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

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

ur granddaughter,
Stephanie Kau, and
her fiance, Chad Furlong,
had just gotten a new border collie puppy at Christmas-time to replace Mac,
Chad’s
much-loved
sheepdog that had recently died. Chad is a
sheep rancher and he was
lost without his dog. Consequently, Chief arrived
on the scene to not only
begin training as a true working dog, but to fill the void
that Mac had left in Chad’s life.
Mac had been totally loyal to Chad and well-versed in
his duties as a sheep dog, but he was extremely skittish
around other people. Chad’s goal was to socialize Chief
by having him around other people whenever possible.
Right after Chad and Steph got him, our family left on
our 3-day Sunriver vacation near Bend. Of course, being
just 8-weeks old, Chief joined us in the pet-friendly rental.
Needless to say, he became socialized big-time in three
days with 13 people constantly holding him, playing with
him and sneaking bites to him when Chad wasn’t looking.
It was during our time at Sunriver that Stephanie
snapped the picture of Chief sitting on her cousin,
Hannah’s, lap while she played a game of contract rummy
with her cousins.
As soon as I saw the photo, I knew that it was perfect
for our Groundwaters’ “game” issue.
Thanks Steph and Chad for providing us with such a
sweet picture! And, thank you, Chief, for providing our
family with an added dimension to our winter-fun time
together at Sunriver. pe

“Game”

2013
July - “Mission”
October - “Reflect”
2014
January - “Best”
April - “Ripple”

April 2013

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

T

hank you to the Oregon Country Fair! They have
awarded The Groundwaters’ Magazine Project a $1,000
grant from their 2013 Bill Wooten Endowment Fund. The
award is ear-marked for our youth community service program headed by Jennifer Chambers. Our first project under
this program is already taking place at the Veneta Elementary
School and we will now begin scheduling other projects with
area schools. Interested teachers and administrators are encouraged to contact us (See the story at the end of this editorial...)
The past couple of months have proven to be a period
of growth for Groundwaters. We published our second poetry anthology, Groundwaters’ Poetry: Ripples on the Water, and we are adding new distribution sites to make it easier
to find a copy of the magazine wherever you live in Lane
County. In addition, it appears that we may begin, once again,
to host some social events similar to Groundwaters Live!
Ripples on the Water has proven to be a huge success.
True, our main sales have come from the 47 contributing
poets whose works appear in the book, but we have been
getting rave reviews on it, as well. Our first order of 130
books were gone within two weeks and of the 30 more that
we ordered, only 10 are left.
We scheduled two book pick-up events for the contributing poets... one at the Fern Ridge Library and one at the
Campbell Senior Center in Eugene the week we got the
books. We really appreciate the support these organizations
have given us throughout the years. It was especially wonderful to meet in person some of our favorite poets whom
we had not met before and to visit with our long-time friends,
as well. We especially want to thank Bridgett Johnson-Elliott
and her mother, Linda Johnson, for helping us with poetry
selection on Ripples and offering to promote it with the local bookstores. Thanks, too, to Susanne Twight-Alexander
who offered to take them to the Oregon Poetry Conference
in April, and to Roy K. Johnston who bought enough copies
to send one to the National Poetry Association and to friends
in Scotland and China. They are allowing us to get some
great exposure outside of Lane County. We have such a great
Groundwaters family! Each of you are so very special to us.
Both anthologies are being offered to local bookstores.
If you do not find them, please ask the managers to contact
us. There is an ad on page 16 for those interested in ordering their own copies. Besides the website listed, they are
also available from Amazon.com, Barnes and Noble, and
other on-line book sellers. If you have a PayPal account,
you can also order them directly from our website at http://
www.groundwaterspublishing.com/anthologies.html.
Continue to watch for our new projects. We have some
outside editing and publishing jobs lined up, but we also are
planning to put together some prose anthologies made up of
some of the wonderful fiction and personal-experience stories that we have published over the years.
Our October 2013 issue will begin our 10th year of publication!! I had lunch with Judy Hays-Eberts the other day.
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As many of you know, she was the one who originated
Groundwaters magazine in October 2004. We marveled over
the fact that her labor of love, which she turned over to Jen,
Pat B., Jim and me in 2008, is still going strong. Despite
the fact that our focus differs from her original vision for
the publication, she is 100% supportive of all that we are
doing. Thank you, Judy!
We have recently added some new distribution sites to
make the magazine easier to access, too. In Cheshire, you
can pick up copies at the Country Corner Community Library located in the Goldson Grange. Due to popular demand, we have also added some additional sites in Eugene.
They include Tsunami Books, J-Co Feeds (on Highway 99)
and Curves in Marketplace West. The copies at the Eugene
Library can be found on the 2nd floor. Someone at the information desk can direct you to them.
Congratulations to our non-profit sponsor, the Applegate
Regional Theatre! ART, Inc. has just entered into a leaseagreement with the Fern Ridge School District to set up a
theater in the former Central School gymnasium. They will
also have use of some classrooms for workshops and storage for costumes and other theater props. Their previous
arrangement with the Broadway Events Center in Veneta
did not work out, but this is a much nicer facility, I believe.
When they are set up, they have encouraged Groundwaters
to once again plan a Groundwaters Live! event.
pe
It’s all so exciting!

Groundwaters’ Youth Program
is Happening!

J

ennifer Chambers, who is coordinating our new youth
program, has been working with students from two second grade classrooms at Veneta Elementary School. In a
project originated by the teachers of the classrooms, the students read Wilfrid Gordon McDonald Partridge, by Mem Fox,
a story about Wilfred, a boy who becomes friends with a
woman who lives in a nearby “old people’s home,” and who
has lost her memory. Wilfrid collects different types of memories for his friend Nancy – sad ones, happy ones, warm ones...
The teachers helped each student write and illustrate
one of each type of memory of their own, and Groundwaters
is putting them into a book for each child, teacher and the
school library. It was a tremendous amount of organizational work for the teachers and volunteers to put the
children's memories in order and to type the stories for us
while including the children's particular idiosyncratic style.
Jen has been teaching Creative Writing since February
2013 to a group of 8 to 10 students from the school. We
hope that with our additional funding, we will be able to
bring the joy of creative writing and of being published in
a book to several more classrooms in our area very soon.
Interested teachers, please contact Jennifer Chambers at
jennifer@groundwaterspublishing.com. We can pattern the
projects to your needs and we would like to include as many
classrooms in this project as we can.

