
brushwork, a coat of battleship grey, and we have a fine
gate guard. Failing that, perhaps we can find a home for it
at the Camp Withycombe
Museum near Portland.

Last Light
hovering above, I see
late late sun
like an overlay
on tips of trees
fall colors, glowing
in the courtyard below
shadowy garden
dark, mysterious
is an emerald pool
breeze, a dervish
romping around
grabbing, flinging
branches
massive boulders
whisper welcome
to the night
and pale crescent
of rising moon
~ Delina Greyling

I Wish I Were a Hedgehog
so my bravado ran away and hid behind a tree
and my precociousness crawled under the bed
now there’s just my naked soul out there!
oh let me have a carapace, please, like the
tortoise
or be a hedgehog that can curl into a ball
like the snail, I could retreat into my shell
but then how do we let someone get to know us
if we are not willing to be revealed?
~ Delina Greyling

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

D

uring Thanksgiving season, 1952, the lively little main
street of the very small town where I grew up was
made even livelier by the painting of store windows. Several fat, ruffled gobblers strutted through autumn flowers
and grasses across the front of Wamsley’s Red and White
Grocery; a cornucopia spilled forth its orange and gold
riches at Van Krevelen’s Drug Store; and hands clasped in
prayer over a platter of golden-brown turkey welcomed
you to Bryant’s Butcher Shop.
My young eyes had never beheld such fine art, and as
I stood staring, something deep inside me stirred, probably not unlike the feeling that moved a primeval man
watching another scratch pictures on a cave wall. The voice
deep inside whispered, “I can do that!”
Of course, I couldn’t do it alone, but in my sixth-grade
classroom I quickly mustered an enthusiastic crew. What
could possibly be more fun than dabbing thick, chalky
poster paint on windows? All the girls and more than a
few of the boys happily joined the project. And the timing
was perfect—our windows would be ready for Christmas.
There were some truly gifted artists among our ranks,
and I had an O. Whitaker book , Christmas Carols, in which
each song was accompanied by a simple but beautiful illustration in primary colors. With that book as our guide
we happily set to work.
With the large, old windows of the elementary school
as a canvas, the most talented of our group used color
crayons to sketch outlines on the glass. We chose simple
designs; a holly wreath with a bright red bow and berries;
white candles glowing in a circle of blue; a tastefully decorated Christmas tree topped with a golden star; a sled holding a few wrapped presents, parked on a field of glittering, white snow. Then, more daringly, the profile of a praying Virgin Mary, ringed by a halo of palest yellow.
When the preliminary sketches were complete, the rest
of us swarmed in, an army of fifteen or so, armed with
dripping paintbrushes.
When completed, the windows were beautiful. There
had been a few tricky moments—The Virgin had required
paint-mixing to perfect a skin tone. And the brown sled
proved difficult. The final result looked like a dog bone, a
bit on the raw side, on a heap of mashed potatoes. Though
several students tinkered with it nothing we did could quite
redeem it. But, all in all, the windows were a bright, colorful success.
We knew our teacher was pleased when he invited
other teachers to come take a look. And I was more than
pleased. This was the finest project ever! In fourth grade
we’d done what I considered a wonderful presentation of
“Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer,” which involved all
of us singing along with Gene Autry as we ran in and out
among our desks, chasing after a classmate whose nose
16

Groundwaters

October 2012

was plastered with red lipstick. We replayed the record
many times and our production lasted much longer than
our teacher’s patience. But the painted windows topped
even that. And I made mental note: Next year—no sled.
Oh, how we enjoyed our painted windows! They
greeted us each morning and shone down upon our little
heads as we bent over our books to study. True, in the weeks
before Winter Break they began to show a bit of wear and
tear as some of the thickly-applied poster paint began to
crack and peel. And as days passed, we eleven-year-olds
found the temptation to scratch initials and short messages
in it too hard to resist.
Two days before school let out for Christmas, our smiling teacher said quite nonchalantly, “It’s time to clean the
windows. Better get busy.” I had a brief moment of disbelief. We had graced the school with great art—a moving
holiday display for all to enjoy. Was it really fitting that
we be required to remove them? Wouldn’t that be equal to
requiring Da Vinci white-wash over the Sistine Chapel
ceiling? Apparently there was no comparison. All that thick
paint had to come down.
The next day, our teacher, who had seemed only halfinterested as we put the project together, was imminently
involved. He supplied single-edge razor blades to be used
to scrape the paint. He even demonstrated. The dried remains of our labor fell like confetti onto the varnished
wooden window sills and floor. But each swipe with the
razor blade removed only a minute amount. I could see it
was going to be a tedious and tiring task.
“Sweep up all the paint flecks. Get every bit of it, and
put it in the trash.” The teacher looked over my shoulder
as I worked. My arm was cramping and I felt blisters swelling on my fingers holding the razor blade.
Members of the cleanup crew began to remember important matters that needed attention that afternoon. When
the bell sounded, most of the crew who had so willingly
stayed after school to paint windows, scrambled for the
door. “Stay until that’s done,” the teacher commanded, then
he, too, disappeared.
We faithful four or five were dejected. The job facing
us was no fun – far too labor-intensive. There had to be a
better and easier way. “Water,” someone murmured.
Pulling chairs close to the windows, armed with buckets of water and big sponges and rags, we made quick work
of the window art. Yellow, red, blue, and green combined
to form an earth-colored ooze that cascaded over the window casings and onto the floor. Six windows cleaned in
no time! We made swipes at the walls below the windows
and swabbed around a bit on the oil mopped floor, and we
were done. Cleaning hadn’t been so bad after all. I made
another mental note for the next year: Use the right tools
for clean-up!

The following year we planned well ahead for our seventh-grade window painting and pored over the O.
Whitaker carol book to choose more complicated designs.
We were a year older, and the budding artists among us
were about to bloom. Instead of painting only the center of
each window we would paint the entire surface of the six,
4 by 6 foot glass panes.
We found the result absolutely stunning—Santa and
his sleigh arched across a giant moon. Children’s faces
glowed with joy as they opened presents beside a blazing
fireplace. The Three Wise Men plodded through desert sand
with their eyes turned to a bright star sailing above them
in a sky of thick, navy poster paint. Lighted candles of
varying shapes and colors nested in a bed of holly and
berries cast their golden glow upon us.
Our teacher, new to the district that year, was pleased,
too. “Quite a project,” he smiled.
Mrs. Latham, from eighth grade across the hall, stepped
into our classroom on one of the last days before Christmas break. “Be sure to scrape those windows,” she said.
“Don’t use water when you clean them up. It makes too
big a mess. She seemed to look right at me. “Are you listening? No water,” she repeated.
She had to be kidding. We knew water was the way to
go. Besides, who was she to be telling us what to do? She
wasn’t even our teacher.
A conservative guess is that each of the six large windows in our classroom held about a quart of dried, chalky
paint. It took lots of water to soak it down and soften it. As
we wiped, our sponges grew thick and gummy. The water
in our pails soon had the consistency of mud, which sloshed
a bit as they were dragged into the restroom to be dumped
and refilled. Eventually, with coaxing and lots of water
our great art of 1953 melted and ran off the windows, over
the sills, down the walls, and onto the floor. We did a quick
final rub. “That wasn’t so bad,” we agreed.
In 1954, planning for the Christmas windows started
just after Thanksgiving. We were eighth-graders, and our
final big art project before leaving the grade school for
high school was going to be magnificent. We decided to
borrow a ladder from the janitor and incorporate even the
upper windows into our Christmas spectacular!
Our enthusiasm was over-flowing—bright, poster-paint
sugar plums were dancing in our heads as we stood beside
Mrs. Latham’s desk and outlined our plans.
Mrs. Latham laid her red, grading-pencil aside, and
smiled. “We won’t be painting the windows this year,” she
said.
“What?”
“Why?”
“How come?”
At least half the class was questioning. But not me, for
I was sure there was some mistake. Of course we’d paint
the windows. We always painted the windows. They were
our class’s annual gift to the school. A Christmas tradition.