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

The Game

L

ife is a game, a grand adventure in which the game
board is constantly changing as are the game pieces,
ourselves. Round and round the gameboard we go, sometimes forward, sometimes back a bit, but never standing
still but for a moment, yet forever in the Now.
In the beginning we play upon a board designed by
others, our die is cast by another’s hand. Hope is clouded
by a presupposed fate; free will is challenged by the demand for obedience. Such seems to be the rules imposed
upon “our” game. Yet the struggle from square to square is
ours alone and within the play, a ray of light is found that
provides a glimpse of a different set of moves, new possibilities. The game gives way to a new board, the Game of
Chance gives way to the Game of Choice. In choosing, we
begin to define the rules and the roles.
The rule books written by others, though having served
us well in getting started on life’s adventure, are set aside,
sometimes gently, sometimes violently by chaotic events…
stuff happens that demands we make the choice to move
forward or backward, to step foot onto the next square and
to cast the die again. Round and round we go round life’s
dynamic spiral. Once again we pass Go and collect our
reward, once again we alight on a familiar square and are
gifted with the opportunity to learn its lesson anew in preparation for the next move. No square is without a purpose
or opportunity; all rooted in the need to choose when, how
and where to throw the die. It matters not, in the overall
scheme of life, what number comes up. A two, three or
six… each number a different opportunity, a different lesson, each with its own set of choices and rewards. A six is
not better than a two, what matters is that you continue
playing the game… that you play the game rather than
letting the game play you. What’s the difference? Deliberate choice. Deciding within each square, each moment of
life, what you will feel, say, do, be and what you will take
into the next moment.
In playing “our” game we learn from others, we have
seen how the game has unfolded for our parents and our
grandparents, for our siblings and our peers. We are free
to try to walk in their footsteps and may be able to do so
for a while, but ultimately we must learn a new way; we
must sketch out our own gameboard and make our own
decisions. What worked for them worked for them. Some
part of it may work for us, but ultimately, we must define
our own roles within the constraints of human decency,

understanding and compassion. Within that framework we
play out our game, live our adventure.
It is not, however, a solitary game. The gameboard upon
which we play is but one of many boards interconnected
and linked, overlapping the gameboards of others. Viewed
from afar we begin to see that there is but one board imprinted upon the face of the home we call Earth. No matter
what our move is upon our board, its scope is planetary. It
affects our world and it changes the world, however subtly. What we choose to do or not do matters, always. Such
is the Game of Life.
Sometimes we forget that it is our game that we are to
play. Deciding not to choose, we seem to be swept along
by circumstances dictated by the moves of others. We find
ourselves in a seemingly endless maze or in a carnival’s
house of mirrors in which there is no obvious way forward. Every way we turn we encounter the reflection of
our dumbfounded Self, lost upon a gameboard designed
by someone else. At other times we are caught up in the
games of competition and the inherent need for there to be
winners and losers. However, the only person that life calls
us to be better than is… Self; to be better than we were
before. It’s a game in which there are no losers; offense
and defense have no meaning, no relevance, the Game of
Life proceeds without conflict. No one has an advantage
over another; all are equipped and free to play their own
game without harming anyone else in any way. Life truly
is a grand adventure, filled with infinite possibilities and
each move forward has its own rewards.
I’m game, are you?

Old School Yard
Come play in the Infinite,
we’re here already!
Yes, our clothes will get dirty;
so what’s the problem?
We’ll be running together;
you won’t be alone.
~ Judy Hays-Eberts
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Newly Published!

J

ust when you think you
can identify his style, interests and poetic voice, Johnston
breaks with the past by cracking language making fissures
caused by his self-made creative pressure, breaking the
codes of poetry and language,
cracking non-essential words
and leaving them raw, or hearing a poem like you need to hear
jazz or study a Pollock and interweaving his political interests and call to awareness of our
collective predicament in a fragile world. Johnston allows
this new book to have a fresh and simplistic orientation
well beyond and more at ease than his previous works.

PLACE
AD FOR
POETRY
A N“words
TH
GY
Roy Johnston’s
come O
at youL
likeO
geometric
shapes in a
dream and we must put them back in the right order to break
the code.HERE
Yet, maybe not. We work together in this fracking process. —a poet and reader”
Roy K. Johnston is an international poet recognized in the field of
cultural integration, creativity, and the unity of knowledge. His poetry
is infused with the music and rhythm of a career classical and jazz
performer. Recently he has been a featured reader in Portugal;
Madhopur, India; Kingston, Jamaica; Los Angeles; San Francisco; New
York City; Boston; and Portland, Oregon. From Fractals, Forward is
his sixth book of poetry.Visit his website at http://roykjohnston.com.
His books are also available on-line at Amazon.com.

T

he Curious Bookshop,
a Young Adult Historical
Fantasy, has been just released by Groundwaters’ own
Jennifer Chambers. Published by Books To Go Now,
it is available as an e-book,
PDF or Kindle download.
Imagine yourself as Anna,
an awkward, bookish twelveyear-old girl… and then take
that girl and transport her into
the body of young Queen
Elizabeth the First.
The Curious Bookshop combines mystery, historical intrigue and a story about two kids on a quest for the truth. It
is the first in a series of three historical books. Book Two
features Anna and the Underground Railroad and Book
Three will have Anna on the Oregon Trail.
Get it at Amazon.com or BarnesandNoble.com.
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I Am Your Ocean
I am water
Begging you to swim in my ocean
Tread sweetly upon my lullaby
As I hold every part of you
Yet untouched
By fluid lips
And tongue
Ride with me
Upon wave after wave
Of tempest
Starved of flesh
And time
Under sheets of rain
Unforgiving thunder
Pure silver electric light
Penetrating
Through everything
We want most
Float upon my finger tips
As we sway in the shadows
Of clouds
Bathing in the glory
Of untamed silence
I, your ocean,
Freely give
To you
~ Roy K. Johnston

Child’s Play
With a burning and a longing, I sit
Torn between the daughter sitting beside,
But more, the daughter of my soul inside
Attention on just one must, pray, stay lit.
The one so present, here and now she is
Demanding all my patience and my wit
To guide her in mind, body and spirit.
Suffer not the time wasted, gone amiss.
The other yet cries, closer than mine ears
Tempting me to venture from the imminent,
Realize, from what is now a remnant.
She burns, she pulls to be the one who steers.
The petulant will wait, her turn to find.
I choose the one whose growth I cannot bind.
~ Kristen Hendricks

Fern Canyon
By Dale Dickson

I

have been privileged to have had the opportunity to
visit many beautiful and scenic locales throughout our
wonderful country; many of them several times. Yosemite,
Yellowstone and the Grand Canyon come to mind. However, I take this opportunity to tell you of a little-known
place that is within the reach of us all and I am certain you
would share the enjoyment I experience whenever I am
able to visit it. Envision now a truly serendipitous place
from a snapshot of an album of unforgettable memories.
We are going to Fern Canyon, part of Prairie Creek Redwoods State Park in Northern California’s Humboldt
County, along the Pacific coast. The road we are taking is
3.2 miles south of the main entrance to the park. You can’t
miss it unless you blink, so keep an eye open for it as you
travel on Highway 101.

way up through the black sand. Warning signs are posted,
alerting us that elk are protected and potentially dangerous. We aren’t about to challenge one of those one-ton
bulls with a rack of antlers so wide he’d have to turn sideways to get through a barn door.
About one-half mile farther, we come to our destination, Fern Canyon, one of my favorite places. The canyon
was carved by Prairie Creek which, when set free by the
canyon, merges easily into the thundering Pacific Ocean.
Fern Canyon is three-quarters of a mile long, no more
than 50-feet wide, with 30-foot high walls. The water table
is so shallow here that lush green water-loving ferns cling
to the walls, always glistening from the seeping water. The
narrow creek meanders easily through the canyon, bridged
occasionally by fallen trees, bearded with moss.
The ocean’s ceaseless pounding is soon lost after we
enter the canyon, and the only sound is the murmur of the
creek and an occasional bird scolding us for entering its
tranquil world.
We linger a little longer, delaying our return to the
outside world until any other tourists have returned to the
beach, and we can enjoy the solitude alone. I realize what
peace we often forfeit when we reluctantly leave Fern
Canyon and I always look forward to our next visit.

Listen to the Quiet
The narrow road off Hwy. 101 is paved and well-maintained for 327 yards. Then it becomes an even narrower,
rough rock, dirt and gravel wagon trail as it leads toward
the ocean. It looks rough, and it is, but nearly any vehicle
can pass over it. However, trailers are prohibited. Just drive
under 10 mph, dodge the potholes, and be on the alert for
deer and elk playing bumper tag with you as they travel
throughout their territory, unmindful of you and yours.
This road commands your attention as you ford two
small creeks. There is no need to worry, though, as the
water is shallow and the creek bottom is solid with gravel.
The undergrowth and trees are thick and green, watered
by the fog and rains so common in this area.
The four miles of unpaved road is finally released by
the forest and we spring onto a black sand beach, appropriately named Gold Bluffs Beach. The black sand reluctantly relinquished a small amount of gold near the end of
the 19th Century, hence its name.
A small herd of huge Roosevelt elk is grazing
nonchalantly on the coarse grasses which have fought their

Early morning, sun from the east
Shining brightly on the tops of trees,
and streets, and houses,
With shadows below my window.
No sound, no movement.
I sit quietly and soak up the view,
and wonder, When did our world
become so beautiful?
I reach for my little radio
on the table beside me,
and turn it on.
I need soft music, it enriches my soul,
and once again I live
to see another day.
~ Dolly Ruth Smith
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The Butterflies
Under the cloudy sky,
Little spectral butterflies
Whiffle like white ash
Toward the small, coral embers of spring.
They disperse throughout the land,
Fluttering close to the grass,
And consuming molecules of damp air,
With their warm, microscopic breath.
Their wings may be birthed from
The spring moon, as slivers that came
Billowing free of their orb,
And by daylight scattered down to earth.
Or maybe their tiny bodies are
The corpses of winter’s epithelium,
Set free from the Underworld
As tender ghosts searching for their skin.
Our sluggish heartbeat
Starts to quicken when they flutter
In such aimless, excitable patterns,
That we pray the apocalyptic sky keeps them.
Even the undying passion of roots
Mapping its body of luxuriant veins,
Is aware of their weightless landing,
And the flow of nutrients between souls.
For although we may not remember
When a child’s hands rested
In the grass, or where the skeleton of a deer liesThe butterflies do,
And they softly trace the imprints of residue life.
So this happens each year:
The air pulses with still fortitude,
The living is awakened from its torpor,
And the earth is resuscitated
From the exquisite clasp of winter’s grave.
~ Bridgett Johnson-Elliott

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

On the Brink
With bated breath
buds hover
on the edge
of bursting from green
to the colors of sunshine
The hummingbirds,
iridescent,
flit amongst
the riotous rainbow
spectrum of early bloomers
With bated breath
flirty blossom
pirouettes,
beckons a courting bee
to rendezvous as ordained
Pregnant pods
and dripping honey
celebrate the union.
As colors slowly fade,
birds follow the sun
Sap returns to the core,
tubers and bulbs go inward
to nurse their embryos.
With a deep, spent sigh
the garden surrenders to slumber.
~ Delina Greyling

Trimming Horns
Chasing a poem as it hops dead logs,
its tail just out of reach of my grasping fingers
I lumber through allegory
and alliteration
in a forest of jumbled words
Tangled in the undergrowth
of my intent to capture the elusive beast
I plunge and grab, wrestle
with rhyme and rhythm
too slippery to hold onto
A cave looms ahead, it slips in
as my heart sinks — capture was so close!
Then, to my delight, in the next chamber
I find it lassoed, corralled, conquered
by a circle of poets, trimming its horns
~ Delina Greyling
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The Box
By Brittany Postle

T

here was a box.
In every way it resembled the world she once knew; the
world that still was. But the world was without her, for she
was trapped within the box: damned to see, but not to touch.
The box was an enigma. It hadn’t always been there, she
had just woken up one day to walls around her. She could
still remember the feel of the sun on her skin, from the days
before the box had sealed her in.
The constraints of her prison were not visible. In fact,
most people would see her and wave – beckon for her to
join them – not realizing that she couldn’t. They couldn’t
see her walls, and therefore couldn’t understand them.
After a while, the people stopped waving and went about
their lives. They got new jobs, new boyfriends, wives, children; they forgot they had ever known a girl in a box.
Sitting within her symmetrical six-sided prison, she
learned what it was like to feel completely alone. As her
mood darkened so did a wall – becoming a two-way mirror.
People would use the mirror: talk of their lives, their
woes, always themselves, then move on without a second
thought. They would look at her in the mirror and see only
themselves. They would never ask after her; for who would
think that a mirror has feelings too?
As she did her duties as the mirror, she realized a horrifying truth: if one could not participate in the world outside
the box, one ceased to exist in the world!
Awash with a great anxiety, she flung herself against
the invisible walls – screaming, crying, and begging.
People don’t want to be seen, they NEED to be seen, or
they fade away; not just from the world, but from themselves.
Her body had betrayed her, creating this prison: and
there is no worse betrayal to be known than that of the body
to one’s self. It took time and scheming, but through sheer
force of will she tore her walls down, decimating the box.
She was free to exist in the world.
She would emerge like a butterfly from a chrysalis: the
world all the more beautiful for the myriad days trapped in
her cocoon. And she would shine and attract new friends—
friends she knew would stay this time.
But then she would close her eyes to rest and reawaken;
entombed within her box again.
Her friends of yesterday would see her and wave, but
soon they too would forget her, and slowly she would fade
away again, saving her strength to break free, even while
disappearing.
If she stopped fighting to be free, gave in to the box,
would she disappear completely? Would she cease to exist,
even to herself?
Would the box become her mausoleum?
I cannot answer this for you, for I live in that box, and
soon you shall forget me too.

Joey and the Bald Eagle
Expecting a stroll along the sandy beach edge,
he looked for the usual shells and stones.
Being a mere baby, a two-year-old little boy,
beachy expectations were easily sidelined.
Never looking behind him, he could only see
forward to his knee-high world ahead...
Lurking on the horizon,
positioned on a wobbly sea piling,
sat a radiant bald eagle.
The little boy was now witness to its majesty.
Shells and stones took second place.
Buckets, shovels were tossed aside.
Joey ran to touch this feathered gift.
As he ran, his avian friend flew, circling above
the boy’s upward gaze.
They locked eyes... they were one
and he now knows the joy of being alive,
digging for shells and sand no more.
~ Barbara Newman

Joey is my grandson... he is exploring on Taylor Island Creek, on
the eastern shore of Maryland where my daughter has her
summer home.
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Bingo!
By Pat Edwards

I

t seems that the game of bingo has been a part of my
husband Jim’s and my lives for much of our adulthoods.
Jim’s mother and father, especially, were big fans of the
game in their twilight years and it became their major recreation as they entered their 70’s. Jim and I and many members of the Edwards’ clan took turns to occasionally accompany them to such places as the old Paramount Bingo
Center, the Eagles’ Lodge or St. Alice Church in Springfield, and we found it to be a fun way of spending time
with them. Later, after Jim’s dad passed away, we began
taking Mom once a week to St. Alice in
Springfield where she had many friends
and loved to play.
The game caught on with my own
mother, too. She did not live close-by
to us for many years, but she and her
husband Dutch played the game with
their “snow-bird” friends during the
period when they divided their time between Bayview, Idaho on Lake Pend
Orielle and Hemet, California. After
Dutch died, my mother moved to Bend,
Oregon to be at least within driving distance of my brother, sister and me.
Whenever I visited her, we would almost always schedule a game of bingo
at her senior center or the local American Legion hall. Later, when her health dictated that she move into our home, bingo was a weekly
event for us at the Cottage Grove Senior Center and as
often as possible at the Crow Grange.
Now, every Sunday evening, Jim and I have a “date
night” where we play bingo at the Arc on Highway 99. It
gets him away from his TV and me from my computer
and we actually talk and enjoy each other’s company while
eating concession food and playing the game.
Consequently, for us, the draw is not the hope of winning a fortune – although that adrenaline rush we get when
we yell, “Bingo!” contributes to the enjoyment. It is a fun
means to get away from our regular routines and to spend
time with each other and our friends.
A little over 10 years ago, a local radio personality,
trying to be funny, “pushed my button,” and I fired off the
following letter in protest. I never got a response, although
I was told by a colleague that I had hit the mark. In addition, I felt better for having written it!...