“We have the plan all worked out,” I explained as I
smoothed the year’s rough-draft over the papers in front
of her.
“Not this year,” she said. She handed the preliminary
drawing back to me.
The cries of, “Why? Why?” gathered momentum.
“Every year you leave too big a mess,” she said. “Mr.
Bowman said you are ruining the window casings and
walls.” For Mrs. Latham and Billy Bowman, our
hardworking and much-loved janitor, the matter seemed
closed – but not for me.
That evening I turned to my parents for counsel, sympathy and help in honing a winning argument for window
painting. They weren’t much help. In fact, they seemed to
be siding with the janitor and teacher.
“They are ruining Christmas for the entire school!” I
cried. “Where is their Christmas spirit?”
The next day, and the next, my friends and I tried those
arguments at school to no avail. “School should foster creativity,” I whined. “You are stifling us!”
Mrs. Latham just sighed. “And you are ruining the
floor,” she said.
“Christmas is about love and charity and giving,” I
begged. But Mrs. Latham wasn’t giving in.
By persistence and a variety of wheedling arguments,
I often wore my parents down – at least enough to earn
compromises. I tracked the janitor to mysterious, dark recesses of the furnace room. “Maybe just a few windows,”
I suggested. But, Bill Bowman shook his head. “Get back
to class,” he said. “You kids don’t belong down here.”
There’d be no compromise.
I stomped around at home. “They have no appreciation of art. Where are their Christian values? They are unAmerican!” As the days ticked by toward Christmas I was
miserable, but the powers at the elementary school were
unyielding. “I believe the janitors and the teachers at that
school are working together,” I moaned.
“Oh, let’s hope not!” my mother cried, making no attempt to hide her smile.
Weak Oregon winter sun filtered through unpainted
classroom windows right up until Christmas. Inside the
old, red-brick building, another lesson was taught and
learned – a lesson I’ve long carried with me...
Breaking rules can lead to unpleasant consequences,
and sometimes, “no,” means, “no!”
Opal Crow Powell grew up in Yoncalla, Oregon, graduated from YHS in
1959, and, in 1960, married the handsome boy next door. The
newlyweds moved to Eugene to attend the University of Oregon, and
in 1970, along with two young daughters, they relocated to the Crow/
Veneta area where they spent the next twenty-eight wonderful years.
Opal was privileged to teach third and fifth grades in the CrowApplegate-Lorane school district. Those happy years spent with the
students, parents, and staff at the elementary schools provide a good
background for her retirement pastime of children’s writing.
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White-Floured Hands
running across the meadow to my grandma’s house, it
was early morn...
the dew fastened to my toes, the high grass tickled my
ankles.
Hurry! Hurry! Faster! Faster!
they’re coming out of the oven!
up the wooden steps... splinters had no chance of
stopping my bare feet.
the screen door screeched open... and, oh my! the
aromas
from my grandma’s kitchen.
Cardamon, Cinnamon and melting sugar-butter, blending
with the summer’s air.
my sisters beat me there... feet dangling from the
kitchen sofa, their early arrival demanded one of
Grandma’s newly baked buns.
Grandma... smiling at my hasty entrance, her whitefloured hands and precious palms, continued to press
love into the elastic dough.
wearing her old starched apron, dusted with the magic
white powder, she stood like a queen before her
baker’s board...
my sisters still chewing, I wait for my warm roll to be
given to me
from her floured hands.
I knew this was a magic my grandma had.
it was from those hands, she baked such love...
cinnamon buns, on a summer’s morning, just for us.
I will never know, what magic had to do with this
simple act.
It was just flour after all.
~ Barbara Newman

Autumn Leaves
Today the autumn leaves with joy
relinquished holds upon the trees,
an ecstasy of golden rain released.
Drifting down to softly chime
upon the dampened earth below,
whirling in sporadic bursts of
wind they came to rest.
Despite the gray November day
clouds glowed silver, puddles shown
and droplets trembled, sparkling,
on the twigs.
It was an end to early fall,
relief another time had come,
a welcome letting go of what had been.
~ Susanne Twight-Alexander
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Redneck Christmas Letter
By Gus Daum

H

i, Y’all,

It’s good yer hearin’ from me and the missus again this
Christmastime. We hope yer gonna have a good time
celebratin’ yerselfs.
The whole buncha us is gettin’ together for this vacation time for eatin’ and drinkin’. We got us a red hog fattened up to butcher, and Ma is grindin’ cornmeal and shelling a big ol’ batch of dried beans from her last summer
gardenin’. Good crop of apples this year, and cider has
hardened up something special.
We’re not givin’ presents this year even to close kin.
We’re shorta cash money, what with Ma being let go at the
grocery. They wanted her there by eight a’ mornin’s. There
was no way she could do that and fix me a hot breakfast.
I’m workin’ hard trying to find her a new job with better
hours.
Little Emma is president of her class again this year.
Real proud! I’m home-schoolin’ her ‘til she’s ready for
high school in a couple of years when she’s fifteen or so.
Our third boy, Wilbur, is away to school over to the
state college, where he’s playin’ football on what they call
a free ride – warm room with two other guys and three-aday meals. Good fixin’s, he says. The free ride means they
don’t charge him for schoolin’ or books or the special helper
– tutor they call it – who takes his tests and such. They say
he could do real good, even go pro for big bucks, after he’s
had a few years of college. If that don’t work out, he can
always teach or go into business or such, I reckon.
My back is some better, but still not able to work at a
job. Gettin’ some disable
pay, but the insurance company keeps sendin’ me in
for more tests and tryin’ to
cut my pay. But I know
what to tell ‘em after
takin’ the same test fer
over five years now.
I won the big winner
cup at the bowling league
tournament. I had two perfect games.
Oh, we heard Uncle Willy may be gettin’ out early.
Good behavur, I think they called it. Can you think of him
behavin’ good? I can’t, neither.
Sam and Emmaline
(writ up by one of my kinfolk, Gus Daum)

iSipingo Tales - Mambas and Leguaans
By Delina Greyling

W

hen I was five, our family lived for a year in a sprawling old clubhouse on an abandoned golf course right
next to the dunes and surf of the Indian Ocean. As my
mother put it, “...in the middle of nowhere.” The clubhouse had airy, high ceilings and from the verandah there
was a lovely vista across the iSipingo River. It couldn’t
have been much of a river, in retrospect, because we would
wade across the estuary at low tide sometimes to catch the
bus that went into town. We loved the spaciousness of the
old building and the gently-rolling hills for which the region is known… the lush, green, subtropical province of
Natal on South Africa’s east coast, to the south of
Mozambique.
Unfortunately, my sister and I could not play outside
unless under the watchful eye of an adult because the long
grass was perfect habitat for snakes... not just any old
snakes, mind you, but some of the most poisonous on earth
... black and green mambas whose bite can kill an adult in
20 minutes. So, we spent much of our time indoors during
the week when my father was at work.
My mother was petite, with a determined and feisty
personality. Faced with the reality of abundant snakes, she
figured out her own way of dispensing with them. First,
she tried to learn how to throw the “izikhanda induku,” a
traditional Zulu weapon which is a wooden staff with a
knob on one end; thrown with a powerful thrust and good
aim the knob end packed a lot of punch, but she couldn’t
throw it with enough power. So, she came up with her
own weapon – her straight gardening spade!
I vividly remember stepping out the kitchen door,
poised to put my foot down on the step and seeing a coiled
snake lying there. “Mommeee! Snake!” I shrieked, and
she came flying with her spade. She chopped it just behind the head. Thud! Another nasty snake dispatched! and
she’d make another notch in the wood of that izikhanda
induku which she couldn’t learn to throw, but which could
bear testament to her tally.
Snakes were not the only danger in the area. The monitor lizards, known in South Africa as leguaans, could also
hurt a small child. The name leguaan is believed to have
been derived from the French l’iguane, and the water-loving species in South Africa is the Nile Monitor (Varanus
niloticus). The iSipingo River was just downhill from our
home, and these six to nine-foot long relatives of Komodo
dragons would waddle uphill with their curved claws and
bowlegged stance – a scary-looking reptilian creature, even
to an adult.
These brazen Leguaans would come from the river to
raid the chicken coop; the eggs as well as the young of
crocodiles and birds are a delicacy they love. Their chief

defensive weapons are their muscular long tails which they
thrash viciously from side to side with such force that it
can easily break a child’s leg. To make it even more horrifying in appearance, a leguaan, when feeling threatened,
will arch its neck and emit loud, deep hisses while its snakelike, forked tongue darts around in order to follow scent
trails – a chillingly reptilian and prehistoric spectacle. They
can run astonishingly fast over short distances, too.
One balmy day in this subtropical place of my childhood, I went to the chicken coop at my mom’s request to
gather eggs for a cake we were going to bake. There was a
ruckus amongst the chickens, but only as I turned the corner did I see why.
The leguaans had invaded the henhouse!! A large one
and I were almost eye-to-eye through the chicken wire …
“Help, Mommeeee help!” It had a mouthful of baby chicks
and their short little legs were sticking out sideways; the
image is indelibly burned into my memory. My piercing
screams of terror brought my mom, who immediately
grabbed pots and pans to clang and made a rush at the
reptiles while I hightailed it back to the kitchen and cowered behind the kitchen door in fright with pounding heart.
Mom’s best hope was that with enough noise she might
intimidate the leguaans sufficiently for them to retreat to
the river.
As if summoned like a knight to the rescue, a weatherbeaten old water tanker rumbled around the corner – the
water deliveryman! He lurched it to a stop and ran to my
mom’s aid; this emboldened me enough to venture around
the corner to observe from a safe distance. The leguaans
had only waggled downhill a few feet – all the while hissing with their forked tongues darting in and out, and with
angry swishing of tails. Still, they slowly retreated in the
face of persistent pot-clanging and my new hero whacking
at them with a big stick while stomping his feet.
Big mugs of rooibos tea with lots of sugar helped
everyone’s nerves calm down and that evening I regaled
my Dad with a breathless eyewitness account of the whole
drama. He reinforced the chicken coop that weekend and,
thankfully, it held. To this day, when someone eats spaghetti and the little bits stick sideways out of his or her
mouth, I am reminded with a little shudder of the baby
chicks’ legs sticking out.
Such was the year before I started school – the year we
lived on the banks of the iSipingo River where the cat thorns
reigned on the dunes and the sound of the Indian Ocean’s
surf was my lullaby.
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The Captain’s Oral Exam
Or How to Fail in Four Easy Steps
By Dale Dickson

M

y attempt at being promoted to Fire Captain on the
Los Angeles City Fire Department was quite an experience for me. It was an exciting and trying time, and
those who have attempted to leap the hurdles of promotion can perhaps relate to my oral interview. I can find
humor in just about anything, thanks to my experience with
so many of the icons of Fire Department wit, and now I
find I am trying to pass one of my, as I reflect on it, more
humorous times in my 26-year career with the Los Angeles City Fire Department.
The Captain’s promotional examination with the LAFD
consists of two parts: the written exam and the oral interview. A candidate must pass the written part before being
scheduled for an oral exam. Both parts are weighed evenly,
so just because you get a passing score on the written
doesn’t mean you can coast on the oral.
I was trying for promotion to Captain, so I spent long
hours poring over the department manuals, learning everything I needed to know. All the long hours proved fruitful, and I passed the written exam. Never being one to rest
on accomplishments, I immediately began to prepare for
the oral examination.
I had experience in many areas of the city, but I visited
officers at the airport, the harbor, the fire prevention bureau, and other places, talking to them, learning all I could,
especially what an officer should be expected to know.
Some of my fellow firefighters and I conducted practice oral exams, asking questions which tasked our knowledge of all aspects of the fire department command system.
The day of my oral exam finally came, and after a
sleepless night, I drove from my home to the fire department headquarters in downtown Los Angeles, nervous as
a new bridegroom, allowing enough time for traffic and
finding a parking spot.
I heeded all the advice I had been given concerning
orals. My new dress uniform was pressed in razor-sharp
creases. My hair was neatly trimmed, and my shoes outshined any diamond in the finest jewelry store. I was told
to carry my hat, so my hair wouldn’t be mussed. When I
was called into the interview room I was introduced to the
three chief officers on the oral board. If I couldn’t remember their names while under fire during the interview, I
was advised to just call them “Sir.”
I took a deep, calming breath, wiped my sweating palms
on my trousers before entering the room, and shook hands
with the officers, trying to remember their names. I was
directed to sit across the table from them.
Now here is where the fun begins. Successful candidates told me to put my hat on the table in front of me and
20
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fold my hands on the table. Bing! First mistake: I held my
hat in my lap. (Gee, I couldn’t remember everything, could
I? My mind was on my opening statement.)
As I was answering the questions asked of me, I was
giving a good imitation of Porky Pig, stammering through
my answers. My hands were trembling, and I dropped my
hat on the floor under the table. Instead of just leaving it
there, Bing! Second mistake: I reached down to pick it up,
and upon raising my head, I hit it on the underside of the
table. Was that a suppressed smile I detected on the faces
of the chiefs? Or gas pains?
I was required to wear a tie with my dress uniform.
The knot I normally used with a tie, a half-Windsor, would
not work with my dress shirt. The collar was cut so that if
a tie was worn, and tightened, the collar would be pinched
together at the neck, looking terrible. My advisors told me
I could use some collar stays to solve this fashion predicament. The stays, worn under the collar, were made of fine
stiff wire, spring-loaded, with sharp points holding the collar in place. However, I discovered if I used collar stays I
had to use a clip-on tie, one that was already tied. So I had
my spring-loaded collar stays and my clip-on tie in place. I
had to admit, it did look good, considering.
My hat was now on the table, but my hands were not.
Unconsciously, my hands were in my lap, toying and tugging with the end of my tie. It is easy to see what happened: I pulled the tie out of my collar and it flopped down,
held in place by my tie clip. Instead of leaving everything
alone and stumbling through the remainder of my interview, I grabbed the knotted part of my tie and tried to put it
in place at my collar. I kept hitting my collar area repeatedly with the knotted tie, but the clip at the knot didn’t
catch. Bing! That was my third mistake. To top it off, in
one of my fruitless attempts to re-attach my tie, I knocked
the collar stays loose. Like a striking rattler, the springloaded, needle-pointed stay sprung up and struck my neck
with a vengeance. Ouch! My hand shot up to my neck and
came back with bloody fingers. The sharp point of the stay
had punctured my neck, drawing blood. Figuring that the
interview was probably blown, I tried to salvage some sort
of dignity by just holding my fingers over the wound, stemming any flow of blood.
I stumbled through another round of questions, and then
I was through with my oral examination. Was I ever relieved! I imagine the chief officers were more relieved than
was I. I rose from my chair, shook hands with each of the
officers, thanking them for their time. Their expressions
were totally blank. I turned to leave the room, walked to
the door, and opened it. Bing! My fourth mistake. It was a
closet! I closed the door, turned, grinned, and said,

“Closet,” as if I knew it was there all the time.
I beat a hasty exit through the proper door, ignoring
some of my friends waiting for their interview. I could
hear raucous laughter coming from the interview room.
Well, for some unknown reason, I didn’t score high
enough on my oral interview to gain a promotion to Fire
Captain on that examination. But, with the help of the personal knowledge I gained from that experience, I did get
promoted on the next examination.
I had a lot of fun, and elicited a lot of laughter relating
my experience in the four-step-plan-to-oral-exam-failure
to my fellow firefighters, and I hope some of them gained
some insight from it and used it to their advantage on their
captain’s oral.