10
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The Letter
“How do you get 200 cows in a barn? – You put up a
Bingo sign!”
Cute, John, cute! Let’s see, maybe you’re referring to
that rather overweight lady sitting in Row 6. She’s dressed
rather sloppily and is smoking a cigarette. As she shuffles
up to the snack bar, her breathing sounds like a locomotive. The money that she pays for her bingo buy-in probably could be used for food, clothing or other necessities,
but just maybe she needs a little release from her dull life.
Ok... She’s one candidate for your
“cow” description.
How about that “cow” in Row 2
(in the non-smoking section)? She is in
her 60’s – has been a housewife all of
her life; lives in a mobile home in a park
in the Danebo district. Her husband just
passed away two months ago, and she
has a son who comes to see her on weekends. Life has become pretty lonely during the week, but the friends that sit with
her at bingo share conversation and concern and give her an interest outside of
herself. And, occasionally being able
yell “Bingo!” gives her that little rush
of adrenaline that has been so absent in
her life for so long.
Or maybe your picture of the “bingo cow” is of the
lady sitting in Row 8 next to her husband. Her chair just
happens to be on wheels and her husband attentively pushes
her into the bingo hall and settles her in amongst their regular group of friends while he goes to the snack bar to buy
her a taco salad before the games begin. She always gets
hugs and hellos from the regulars.
Cow? Oh, but you forget... There are lots of bulls in
the barn as well! One of them comes to play bingo two or
three times a week. He used to come with his wife. They
were such a “cute” couple. Many people would stop at
their table to chat and to ask how they were doing. Soon,
she no longer came with him. Some said she was in the
hospital with a stroke. Many of the cows and bulls stopped
by regularly to inquire about her and to give him hugs and
moral support. The “stroke” was actually Alzheimer’s and
he continued to come – to get out into the world of the
other cows and bulls for a couple of hours of social interaction.
But, hold on! The bingo “cows” and “bulls” are not all
ailing or gummers! There is the family – mother, father,
daughter and son-in-law in Row 1 who just wanted to get

out and do something fun where they could laugh and converse and maybe even pick up some extra spending money.
You can’t do that in a movie theater or while sitting around
the TV set watching the Blazers once again going down to
defeat! As you look around the barn, you see a lot of plain,
average cows and bulls. True, there isn’t much sophistication emanating from the silo. It’s just a herd that enjoys
socializing while drinking non-alcoholic Diet Cokes, eating chili dogs and, once in a while, getting high – not from
cocaine, meth or pot – but from the rush they got when
yelling “Bingo” at the top of their lungs. Sure, their money
could be invested in more profitable or charitable activities, just as their time could be spent alone, or their thoughts
mired in the problems of everyday life.
Cows? Come on, John!
I’m using this as an example of the insensitivity you
and some others who are in the public eye show in order to
try and be funny. If you have to degrade or embarrass others in order to be funny, amusing, entertaining, etc., then
to me, and others like me, you are not “funny, amusing, or
entertaining, etc.” Show some class – earn the respect of
your listeners, don’t try to insult our intelligence. The best
on-air personalities are those who are naturally funny and
witty and who make use of the naturally funny things in
life that surround us daily. When you have to strain for
and concoct humor, then you lose not only your credibility
but your audience as well.
You might be wise to take some advice from this old
cow, John. According to you, that’s what I am even though
I am also a wife, mother, grandmother, friend, well-respected employee, freelance writer, editor/publisher, active community member, animal lover, computer word processing “expert” – and a weekly bingo player. It may not
be everyone’s choice of entertainment, but it works for us.
Bingo!!

rain’s renewal

Songs of Life
My valley has snow-capped peaks
On either side,
A grassland floor.
In soft spring months
It is Ireland green.
Majestic mountains
Separate and divide
Like accordion file folders.
Mountain, valley, Mountain, valley,
Marching to the sea.
Three-Fingered Jack, The Sisters,
Bachelor Butte, Mary’s Peak;
Good soldiers all, chins up, ancient heads turned white.
They protect my right and left flanks,
Their bony shoulders touching a brilliant summer sky.
Streams dance with one another
Form a chorus line of mighty waters.
Rivers carve the volcanic upheavals.
They soar over boulders,
Through towns named Cascade and Klamath Falls.
My mother sings the song
Of the Columbia and its tributaries,
Letting the Indian names
Flow along the tune
Like a canoe careening over the Willamette.
My father shares his poetry of shale,
Limestone,
Basalt.
Of how the land was spit out
From the mountains,
Lifted up,
Folded like a woman kneading bread dough.

the liquid sky collects, in random pools.
bound by asphalt, reflecting heavy clouds of descending
waters.
surface tension, is abruptly broken by a gentle landing,
and the tiny bird glides to a halt.
now afloat, she prunes her flight-worn wings.
playfully splashing, beak dipping... her feathers glisten.
she is renewed by the pavement’s collections..
I watch her..
her careful preening, is now completed.
she flies...
I will wait for my heavenly downpour
and my renewal begins...

~ Jeanette-Marie Mirich

~ Barbara Newman
April 2013
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Hope

If It Had Rained

What is hope? Hope is dreams
That you thought would never come
To fore wishing
Hope in things you know will never happen
And yet you hold on

If it had rained that day
they would have met
under the awning
in front of Weddell’s Antique Store
while waiting for a morning shower to pass

Hoping for my family
To finally acknowledge me
To call today, to love me
I never stop hoping

If it had rained that day
they would have cut classes
and watched afternoon storm clouds approach
while sharing chocolate cheesecake and hot coffee
in Mario’s Bistro across the street

That hope hurts every time
Because I am disappointed
When it doesn’t happen
And I know it’s not going to happen
They’ll never be hugs or love
Yet I still hold out
The slenderest hope

If it had rained that day
they would have giggled and held hands
while dodging rush hour headlights
as they dashed through the evening downpour
to her little red sports car
If it had rained that day
she would have cracked her window just before leaving
to hand him her number
and he would have stood in the soaking torrent
watching her drive into the darkness

I believe good will overcome evil
That the sun will shine again
That love will conquer all
But I must cast out
This unrealistic dream
Some things just don’t materialize

If it had rained that day
he would have called next morning
and they would have flirted
and courted
and fallen in love

Yet somehow, somewhere
Hope is found when you
Least expect it
When it’s darkest of night
When you lose hope
Just for a moment
You get so tired of the fight
Trudging an uphill battle
When everything is against you
You just can’t seem to win