Nature’s Fury Implores The Question
By Karen Wickham

I

took a solitary walk along the Coast one weekend. I
was startled to discover these words as a part of a
barely readable unsigned poem, left amidst a sizable pile
of memorabilia: “Tell me, what do you plan to do with
your one wild and precious life?” Driftwood, crystals,
rocks, photographs and wilting cut flowers, weathering in
the Oregon wet wind graced a flat, drenched black boulder just shore-side of roiling waves and massive, enticingly climbable craggy rocks. On that rock table, photos
under steamy plastic, barely protected images of two attractive, smiling young men. Displayed prominently was
a date: April 2, 2011. Then I remembered reading recently
a tragic story about two high school youths cavorting with
their friends near the sea in this small coastal town, apparently on these very rocks. I imagine them playfully feeling their power, leaping from one huge boulder to another,
challenging the sea, shaking a defiant fist at the angry
crashing waves. How foolish we are to think we can question the authority of riled elements! But question we must,
routinely, ANY authority, at least if we are still young or
life has turned us upside and raw. Something within us
knows that 95% of all we have been taught and agreed to,
begs our fierce questioning. The final 5%, however, like
authority of ocean fury, requires radical respect.
The news report said the two teens, swept off the rocks
and into the sea, were never seen again. No doubt this
paltry pile of mementos, left by some who desperately
loved these boys, marks their watery grave. I imagine the
unthinkable heartbreak, young lives literally washed away.
Tell me, what do YOU plan to do with your one wild
and precious life?

Would Jesus Dig the Blues?
vets club
saturday night
rhythm shakes out
the back beat like
tides and hurricanes
and shrimp gumbo.
Guitar strings scale
height and depth
soul and spirit,
harmonica angst wailing
resolves for one
neon light moment
the wrenching paradox
of suffering humanity,
drums rolling the toms,
base man running
the neck on edge
of canyon between hope
and despair,
the overwhelming insistence
continuity of being,
irrepressible like thunder
like 1st Marine Division
outside Da Nang
or bloody Baghdad...
and everyone in this funky
joint on Willamette Street
is up and bopping
and laughing and crying
all at the same time
in the anguished beauty
of it all,
and so I ask you,
my brothers and sisters...
I ask you,
would Jesus
dig the blues?
~ Kevin Delay
“This poem came out of an experience I had one night at
the Vet’s Club on Willamette Street in downtown Eugene. It
was sometime during the invasion of the Iraq and happened
to coincide with one of my occasional seasons of memories
of Vietnam.”
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Bar the Way
By John Henry
“Always do sober what you said you’d do drunk.
That will teach you to keep your mouth shut.” ~ Ernest Hemmingway

D

anny had a thing for bars. One of his earliest memories was sitting on his Dad’s lap, both of them working on a bottle. It was fun and some nights, downright exciting in the bar. Dad gave Danny a fistful of quarters to
play the jukebox, the pinball machine and the shuffleboard.
Danny liked the sticky floors, the smell of stale beer and
the way adults acted when they drank. His Dad got funny
and flirty and quickly angry when someone crossed him.
From Danny’s perspective, adults who were throwing up,
falling down, cussing, crying, fighting and telling outrageous stories were pretty terrific. Many a night Danny fell
asleep in a bar booth when Dad stayed until closing time. It
was his second home.
On his twenty-first birthday, Danny and his Dad went
bar-hopping. Danny didn’t remember much the next morning. He was in a hospital bed, and the cute Pakistani doctor
was looking into his eyes and lecturing him about alcohol
poisoning. Danny thought she was attractive, but he decided it was not a good time to invite her out for a drink. As
the doctor finished, Danny thought that even though liquor
was the ambrosia of the gods and triggers charm, wit and
sex appeal, too much of a good thing might kill him. Danny
swore that he wouldn’t drink for a week.
Danny was released from the hospital and he planned
to spend the night quietly at home. But his buddy, Liam,
invited him to the Irish American Club. The Dublin Travelers were playing and it was Saturday night. The sweaty bar
was wall to wall with Micks and Colleens. Liam looked
around and smiled. He told Danny to come along; there’d
be a seat with his cousin, Erin. She was with her three girl
friends, all freshmen in college, all underage, sitting at a
corner table acting cool until their eleven o’clock curfew.
Danny and Liam were sipping pints of Guinness enjoying the lassies and the band. Liam danced with his
cousin’s friends. Danny had a clear field with the red-haired
Erin. She was cute and shy, quick to laugh, and he was
smitten. He wanted to see her again and get to know her
much better.
Danny took it slow. He didn’t want to scare her off. He
went with Liam to a family picnic and flirted with her. He
double-dated with Liam to the movies. He invited her out
for coffee and discussed things she was studying. Danny
acted the gentleman around her. The grad student who was
taking Erin to the big college social got sick at the last
minute. Danny rented a tuxedo and took her to the gala. He
escorted her to a party afterwards. They drank fruit punch
spiked with vodka, and he laughed at the stories about pompous teachers and geeky classmates. Around two, Erin was a
little drunk and Danny drove to the local make-out spot.
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Erin was warm and cuddly. Danny was rounding first base
when Erin said, “Do you love me Danny?”
Danny was breathing hard and responded in a silky
voice, “You know I do. I want you so much.”
Erin pulled away and whispered, “If I give you everything … I mean my heart, my soul, my body, my life …
Would you love me and give me your everything?”
Danny had a good line ready, but the lie was never spoken. Erin opened the car door and lost her dinner, the mixed
drinks and the adult veneer she was hiding behind. She
whimpered, “Please take me home. I’m sick.”
Danny drove her home. She didn’t say a word all the
way. He tried to dissolve her embarrassment. “It could happen to anyone. It was nerves and that punch. We all have
upset stomachs now and then. Erin, I still had a great time.”
Erin ran into the house, and her father came out to
Danny’s car. He yelled, “You stay away from Erin. She’s a
kid, and you’ll ruin her life, you bum. I don’t want to see
you around here again.”
Danny drove home where his Dad was sitting at the
kitchen table with a half-empty tequila bottle. Danny teased,
“Hey old buddy, you got a sip for me?”
They worked their way to the worm at the bottom of
the bottle. Dad was solving the world’s problems like he
always did. Danny thought of Erin and asked, “We never
talk about my mother. I don’t want to rattle your cage, but
I’ve been wondering something.”
Dad growled, “Kid, let’s talk about something else.
Thinking about her makes me crazy. I got a nice cactus
buzz going, and I don’t want to ruin it.”
“Dad, here’s the thing. I met a pretty Irish gal, name of
Erin. She kind of offered me everything if I was willing to
give her everything in return.”
Dad snickered, “Did you tell her the little lie that gets
you everything you want? Just keep your fingers crossed
behind your back. Son, many’s the time I tell ‘em I was too
drunk to remember making any promise.” Dad studied
Danny’s face and then went to the refrigerator and got out
two beers and opened them. He frowned and said, “Are
you telling me in a round about way that you got this gal
pregnant?”
Danny smiled, “No, no. So far I’ve got an infield single
with sweet Erin. No real hanky panky. But I want to hit one
out of the park more than anything.”
Dad frowned and growled, “You want to hear if I lied
to your mom, and she left us because I promised her stuff
and then broke her heart? You afraid of reliving my life
drink for drink, lie for lie, and gal for gal?” Dad chugged
his beer down and belched. He sneered, “My advice is to

chase the ladies you can out-drink but who know the score.
Lies don’t mean nothing to them. It’s just another bar game.”
Danny stared off into space. He hadn’t touched his beer.
Dad reached over and took it and swilled it down. Dad put
his head on his beefy arms and his speech was slurred and
monotone, “Your poor mom got a cab to bring you and her
home from the hospital. I’d been stinking drunk for two
days. She gets home; I’m snockered, passed out on the bathroom floor. Empties all over. Never heard her come in or
leave. Woke up and you was bawling. Never seen her again.
Really loved her.” He raised his head and tears were on his
unshaven cheeks. “We both swore to quit boozing. I convinced her I’d be good, settle down if she’d marry me and
have kids. Only gal I ever loved.”
Danny sobbed, “But you’ve been a great Dad my whole
life. You love me and took good care of me.”
Dad propped his head up and slobbered, “You’re a darn
good kid. But I’m a drunk, a liar and going to hell.”
Danny was sober. Dad’s confession burned the alcohol
out of him. Dad was snoring, his head on the kitchen table.
Danny went outside and walked aimlessly. He wandered
for hours, questions racing through his mind. He entered a
church. He was godless, but he liked churches. He liked
the incense smells, the vaulted ceilings, the Stations of the
Cross and the statues. It was his second favorite place to
hang out, right behind honkytonk bars. He looked at the
Stations of the Cross and changed the plaster images of
Christ to his Dad’s face. Danny saw himself walking the
stations of his life, and there was a familiar father-son pattern.
An old man dressed in a black ankle-length dress came
out of the center door of the little confessional against the
church wall. He walked over to Danny and said in a slight
Italian accent, “Hello. I’m Father Angelo, and my business
of listening to sins is very slow today. Any sins you’d like
to get off your chest?” He paused as Danny turned white.
The old priest gave a nervous laugh and apologized, “Sorry,
I made a bad joke. Don’t let me scare you off. We can talk
baseball if you like, or I can leave you with your thoughts.”
Danny frowned and mumbled, “What if you blow the
big chance God gives you? What if it’s always after you
blow the chance that you see it as THE chance? What if
you only get this one chance in your whole life?” Danny
paused and murmured, “My turn to say I’m sorry.”
Father Angelo laughingly said, “I love churches. All
this grand architecture humbly calling itself God’s house.
It’s the best place to come and ponder life’s big questions.
I was thinking inside my little box over there a big question. There was this Jewish psychiatrist, a Dr. Frankl, who
the Nazis threw into a concentration camp for three years.
He came out surprisingly a better man. An idea that helped
him was to think that he was living life for a second time
and could unmake mistakes this time. If you know this,
what will you do? I see my parishioners come into my confessional and tell me the same sins, month after month. I

give them the same penance. We’re both bumbling along
year after year. Maybe, we’re waiting and praying for the
other to change?”
Danny and Father Angelo talked for almost an hour,
interrupted by the priest leaving for one of his regular customers in the confessional. Danny nervously walked out
the church’s side door, up Fifth Street toward Joe’s Bar.
Danny hadn’t planned to go to a bar, but he automatically knew the way. He was there, and he could be another
guy with a brown bottle in his hand, killing time. Danny
wasn’t a philosopher, he was a bar guy. It wasn’t noon, but
Joe’s Bar opened early, in time for the day shift to have a
quick one and the midnight shift to have a nightcap and a
place for losers who had no place to go.. Danny stood in
the doorway and looked around in the dim bar light. There
was his old Dad sitting on a bar stool, swigging a bottle of
beer before going to work. Danny turned around and walked
back into the bright sunlight.
Danny wanted to telephone Erin and beg her to love
him, but love and truth were wishful thinking. He was sober now but for how long? He thought he might love Erin,
but he knew he loved bars. He would have to decide which
he loved the most and give the other one up. Love and truth
and Erin went together for a lifetime, and that was a long
time to stay out of bars. Danny walked and found himself
in front of the church again. Old Father Angelo had taken
his dress off and was in jeans and t-shirt weeding the rose
bed in front of the rectory. Danny knelt beside him and
pulled weeds with him, and they talked about baseball, the
weather, pruning roses, forgiveness and God’s grace. Father Angelo excused himself; he had to go pray his breviary.
Danny dusted off his knees and in a low voice asked,
“Father, do you think God gives us the chance to have
heaven on earth? That we have to give up something special to get …?”
Father Angelo shifted his basket of weeds and slowly
answered, “I smell the roses, and look at His sunset, and
listen to your soul searching; and I think how blessed we
are that God surrounds us with His love all the time. Danny,
please come back and help me do more weeding. Your questions do me good.”
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Looking at Bikes and Boys
Here are your keys.
Oh, thank you. I had not missed them yet.
I was trying to help you with closing shop the other
day.
Where did you park your bike?
You should move it out of the rain.
The new employee asks, What type of bike do you
have?
An unheard remark about the new employee having a
heart-throb bike? And other misheard assertions.
Di, you missed our Easter party and innuendoes.
She quips, jokes about us being sacrilegious.
How do you know Michael?
He’s my brother-in-law.
Hi, I’m Pete.
Michael comments on checking out bikes.
Michael comments on looking at girls.
I start to agree but stop.
Another cute guy walks in and asks about the BMX
sport, stunt bikes.
~ Nicole Taylor

This Old House
As I sit and ponder in this old house
Memories rebound of years departed
One can hear the laughter of Children playing.
She was modeled by the best sculptor
She was dignified, and commanding.
Red Roses graced her arches
White picket fences, as lace on her gown.
Now her Shutters sag and floors crew
As she stands feeble, and destined.
The Cobblestones covered with moss
The Wagon ruts filled with grass .
She was fitting of the time
I can still see her grandeur.
~ Jessie Stinson
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Orb Spiders’ Art
Gossamer nests
invisible with the heat of day,
they glow with silver light beneath the clouds;
fog beaded threads forming delicate cups
from which to drink the dawn.
~ Susanne Twight-Alexander

My Memories of World War II
By Dale Dickson

I

was just four years old when World War II started, but I
remember a lot about it. Our family lived in the small
Western Pennsylvania town of Sheakleyville; population:
about a dozen families and a chicken.
Dad was a school teacher with five kids, so he was
exempted from the draft and couldn’t enlist in the armed
services. He even dropped out of teaching for a time, hoping he would be eligible for the draft, but that didn’t work,
either. The government figured he had too many kids to
leave alone with their mother. During that time he worked
in a defense plant located in the hills about ten miles from
town, near Geneva, Pennsylvania. They made some kind
of fuses for artillery shells, as I recall.
The plant was called the “TNT.” Dad taught me what
TNT stood for, and was proud when we had company and
he had me tell the guests that TNT meant
trinitrotoluene. The word was longer than I
was tall.
Every so often our town had air
raid alerts. The church bells rang,
and everyone went into their houses.
If it was dark Dad covered the windows from inside the house by hanging
blankets over them, and then went outside to
see if any light was leaking from around the
blankets. If necessary he adjusted the blankets until our house was totally dark. My brother Deem
and I plugged a night light in a wall receptacle and lay on the floor, reading a comic
book by the light.
Once we had an air raid alert, just before supper. Mother
told me to go to the garden to pick some beets for supper.
I took the alerts seriously, and told her, “What if an airplane sees me and shoots at me?” She replied, “Oh, you’re
just a little boy, and they wouldn’t shoot at you.” Well, I
went out to the garden and kept a cautious eye toward the
sky. The only thing I saw in the sky was a large flock of
starlings; I felt safe once I was back in the house.
I remember having coloring books with pictures about
fighting ships battling Kamikaze attack planes, and other
military pictures. In my own young mind, the war was real
to me, and I was a very loyal American.
The nearest large town was Greenville, about ten miles
away. An army base, Camp Reynolds, was located near
there. Many years later I discovered it was a staging area
for troops about to be shipped to the war in Europe, and
also a prisoner of war camp for German prisoners.
On special occasions, like on the Fourth of July, soldiers from Camp Reynolds came to Sheakleyville and
marched in a parade. It was great! We kids were really