If it had rained that day
~ Marv Himmel

the snow queen’s daughter

Suddenly
The rain stops
The clouds roll away
And the sun peaks through
The rays of
Hope!
~ Katherine Geller
Though the climb up my life's mountain has been very steep, the view
once through the darkness has been a great light.This has provided a
great catalyst to being a voice for those lost, alone and without hope.
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i shroud myself in white lace dresses and shawls,
and walk to the spot by the river
where we kissed beneath a hoar-frosted tree,
amazed that our rising heat did not transform
this winter’s seal upon the branches
to may buds.
remember this, come back to me
and melt my ice-bladed heart again.
~ Emily Hart

Harsh Lesson
A Kodiak bear hunt I went on one spring
Became a harsh lesson on what nature can bring.
The wind from inland will hold the tide back;
But if the wind lets up, the high tide is exact.
A wind from offshore can flood the tide plain;
Then strand you in a gale-force wind with rain.
I emptied my pack to lighten the load,
Food and a hatchet left behind in the cold.
After crossing a stream, I hiked up Uyak Bay.
When I saw Hidden Basin, I decided to stay.
I’d found some bear sign, but low tide called me back.
Hunting brown bear alone could draw an attack.
As I rounded a bend, I saw thick alder smoke.
Three hunters were waiting for a bush plane on floats.
It was zero zero, no planes flew today.
They voiced their concern of a three-day delay.
With food running short and spirits running low,
I could tell when I left, they wished they could go.
I arrived at the cove and the freshwater stream,
The place where I’d cross, a warm cabin, sweet
dream.
It didn’t look right. Was it really low tide?
I attempted a crossing to the far side.
My rifle overhead, white caps in my face,
Sand moving underfoot and salt water to taste.
I had to turn back, common sense told me so,
From a tide that was high instead of a low.
Chilled to the bone, I had visions of bed;
I’ll be sleeping over here on wet sand instead.

I feel the wind blow, it’s cutting right through;
I must not panic, I have to stay cool.
I had flames dancing, no dry fuel to burn,
A time for decisions, a time for concern.
A few plastic items, when lit they would drip;
With fire-building a failure, this wind could be it.
A log structure built on the beach to warm up;
I dove in for cover; it was cozy enough.
I slept on the sand in my clothes with no fire,
My hatchet left behind a few hours prior.
So many sets of tracks up and down the beach,
That warmed me up for a fifteen-minute sleep.
All night until daylight, I repeated this stunt.
There’s nothing to brag about this spring bear hunt.
In the morning the tracks in the sand told the tale,
Of surviving on a beach in a hundred-knot gale.
I crossed at daylight, not one minute late.
The North Country can get you, at times it’s your fate.
I laid around all day soaking up the heat,
From a stove I made from an oil can on the beach;
And drying my clothes for the trip back home.
From this day on, I’ll take care when I roam.
~ Dana Graves
(Based on an experience on Kodiak Island in 1979)

Farm
We had a few pigs out
back, but there’s one thing
mightier than the pen
and that’s barbeque
sauce.
~ Kris Bluth

April 2013

Groundwaters

13

Fred Bigfoot
By Mario Myatt

I

“man.”) “What’s happening?” He didn’t seem to cotton to
was born in the hills of Arkansas and moved to Oregon
hippie talk, so then I said, “Friend, what’s the matter with
when I was 15-years of age.
your foot?”
In Arkansas, my passion was hunting. Oregon was not
He just starred at me and grunted something that
a whole lot different, so I fit right in with the locals.
sounded like “Fred,” so that became his name.
Anyway, as I said before, I loved to hunt. Every time
I said, “Well, hello Fred. My name is Walt. I’m from
there was a slack time at work, I would grab my gun, a
Oregon City.” Then I asked, “Can you walk?”
Model 70 Winchester 30-06 and my dog, Chester.
He just grunted. We were getting nowhere really fast.
Chester was a big Airedale/Lab mix and also my huntFishing around in my pocket I found a candy bar and ofing companion. He was long-legged and sported a brindle,
fered it to him. He took it from my hand and tried to
curly coat and short bobbed-off tail. This made him look
eat it with the wrapper still on. After gnawing on
more vicious than he actually was. Chester was a very docit a bit, he disgustedly dropped it
ile dog, especially around children. I like to say he’s my
on the ground. I picked it up,
dog, but Chester, belongs to no one and only hangs
unwrapped it and gave it back
around me because I keep him well-fed.
to him. This time, he sniffed the
We – me and Chester – spent all sumcandy and wolfed it right down,
mer traipsing up and down the Cascades,
acting as if he had never eaten one
and then we were off to the Steens Mounbefore. Then he held out his hand
tains for the fall hunting season.
begging for another, but I had no more.
Once, while meandering around in
Luckily, the foot didn’t seem to
the Steens, I found an empty but wellbe broken; I figured that it was just a bad sprain.
built little cabin by a stream under a
I had him put his arm around my shoulders and
cottonwood tree. This comfortable little onethen I helped him limp to the cabin.
room shanty must have, at one time,
At the cabin, I banked a fire – something he didn’t
been a line-shack, probably for
like a lot, but he really enjoyed the baked sage hens and
some cattle rancher, or maybe a
fried spuds. After supper, I gave him a beer and cigar and
sheep herder.
then, by golly, he looked almost civilized.
Anyway, back to the story...
The next day I said, “Fred, you are in need of a bath if
Chester and I had been out for
you are going to live here with me.”
about three hours, scouring the
Since the cabin was sitting on the bank of
country, hunting camp meat. All we could
Illustrated by
scare up were a half-dozen sage hens. These
Lehman Myatt a creek, we just shuffled outside to discuss the
bathing situation. When we drew near the creek, I
hens were going to make Chester and me a fine
just gave Fred a shove and then I jumped right in
supper.
behind him with a bar of soap. We wrestled around and
As we were heading back to the shack, I noticed
around in that creek for a spell, I don’t know who got the
Chester’s ears. They were standing straight up and he was
cleanest, Fred or me.
staring at something dark down an old game trail. On a
When we got back to the cabin and toweled off, I nostump, big as life, was some kind of a brown, furry aniticed Fred looked right shiny and was a real good-looking
mal. We couldn’t tell what it was at that distance and
guy, except for the hair.
Chester was acting totally confused. As we crept up very
Over the weeks while Fred was mending, he and I beslowly to get a better look, the unknown creature became
came good buddies – I mean we were tight. He couldn’t
more recognizable. Chester calmed down, so it obviously
speak my language and it was a problem talking with him
was not a bear. I was hoping maybe it was only a human in
but, surprisingly, we communicated.
need of a haircut – maybe a hippie.
I was encouraged one day when I heard him say “Me
It was obviously some kind of an animal and we found
hungry.” But, Fred was always hungry and he about ran
it to be no threat. He was trying to get away, but was hamChester’s and my legs off, supplying grub.
pered by a sore foot. Gingerly, we crept up to the shaggy
Fred was hobbling around pretty good after a bit and I
beast for a better look and it appeared to be a man in a fur
needed to go back to Oregon City and work. Feeling recoat.
sponsible for his well-being, however, I planned to return
I told Chester, “Calm down Buddy, he’s no threat, he’s
in four weeks to check on him.
a hippie.”
Early the next morning, while I was loading the truck,
“Hey man,” I said. (Hippies like to use the word
14