thrilled by the marching. One time I especially remember
was when an Army Drum and Bugle Corps came for a
holiday parade. They marched from the cemetery, on the
north end of town, south down Route 19, and ended up at
the school, on the south end of town. To us kids, the parade route was a very long march, but it was only about
two miles, at the most. Those soldiers were the greatest,
and we really loved the music. A bunch of us kids marched
behind them, wishing we could be in their shoes. When
the buglers weren’t playing while they marched, they carried their bugles at their sides, with the bells of the bugle
pressed against the outside of their thighs, and the bugle
perpendicular to their leg.
It was really impressive. We had small plastic horns,
and carried them the same way the buglers did, marching
along with them, at the rear of the column. What a thrill that was!
The parade ended at the school,
where the soldiers did some maneuvers in a field. I’ll never forget one
soldier who ran, took a dive through
the bass drum, landed on the ground
doing a somersault, and leapt to his feet to
finish the show.
The war was still on when I started school.
Everybody was patriotic then, and all of us were
doing what we could for the war effort. There was
always a drive to collect scrap metal. Every
tin can was saved. Any piece of metal was
scooped up. We took the metal to school,
where it was collected. I felt a lot of pride when it was my
turn to carry the cans and metal to school.
I’m not sure how it worked, but our school received
some money for our collecting effort, and we purchased a
small radio with it. Our teacher, Mrs. Rose Perrine, placed
the radio on a shelf at the front of the room. One day a
week, on Thursday, we played the radio for one half-hour.
That was a real treat. I remember we listened to music, but
I can’t recall the names of any of the songs.
Several families saved all the fat from their cooking
processes and took it to a larger town, where it was collected to be used for making soap. Once I saw a boy my
age taking a paper sack full of fat toward a meat market,
where it was collected. Just as he reached the doorway the
sack fell apart and all the fat spilled on the sidewalk. He
was devastated, and I felt his pain.
During the summer we kids gathered the pods from
milkweed plants and turned them in to a collection place.
These pods were to be used in making life vests for our
airmen flying over water.
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Growing victory gardens was the patriotic thing to do,
whenever possible. Certain foods were scarce, since many
crops formerly grown and canned for sale to the public
were now used to feed our troops. We had access to many
plots of ground to grow a victory garden, or gardens, as
the case was. Dad enlisted all of us kids into the farming
and gardening corps. We grew nearly every kind of vegetable imaginable. After we planted the crops we spent
hours hoeing the weeds away from them. Then, when each
crop ripened, we harvested it and Mother canned them. I
remember once when she had slaved over the stove canning all day long. Finally she had put up the last of the
tomatoes she had been working on, and was looking forward to a relaxing time of preparing supper and ironing
well into the night, when Dad brought another bushel of
tomatoes into the house and exclaimed, “Here are some
more for you.”
My oldest brother, Don, wanted to be a pilot in a B-29.
That’s all he talked about, drawing pictures of that classic
bomber eluding attacks of flak as he piloted it on a heroic
mission. I was caught up in his enthusiasm, and decided I
wanted to be a side gunner in a B-29. Why the side gunner, where I would possibly be more vulnerable to attack
by enemy fighter planes, I don’t know. I probably would
have been a better bombardier, since I could spit and hit
just about anything I set my sights on.
Everyone had food ration books to be used when purchasing certain types of food, such as sugar and meat; that
is, if there was any available. Dad had a sticker on the
windshield of his 1938 Chevy which indicated how much
gasoline he was entitled to purchase at any one time. Rubber auto tires were impossible to purchase, and a lot of
cars were running around with bald tires.
My mother’s sister, Aunt Ruth, was a nurse;
she was working for the Army Cadet
Nurse Corps. We had a picture of her
in her nurse uniform, and I thought
she was the most beautiful lady I had
ever seen. I thought if I ever met her
I would just kiss her. She is still a
beautiful lady.
After the war, my Dad’s brother,
Uncle Ted, told us he had wanted to
be a machine gunner in the army.
Then he discovered the life expectancy of a machine gunner in combat was thirty seconds. So he
changed his mind, and decided he
wanted to be a Browning Automatic
Rifle (B.A.R.) man. His spirit was
dampened when he was told the
B.A.R. man protected the machine
gunner.
I remember when the war was
over. We heard it on the radio, and
the whole town went wild. All the church
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bells were ringing, and people were outside their houses,
laughing, crying, and hugging each other. My brother
Deem and I tied some cans on a string and fastened them
to the rear of our bicycle. He pedaled the bike, with me
sitting on the handlebars, trying to make as much noise as
possible, dragging the cans behind us.
Some young men who lived in our town died in the
war, which saddened all of us. We were all happy, though,
when the war was over and those who survived returned
home.
Those were difficult times, times of sacrifice, but times
of true patriotism. The American people toughened up and
faced those hardships with spirit and survived. We Americans have never had a war on our soil in modern times
such as what occurred in Europe and cannot realize just
what we would have to cope with. I pray we never will.

Did You Know?
By 1913 there were well established towns on the
Siuslaw River which were named as follows:
1. Top-of-Tide was called Mapleton.
2. Seaton, a mile up river, was abandoned.
3. Acme became Cushman.
4. Beck was changed to Tiernan.
5. Portola would be known as Veneta.
~ From Florence, the “Fir Clad” City by Mary Lou Skinner,
published in the Lane County Historian, Summer, 1971, by
the Lane County Historical Society, Eugene, Oregon

The Nightmare:

Reckoning

A Writing Exercise
On the day of days when reckoning comes
And I leave this Earth to reunite on the other side
With loved ones and foes alike.
I pray that there are very few foes
And that with those I face we can reconcile our differences
Life is too short to harbor ill will or feel hate
It would be Hell to do so for eternity
~ Herbie

Blowing Toward the South
Leaves like bitter fists
Curl against wintry winds.
Torn from branches
Pumpkin, apple red, and umber
They skitter
On ice hard ground
Performing a puppet dance
In peasant colors.
~ J.M. Mirich

My Ode to Joy
Ludwig, How could you!
How could you know that we would be walking
together in the forests of Scandinavia.
How could you ever imagine that a girl from New York
would be playing your timeless music, from her
iPhone.
How could you hear your completed compositions
amidst the birds songs... and the rustling trees.
How could you, have created your work... not knowing
my deepest desires.
How could you have ever known

By Gus Daum
Word Prompts: typewriter, filing cabinet, puncher,
carbon paper, and janitor.

I

t was early for Jennifer to come fully dressed to the
kitchen table, especially before seven in the morning.
Today was her first day at her first office job.
“Gram! I had the most horrible dream!”
Jennifer poured a glass of juice, popped a piece of bread
in to toast and said, “Nothing else, Gram. I have to be there
at eight. I liked it better when I could sleep later. The drivein job was cool where my hours were on ‘people-time.’”
“Tell me about your dream. I’ll fix your toast and pour
some cereal.”
“It wasn’t a dream! It was an awful nightmare! I dreamt
that I got to work this morning and they didn’t have any
computers. I had to use a typewriter; it wasn’t even electric.”
Gram smiled and said, “Here’s your toast. Jam?... Go
ahead with your horror story.
“Well, the boss wanted everything in triplicate, one
copy in the file cabinet, one copy for his desk and the original went to whoever he was writing.”
She took a quick bite of toast as she continued, “There
were file folders for the copy, the copies were hole-punched
and tabbed into manila file folders by subject... little white
paper dots all over the floor.”
“Eat your cereal, Jen. You need to leave in ten minutes.”
“The worst part, Gram... if I made a typo, I had to actually erase it on each page at a time, put something behind the carbon paper.
“OK, Jen, I know all about it. I actually had to do all of
that... and I made fifty cents an hour! Enjoy your computer... Now, scoot!”

your Ode to Joy
could be mine.
~ Barbara Newman
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Cookin’ With Jen

A

s it turns to fall – slowly – I am getting stocked up for
my own fall ritual: tea. Usually, I rely on the good
people of Cost Plus World Market, with their lovely selection of teas from around the world. I lament the demise of
my favorite tea shop in Eugene, Savoure. I shopped there
for years because they imported my favorite French tea. ..
an affordable indulgence at pennies a cup. Though I do love
my coffee, you can’t beat the comfort factor that a pot of
tea can bring.
If you like herbal tea, it’s easy to make some yourself.
Take a desired quantity of fresh herbs, pour water that has
just reached boiling, and steep for fifteen minutes.This will
give you a concentrated tea that you can dilute at will. Some
great ones to try are lemon balm, peppermint, hibiscus,
chocolate mint, or even lavender or a blend of your choosing. Dry herbs take somewhat less time because they are in
a more concentrated form to begin with, so experiment
with your favorite. These all have the benefit of no caffeine.
Be careful and only use herbs you are familiar with for safety’s
sake.
One of my favorite cookbooks is The London Ritz, the Art
and Pleasures of Taking Tea, by Helen Simpson (Ebery Press,
London, 1986). It details all different manners of the tea
ritual, from the Nursery Tea (children),The Club Man’s Tea
and the archetypical afternoon Tea.
The Nursery Tea offers such advice as this: “It was once
an iron-clad rule that children must eat bread-and-butter
sandwiches before cake; and that they should not have more
than two slices of cake, generally only one, and then only
two or three times a week.”
I must say, my children seldom get cake any time per
week but I’m sure they’d love it if I started that tradition.
Other items for a children’s tea include sandwiches cut into
triangles, made of cucumber/cream cheese or the old favorite peanut butter and jelly.
The male version of Tea is full of hearty foodstuff.Their
sandwiches are made of brown bread (not too thinly sliced,
says The Ritz) with ham and strong mustard, or copious quantities of hot buttered toast. The toast may be spread with
Potted Shrimp, Anchovy paste or warm cheese.
“High Tea is not a delicate Affair,” says my cookbook. It
is usually held in the early evening and thus makes for an
evening meal. All manner of sandwiches are served, along
with stacks of buttered toast. Often sausages and scrambled
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eggs are on the table, and bread-and-butter, many jams and
lots of cakes and cookies of a substantial type. This is where
you’ll find an oatmeal chocolate chip or a shortbread cookie
rather than an iced sugar cookie, for example. “Flapjacks” is
a term here referring to a type of oatmeal shortbread.

Flapjacks
12 T (1 ½ sticks) butter
¾ c. packed light brown sugar
3 T light corn syrup
2 ¾ c. oatmeal
Pinch of salt
Preheat oven to 400 degrees. Melt butter, sugar,
and syrup together in saucepan. Mix in oats and
salt and press into prepared pan. Bake 20-25 minutes. Allow to cool for 5 minutes then cut and cool
in pan.
I couldn’t leave the subject without discussing scones.
I’ve given recipes out in this column before, so I will try
not to repeat myself. Suffice it to say that if you sift your
flour of choice and use ice-cold butter you’ll have the best
luck.
Here’s a fun tea sandwich idea. You can substitute for
the spreads, like salmon cream cheese and/or vegetable
cream cheese, or cream cheese and jam, etc.

Striped Sandwiches
Take one white loaf and one brown loaf (uncut). Cut
each loaf into long horizontal slices. Butter each slice
on one side and spread with a thin layer of crean cheese.
Saw off all their crusts with a bread knife. Build a new
striped loaf by pressing the crustless white and brown
slices together in alternate layers. Press the slices together firmly, wrap and chill. To serve, cut the bread
into 3 inch wide striped fingers. (London Ritz Book of Tea,
1986).

Shadows
By Hayden Larsen

J

ohn hated his job as the night watchman at the Museum for Ancient Artifacts. The only reason that he
stayed was that he couldn’t get any other job, and he had a
chance to be alone. John was a middle-aged man of normal height and surprisingly thin body. It was the night after the museum revealed one of its new exhibits “The Hall
of Shadows,” a collection of paintings, statues and tapestries depicting malevolent beings known as the Shadow
People, horrific human-like creatures made entirely of
shadow and living in darkness. That night the museum was
even more eerie by the light of the full moon; shadows
danced as the beam from John’s flashlight passed everything, giving the place a sense of foreboding. As the night
passed on, a sudden noise caught the night watchman’s
attention. John pinpointed the sound near a large tapestry
located in the Hall of Shadows. The large painting that
was supposedly made by the Shadow People depicted
people of different times in history screaming in terror as
they are chased by the Shadow People. As the night watchman drew closer, he could more clearly make out the sound
to which he was hearing. A noise that sounded like a great
number of people whispering that increased as John came
closer, even though nobody was there. Then suddenly the
whispering stopped. Perplexed by the rise and ending of
the noise John was just about to leave when the unthinkable happened; the whispering began once again, only this
time it was much closer and swiftly approaching his location. Preparing himself for what he thought was an attempted burglary, what he saw next was the stuff of nightmares. Standing before him was a tall, thin being with no
mouth, hair, ears or nose. The nightmarish creature was
seemingly made completely out of shadow; long bony fingers moved as if the creature was deciding on what to do
next. What scared John the most was the large red eyes
that seemed to glow from an unknown force; long tendrils
covered the creature’s back. Right then John knew that
what stood before him was one of the Shadow People. Suddenly the “Shadow” moved its skeletal arm. The creature
pointed a long bony finger at the night watchman then and,
even though the being did not posses a mouth, it uttered an
ear-shattering screech that sent fear down to John’s very
soul.

Terrified by the nightmare that stood before him John
ran. This was the last remaining individual of the Shadow
People, a malevolent race that lived on carnage and fear.
They were suddenly extinguished before they spread their
plague across the universe by a simple factor known as the
birth of the Sun. This cataclysmic event eliminated all but
a single individual that had been selected by its race to
live forever. Its only purpose in life was to once again bring
carnage to the world of man. But, John didn’t know of
these things; all he cared about was to flee from the nightmare behind him. The creature was infuriated at the
mortal’s attempt to flee the fate that awaited him. It was
too late to stop the horrible fate that awaited him; the
Shadow Creature had cornered him within the Hall of Shadows. Backing up in an effort to keep his distance from the
being. John felt something. Turning around, he came face
to face with the same tapestry in which the creature first
appeared. On it was an inscription that read, “He who tries
to toy with the secrets of the Shadow People shall unleash
the sleeping warrior who shall make them liveth no more.”
Turning around, John came face to face with his annihilator. The museum silenced the terrified man’s screams
throughout the night as the full moon illuminated the landscape.
The following morning, the museum curators noticed
that the night watchman was nowhere to be found. All the
security cameras that night had blacked out, leaving the
museum curator completely in the dark as to what may
have happened.
They failed to notice the new figure on the large tapestry in the Hall of Shadows. It marked what seemed to be
the beginning of the end.
Hayden Larsen is a 2012 graduate of Crow High School. “I was
diagnosed with Autism at a young age. I plan on becoming a motion
picture director and I am currently taking classes at Lane Community
College.” In the meantime, Hayden loves to write mysteries or horror
fiction.
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To Live Life Simply
By Ayla Burnett