Groundwaters

April 2013

Fred asked me to leave Chester. I was afraid he would eat
the dog when he got hungry. It was on my mind to say, “No
way!” for I liked that ugly old mutt. Then, Fred, went over,
squatted down and hugged Chester. My heart melted and I
relented, but I didn’t expect to ever see the dog again. I left
the Steens with a heavy heart, because it looked as though
Chester, might be the main course of a three-course meal.
Back in town as I was working, I read a book on
Bigfoots and it sounded as though Fred, my buddy, was
likely a Bigfoot creature. The four weeks were long and
worrisome, but on Friday when the whistle blew after work,
I loaded my truck, threw in a 50-pound bag of dog food
and headed for the Steens.
Early the next morning, as I pulled into the line-shack,
here came Chester and, Lo and Behold!, Fred was right
behind him. They were happy campers.
Fred, said plain as day, “Me want candy.” What a shock
that was. It seemed Fred was getting civilized – he had
even bathed.
In order to replenish our larder and to keep meat on the
table, Fred and I started hunting together. He was an uncanny tracker and really enjoyed shooting my guns.
On one of my visits, I brought him a gun of his own. It
was a Ruger 243. He was thrilled with that firearm. I also
taught him to take care of it and keep it clean and dry.
My stupid mutt Chester loved Fred more than me, so
he stayed in the Steens all summer. When the snow began
to fall, however, I got Chester and myself out of there and
told Fred, “I’ll be back when the snow melts in the spring.”
Sadly, he replied, “Wow! Walt, that will be clear into
summer.”
The winter was slow for me because I sorely missed
Fred, but the snow was deep and slow in melting. It was
the middle of May before the roads were clear enough for
Chester and me to get back to the cabin.
When Chester and I finally pulled into the yard, there
was Fred, jumping up and down with glee. He had been
waiting for us and wore a big grin. I gave Fred another
candy bar, but what he really wanted was more beer and
cigars.
As I carried the first load into the cabin, I was startled
to see another Bigfoot and she looked pregnant. “Whoa
there! What’s this?” I asked.
Fred, grabbed me by the arm and proudly blurted out,
“She my woman, Walt.”
I said “Boy, we got problems; she needs to see a doctor.”
He nodded, “Yes,” but didn’t have a clue what a doctor
was.
Now, it was up to me to find one, but I didn’t know if
she should see a doctor or a veterinarian, so I loaded them
in the truck and we started for town. After what seemed
like hours on the bumpy road, we came to a little settlement called Brothers. Happily, right at the edge of town
was a vet clinic.

I went in first and addressed the veterinarian, about
treating Mrs. Bigfoot.
He told me in no uncertain words, “No way! I don’t
want any stinking Bigfoot in my office. She’ll smell up
the place and it’ll stink for days.”
“Not this Bigfoot,” said I, “They bathe regularly. Why,
they took a bath this morning.”
“Let’s see,” said the vet.
I brought Mrs. Bigfoot in and the vet was astonished
at how clean and shiny she was.
“How did you do that?” asked the Vet.
“Well,” I, replied, “I told them that if they were going
to live in my cabin, then they had to bathe regular, so now
they bathe once a week.” I also told him that I didn’t want
word to get out about the Bigfoot couple.
“Nor do I,” said the vet.
The vet then gave Mrs. Bigfoot a clean bill of health
and sent them on their way.
At the end of May, Mrs. Bigfoot, delivered a beautiful, totally bald, baby boy. He had no hair yet.
We had to give the baby a name, but his mom had no
names picked out. So, we called him Andy. I told Fred that
I thought his son should be called Andy, but I couldn’t
think of a name for his wife.”
Fred said “Candy,” so that’s what we call her now.
Fred is talking a little more each day, so I’m going to
bring a battery-operated TV to the cabin in the spring and
I’ll turn the cabin over to them.
I might even teach them to wear clothes.

Temperance
Present posterity gives praise to you.
If only our culture did know you still,
May seek to forsake in taking our fill
Except of the nobility you imbue.
You speak of restraint in all our doing,
You offer reason to live for much more.
You whisper, “Joy is found in the limits,”
While we dance in the excess you abhor.
Between self-deni’l for suffering’s sake
And a will that never will utter “no”
You claim the presence of treasure’s unknown
For today’s moderate hand to partake.
Let go of my deceptive right to have.
This valiant quest must begin in the heart.
~ Kristen Hendricks
April 2013
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Live For Me
She just wants to have some fun
Like normal girls do
But Mamma’s strong
And just doesn’t see
What she’s puttin’ Sunshine thru

I made the mistake of a lifetime
When I sold my Sunshine’s soul
I couldn’t help it, I wanted so much...
What I could never control
Momma’s gonna mold Sunshine
Into a money-making machine
Be what she could never be
No matter what it means

I made the mistake of a lifetime
When I sold my Sunshine’s soul
I couldn’t help it, I wanted so much...
What I could never control
Oh Sunshine...
You’re a poor girl
Mamma would always say
But I’m gonna make you famous
And you’ll be a star someday

She sold her little Sunshine
For the feast or famine play
It wasn’t for the money
But for the love... is what she’d say
You couldn’t do it better
If you had a hundred weeks
She only had the best intentions
Understanding what she seeks

Then everyone will look at you
And see the beauty I see
We’ll be so rich
I’ll never worry no more
What people think about me

As she peeks under the pillow
To steal another man...
To make her feel the way she wants
Anyway she can

What a life we’re gonna have
What a world it’s gonna be
Nothin’s gonna stop us now
We’ll be so happy...
You’ll see

To stuff the guilt
That’s building up
She cannot bear to face
If he don’t help
She’ll find some drinks
And a man in another place

If you’ll only...
Just...
Live for me

And Sunshine...
Doesn’t understand
She don’t know what it means
To sell herself as a glamour queen
With all the other
Money machines

I made the mistake of a lifetime
When I sold my Sunshine’s soul
I couldn’t help it, I wanted so much...
What I could never control
~ C. Steven Blue

She don’t like the spotlight
The makeup...
Or the curls
She don’t feel she’s made up like
The other glamour girls

Groundwaters’ Poetry: Ripples on the Water
is now on-line!
47 poets and 150 poems are included; 210 pgs.
Get your copy at
https://www.createspace.com/4157399
$10.00 plus shipping
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Black Cape Lady

Northeast Oregon

Black cape lady
She been comin’ down to this old town long as I been
here
She walks about all wrapped in black from comin‘ off the
moor
And pauses every now and then in front of someone’s
door
Black cape lady
You can find her waitin’ often in front of county morgue
or along side Martha’s birthin’ house down by Steven’s
bridge
or sometimes just a walkin’ out on Suicide Ridge
Black cape lady
She keeps her face in shadows ‘neath that black dark cloak
And ask folks what she looks like, they never seem to
know
For fear they never look at her or even say “Hello”
Black cape lady
Some say she’s seekin’ hidin’ spots to wait for late night
hours
When strength is spent and lives are run
To wreak a little havoc and do what must be done
Black cape lady
Collects the souls of weary ones and them that wanna go
She brings ‘em in, she holds ‘em close, she takes ‘em in her
sway
Then folds her cloak about them and sends ‘em on their
way
Black cape lady
I’m bored, I’m tired, I’m restless; new adventures what I
dream
I wanna soar through timeless space; see old stars give
birth
and live on strange new worlds full of mysteries and mirth
Black cape lady
I see her comin’ down the road now, headin’ towards my
house
And wantin’ to be proper not wantin’ to be late
I best get myself a movin’ and meet her at the gate
Black cape lady
Never never been this close before, never seen you in the
light
And Damn! You are a looker, a warm and friendly face
with eyes that glow forever; I welcome your embrace

Such painted hills
let out no sound
like a hat
of rust colors
possibly stating
leave us alone.
Weather warm, they go
nowhere with
their round beauty
of basic bare feet.
Yes, small valleys
uproot a green moment.
Yes, fossils are also
quiet volcanic activity.
It’s true the Norwood brothers
and parasite worms
are still here.
Have you parked yourself
with signs saying don’t park here?
It’s a biting feeling clouds smile down.
What’s next here?
Traveling towns on this desert trip
Include Baker City, Union Cove, John Day,
Elgin, Lostine, Enterprise and Joseph.
~ Roy K. Johnston

Exotic Lands
Exotic lands tell of prayers set free on the wind,
Let go, propelled, and then...?
The aim: to liberate concerns, petitions and only-ifs.
We could not imagine the divine content to dwell too
near.
Or, was it fear?
But what of other things that brood therewith?
We fought to loose them in the concrete of abstract
symbol,
All the way through years to keys ‘neath fingers nimble.
What mouths may fear to speak
And tongues unlearned to know,
We spell,
And are at once alive beyond ourselves.

~ Marv Himmel

~ Kristen Hendricks
April 2013
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The Loves of Tony Lombardi
By John Henry
“Baseball is 90% mental – the other half is physical.” – Yogi Berra

I

n 1956, Tony Lombardi was the star pitcher for the Edsel
Ford High School state champions. He won the Most
Valuable Player trophy in the tournament. He’d been playing baseball since kindergarten and knew the game inside
out. Tony couldn’t get enough of it. He’d play all day
long if he could. He pitched, batted fourth, and played
center field when he wasn’t striking out opposing hitters.
Tony was eighteen and on top of the world. Three
major league scouts offered him contracts with clauses
for a big pay increase when he made the big club.
Two colleges offered him full baseball scholarships. The son of immigrants, Tony was living
the American dream. He was one happy kid,
cracking open that special oyster with the perfect
pearl inside. He was going places, a long way
from Dearborn’s gritty south end and his pa’s
produce stand.
Tony chose pro baseball. He got a
five-hundred-dollar signing bonus
with the St. Louis Browns right after high school graduation. He reported to their Class A affiliate in Louisville as a starting pitcher. The team had
an air of desperation and the manager was
fighting to keep his job. Coaches taught him
a fork ball, side-arm delivery, and a great pickoff move. The team played four and sometimes
five games a week. Tony won complete games early
on and was sometimes called in to relieve the next game
after starting. Tony’s pitching elbow hurt like crazy by
late July, but the manager ordered him to pitch through
the pain. By September, Tony’d been demoted to Class B
Toledo with a losing record and his arm half-dead.
Tony came back the next year as an outfielder. The
batting coach was working on making Tony a switch-hitter, crowding the plate, and shortening his swing. It improved his batting average facing left-hand pitching, but
his home run output tanked. He was relegated to pinchhitting. His batting average sank below three hundred and
he was sent down to semi-pro Charleston. Tony was playing in the days before batting helmets. During a night
game, Tony got an inside fast ball that sailed into his head.
He was sent home with headaches and double vision. His
two-year pro contract was not renewed.
A couple of months later, Tony was shopping for fruit
and vegetables at the big wholesale farmers’ market on
Detroit’s West Side. Tony was checking out prices on Italian tomatoes and there she was, a perfect little tomato.
Cecilia Bartollini, a black-eyed Sicilian beauty, was five18
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foot-one with rosy red cheeks and built like a sleek
Studebaker. She smiled at Tony and said, in a husky voice,
“Shop around and when you get yourself the best price
you can find, come back. We’ll match it. Our produce is
best quality; and I want your business.” Tony wanted to
give her the business all right.
Two years later, Tony was engaged to Cecilia. He was
playing amateur baseball in Detroit’s Class A league and
tearing up the opposing pitchers. Tony was now
his own coach and had given up switch-hitting;
back to creaming the ball from the left side. He
didn’t crouch, crowd the plate or try to out-guess
the pitcher. He simply hit whatever was in the
strike zone. He was a catcher now and could throw
out almost any base runners. A scout for the White
Sox was following the twenty-two-year-old sensation. He offered Tony a major league tryout in Chicago.
Tony showcased his skills. He hit
line drives into the gap and a few into
the seats. He caught a simulated game
with speedy runners trying to steal a base
at every opportunity. Tony threw them all
out. The White Sox signed him with a thousand dollar bonus that Tony gave Cecilia as
their nest-egg. He went down to the Florida
League and then played winter baseball in
Mexico. Tony got promoted to Class Triple A
Memphis. He was on his way to the big time.
Then Tony’s father had a stroke. Tony left the team
and came home to see if there was anything he could do.
Cecilia met him at the Greyhound bus station and drove
him straight to the hospital. Tony held his dad’s hand and
they talked. Tony walked out of the hospital room and
Cecilia looked at him and thought Mr. Lombardi had died.
No, Pa had asked his only son to take over the produce
business and support his mother and younger sisters. Pa
begged him to give up the kid’s game and be his grown-up
son who takes responsibility for the family.
Lombardi and Son was a small-profit business. Cecilia
knew the produce business and convinced her new husband to take his signing bonus and make a down payment
on a bankrupt Chinese restaurant in Dearborn’s Little Italy.
They bought the building and Lombardi and Son became
a thriving Italian-American full grocery the next year.
Tony and Cecilia worked twelve-hour days. They had
four beautiful daughters. His Mama moved in with them
after his Pa died. It was a happy life. And, if Joey Yacup
hadn’t broken a leg, Tony would have gotten a big pasta

belly and played pinochle at a penny-a-point on Saturday
night for excitement.
Mike Rogan was a mailman, but in his heart he was a
baseball manager. He was nearing retirement age and had
a top-notch amateur ball club. Then his catcher, Joey Yacup,
drove his new motorcycle into a tree. Mike was subbing
for mail guys on vacation and was delivering mail to
Lombardi and Son. When he saw Tony Lombardi, bells
and whistles started going off. Mike pulled the cigar stub
out of his mouth and said, “Ain’t you, Tony, the guy who
played on Edsel Ford’s championship team? Yeh, a little
beefier, but it’s you.”
Cecilia could have put the lid on it if she’d wanted.
She decided it was better if Tony play a little baseball than
get the seven-year-itch. Next evening, she got their girls
ready, and they went out to watch Daddy practice. It was
Class-A hard ball, and Dearborn had a good group of players. Tony set up behind the plate and his knees hurt in a
nice way. They practiced for about two hours, and Tony
hit two over the fence and some nice solid line drives, but
he was rusty throwing out base runners.
Mike said, “The season starts next week. Can you get
away for an hour or so on Sunday after mass for a little
extra practice?” Mike saw Cecilia out of the corner of his
eye and added, “That’s if the wife and you don’t have anything planned?”
Tony hit over four hundred that first season. Mike’s
team won the league title and came in second in the state
Class-A championship. Tony played on Mike Rogan’s baseball teams from then on. Tony was playing two nights a
week and most Sunday afternoons. By the time he was
forty, he’d won lots of trophies.
It was Mike’s final year and his last team, and his stalwarts were getting a little long in the tooth. It was tough
for older guys to play a young man’s game, but Mike’s
players were all diehards. They clawed their way to the
city title game. Tony blasted a mile-long homer in the top
of the ninth with two men on, and Mike’s team was ahead
for the first time, 3-2. The hot shot kids on the other team
had stopped bad-mouthing the old timers.
Tony called a good game, and his pitchers were hitting
corners and keeping the ball low in the strike zone. The
first batter in the bottom of the ninth bunted the second
pitch and beat it out. He simply out-hustled the older players. He took a big lead at first, and on a checked swing, a
weak tap to third, made it easily into second. One out, and
the kid on second started razzing the over-the-hill gang.
The next batter connected, and the ball zoomed out to left
center. The center fielder raced it down making an overthe-head, leaping catch. On his back, he tossed the ball to
the left fielder who hit the cut-off man, and they held the
runner at third. Two outs with the tying run at third.
Mike came out of the dugout and went to the mound.
He called the infielders in and said, “OK, we got the shortstop up. Not much power, but greased lightening. He hits