I

wake to my alarm clock buzzing in my ear every morning and look forward to riding in a machine that shoots
toxins into the once-beautiful blue sky, and so greatly anticipate a day of bleak white walls and torturous metal
chairs to ensure that I grow to be a smart and mature adult.
I follow the system like a robot, making certain that I have
each upgrade essential to living in this world: the newest
iPad and unlimited texting. I am set for life.
I pass each day existing, but not living.
From the very day you turn on the television or get
into a car, you enter the system. You’re enveloped in advertisements telling you exactly what you need to be happy,
to look beautiful and to be fulfilled.
I am stuck in the system and find refuge only in the
thought of living life like one of our great leaders, Mahatma Gandhi, the Buddha or Henry David Thoreau: simply.
An author and Transcendentalist, Thoreau strived for
escape from the rules and norms of society. He retreated
to Walden Pond, deep in the woods, to live among nature.
“I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I
could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came
to die, discovered that I had not lived,” said Thoreau.
Following societal norms is fear-based. I run my hands
through my blond hair that I am afraid to dye purple or
green because I couldn’t get a decent job, and envy
Thoreau’s bravery to “live deliberately.” When one is devoid of the structure of society – going to school, getting a
job, surrounding yourself in material things and making
money to ensure happiness – fear of the unknown is surely
awakened. But, Thoreau rid himself of all these things,
and found beauty in the simplicity of a flower and the effortless song of a bird. Only when you can find contentment among things that are infinite, such as nature, and
not in the material and structural aspects of society, can
you truly be happy.
Noah Levine, author of Dharma Punx, found living a
life of simplicity his only path to survival. After spending
his youth in and out of jail and heavily addicted to every
kind of drug available, he turned to spiritual awakening
and Buddhism because he had absolutely nothing left to
lose. Levine rid himself of everything that had previously
defined him and found true meaning in an ashram in the
forests of India.
I could not agree more with the words of French author and philosopher Albert Camus: “The only way to deal
with an un-free world is to become so absolutely free that
your entire existence is an act of rebellion.” Is it such a
crime to want to be free? Levine spent his youth rebelling
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against society by destroying everything in sight and fighting every form of authority. He soon realized that peaceful
rebellion was more powerful than any kind of destruction.
I wish to break through the reins society has so tightly
wrapped around my neck, and “live deliberately.” I will
wake one day, not to the sound of reality’s alarm clock
buzzing in my ear, but to the sound of my own heart beating to the rhythm of the river running through the trees. In
the absence of material objects, I will find meaning in the
presence of nature. I, like Thoreau, will let my search
through nature lead me to myself.
Ayla Burnett is a 17-year old senior at Reynolds High School in Troutdale,
Oregon and granddaughter of Jim Burnett, aka Jimminy Cricket.

I

can still recall the happiness I felt when my secondgrade teacher showed my story “Sally and the Magic
Carpet” to all the other teachers. I was unfamiliar with the
feeling of satisfaction from having my voice and opinions
heard. From that moment on, I was hooked.
As time passed, I became increasingly interested in
travel and music, but never strayed from writing. I wanted
to find ways to blend my love of the written word, travel
and music to formulate a career. I also always had a strong
desire to give back to the world somehow, to give as much
love and help to people as possible.
I soon discovered journalism, and fell in love. It gave
me a chance to have my voice heard. I could write about
anything I wanted. Journalism offered so many different
paths to take, whether it be reporting, public relations or
media.
I came to this camp to further my abilities in journalism and with the hope of finding individuals like me who
love writing. It can be difficult in a high school environment to find people with a common passion to change the
world, and I’ve had the wonderful opportunity to meet
many individuals who share that interest with me.
An important thing I have learned about myself is, despite distracting feelings of a growling stomach, or perhaps a few minor backaches, I’m able to sit at a computer
for six hours straight with the intention of producing a good
story. What I thought would feel like unending hours of
intense labor actually turned out to be a wonderful experience. I’ve learned that with the help of your trusty editor,
and, OK, spell check, writing a story can be rewarding –
especially when it’s done!
~ Ayla Burnett, Reynolds High School
Reprinted from The Oregonian OregonLive blog on the
Teen Journalism Camp 2012
http://blog.oregonlive.com/teen/journalism_camp_2012/index.html

~ Nick DeAngelo
October 2012
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Community News

T

he Rural Arts Center in Lorane has a full schedule
of movies coming soon. Starting October 13, the RAC
will have “dinner-and-a-movie” nights every second Saturday of the month, October through March. Dinner is a
variety of filling soups and bread (Eugene City Bakery)
with coffee (Café Mam) and popcorn. Dessert for each
evening is provided by one of the local projects, groups or
charitable organizations who are beneficiaries of the proceeds from Movie Nights. Admission is suggested at
$7.00/adult and $5.00 12 and under.
The RAC Movie schedule is as follows:
October 13: “Family Night” The Secret of Kells (PG)
November 10: The Escape Artist (PG)
December 8: Dean Spanley (PG)
January 12: The Prestige (PG)
February 9: “Shorts Night,” a collection of Short Films
March 9: Being There (PG)

I

f you are a Veneta resident, be sure and VOTE this November! Because the Mayoral seat was vacated midterm, Sandra Larson took over. She and the candidates for
City Council are asking for your votes. Be a part of your
small town’s inner works by being part of the process of
leadership. Take it a step further and volunteer for service
yourself.
Also on the ballot this November is a renewal to maintain excellent library services for the citizens of the Fern
Ridge Library District. They stress that it is NOT an increase in your current taxes.

G

ot holiday Sprit already? To be part of the S.A.N.T.A.
(Sharing Among Neighbors Toy Appeal) in the Fern
Ridge Area, check the Fern Ridge Review for the latest
updates on meetings and how you can join. Volunteers sort
and organize toys for a free give-a-way each November
that serves hundreds of kids and their families in the Fern
Ridge School District. This year the event is December 22
at Veneta Elementary School. Eligibility requires proof of
residence and proof or number of children living in the
home, as in report cards or birth certificates. They can always use help, so contact them through their website at
http://www.venetasanta.org.

P

lease come to the 2012 Authors and Artist Fair at the
Holiday Market at the Eugene Fairgrounds, December 8. Local author and event organizer Bill Sullivan will
be there and Groundwaters author Jennifer Chambers will
be signing books along with many other authors from our
area. It’s a good place to get some holiday shopping done
and what better place to see and support writers near you?
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Community picnic at Deadwood in the Fall of 1917. Scene shows
table holding pies and cakes beneath tall conifer trees; residents
gather in foreground waiting to be served. Fall 1917. (Lane County
Historical Museum Photo Archives)

Pat Broome, our in-house historian, adds:
There is some poignancy to this picture of the Deadwood Picnic. The U.S. had declared war against Germany
in April of 1917. Several of the young men were probably
on their way to Camp Lewis, outside of Tacoma Washington to undergo training as part of the 91st (Wild West) Infantry Division. They were shipped to France in June of
1918. There they distinguished themselves in the bloody
battles of the Meuse-Argonne in October 1918.

T

he Fern Ridge Library has a wide variety of events
and activities planned for the fall and winter months.
Included are:

• Youth events every Wednesday from 4-5 p.m. for
school age children. (Lego Club, Game Club, Youth Book
Club, Read to a Dog and Science Club)
• Preschool Story Time - Every Wednesday at 10:45 a.m.
• Toddler Time - Every Friday at 11-11:20 a.m.
• Teen Scene - Every Thursday from 4-5 p.m. for middle
and high school students. (crafts, board games, book club,
knitting club)
• “Stitch Wits” Gathering - every Tuesday & Saturday
at 1 p.m. (knitting, crocheting, needlepoint, quilting, etc.)

REMOTE

If you like what you read, pass it on