from the left side, so watch out for a running bunt or a
slapped high-chopper to third. We got to play in. Good to
win now, but extra innings is OK too. Good hustle guys.
Play smart.”
The pitcher stretched, looked the runner back, and then
threw a low curve. The batter dragged the ball softly to the
hole between first and second. The second baseman charged
the ball, but with the first baseman out of position to cover
the bag, he threw home to Tony. Tony heard the brash kid
charging in from third. The throw was low but on the
money. Tony had the plate blocked. The runner couldn’t
slide in safe; he’d have to barrel into Tony to try to knock
the ball loose. Tony looked up, and the kid hit him in the
mask with his forearm and bulldozed into the catcher’s
upper body. As they crashed over the plate, Tony’s glove
was on the kid. The umpire bellowed “YER OUT.”
No one moved. Cecilia’s heart stopped beating. The
kid had steamrolled her Tony for a lousy game. Mike raced
out to Tony, yanking the dazed kid off him. Mike carefully
took Tony’s mask off and cried out, “What in Sam Hill
were you doing? You OK? Come on and talk to me, Tony.”
Mike held his breath and prayed, “Jesus, Mary and Joseph; help us poor sinners. Have mercy on us dummies.”
Tony scrunched open an eye and whispered, “Did I
hang onto the ball? Is the loud-mouth out?”
That night, after the celebration, Cecilia was rubbing
liniment into Tony’s back. She growled, “Do you love that
stupid baseball more than me, Mr. Antonio Lombardi? I’m
asking ‘cause I’ll divorce you if you ever play that game
again. When that yo-yo smashed into you, it took ten years
off my life. Enough’s enough. Capisce?”
Tony tearfully mumbled, “But honey, our team gets an
automatic entry in the state champion’s tourney. You can’t
want me to let Mike down? Come on Cecelia; just a few
more wins for Mike and the team. We can’t quit now. Don’t
you want Mike to go out a state champ?”
Cecilia looked down at his broad, muscular, bruised
back. Her Tony was a big kid about baseball, but he’d do
whatever she wanted if push came to shove. She dug her
fingernails into his shoulders and warned with Sicilian
menace, “You know I’d do anything to make you happy,
my Tony. But if you should get killed playing that crazy
baseball game, I’ll never say one prayer for your soul as it
rots in hell.”
Tony smiled into his pillow and crooned, “Cecilia, I’m
the luckiest guy who ever lived. You’re one in a million,
sweetheart. I swear I’ll hang up my catcher’s mitt after
this tourney and never ….”
P.S... Tony and Mike bowed out state champs. The old adage of ‘never say never’ proved true ten years later. Tony
Lombardi was back swinging a bat. Cecilia volunteered
him into coaching their grandson’s T-ball team in the peewee league. Tony was back, teaching the youngsters to
love the game as much as he did.
April 2013
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The Boys and I
To be among the bison,
Is to go back to another time.
I’ve grown to love The Boys so much,
Sometimes I think they’re mine.
I’ve fed them hay and tended them,
In driving wind and rains.
I’ve closed my eyes and seen millions of them,
Stampeding o’er the plains.

The mountains lift their heads skyward
The birds and the cattle are by
This beautiful world of yours, God
Is for me and my horse to enjoy

I’ve had a one-ton bull,
Just inches from my face.
I looked him in the eye,
And he put me in my place.

The flowers show their color and beauty
Wide open spaces abound
The rocks lie quiet and solid
As we travel over the ground
The rabbits hide in the bushes
Making not a sound
They sit like rocks or statues
If danger is around
And all creatures know
That beneath your sky
Your love and presence
Are always nearby

I’ve held a newborn calf,
Still wet all red and alert.
And I rubbed an old cow’s nose,
While she lay dying in the dirt.
They don’t know how to steal,
Nor could ever tell a lie.
Still leaves me chilled to see The Boys,
Agin the evening sky.
Civilization is closing in on us,
At a frightening, steady pace.
I wish they’d all just up and leave,
‘Cause The Boys and I need our space.
I pray that when my time has come,
And I’ve spoken my last word.
The good Lord will see it fit,
To leave me with the herd.
~ Michael J Barker
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I rise early in the morning
Saddle my horse for the day
I look up at the azure blue skies
And bow my head to pray
Dear Lord watch over me
As I ride in the woods today
Guide and protect me
As I go along the way
The land is wide and rocky
The trees stand proud and high

I’ve heard them roar like lions,
And been among them on the prong.
I’ve seen them go all out,
They let me ride along.
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Cowgirl Country

~ Stella Richardson
I was born in Portsmouth, England, and came to the USA in 1956. I
worked in Washington for a year, married and moved to Sitka, Alaska
in 1958. We raised five children, living in Sitka and later Anchorage.
Altogether, we were in Alaska for 40 years. I learned to fly while in
Anchorage, flying Cessna150s and a Cherokee 180. From there, we
moved to Diamond Point,WA in 1998, to an airport community.We
then built a home on the tree farm near Lorane, OR which my husband
has owned since 1956. I have loved to write poetry and paint all my
life, having published one poetry book called “England to Alaska”
and illustrating a children's book written by my son.

Let the Games Begin!
By Mary Lou Bennett

I

f ever a person had an unsuitable name, it was Violet
Jester, my high school Physical Education teacher.
“Violet” is a name best bestowed upon a sweet, shy little
person. Miss Jester was abrasive, noisy and well-padded.
Her last name was also a misnomer as she lacked any sense
of humor, fun or comedy; she was a jester in name only.
In the unlikely event that I might ever rule the scholastic world, teachers would be tested and scored for traits of
compassion, empathy and a sense of humor. Think about
the zoo that is high school: classrooms swarming with adolescents, their fledgling hormones colliding with the high
drama surrounding their roller-coaster emotions. Add to
the mix someone like Miss Jester and it’s clear why eight
out of ten adults hated their high school days. I just made
up that statistical reference but I suspect it’s not far off.
When it came to PE, I disliked almost everything about
it, especially the gym clothes we were supposed to take
home every week to be laundered. I never knew anyone
who actually did that. It was a matter of teen honor to wear
the same tops and shorts for an entire year no matter how
stinky.
The only two things I liked to do in PE were gymnastics and folk dancing. I was no good at hitting round objects with sticks or bats or rackets, as my inclination was
to duck at the approach of any ball. I maintained a philosophical attitude toward PE, knowing that it would not
last forever, although with Miss Jester at the helm it sometimes seemed a possibility.
Miss Jester liked basketball, so I thought I had a fair
chance to shine as this game didn’t involve actually hitting the ball, just bouncing and tossing it into a basket. I
was quick and agile so I began to feel – well, almost athletic. Then Miss Jester announced that we were to have an
intramural tournament. Four teams in our class would play
against one another and the winner would then move to a
play-off between the winners from the all-school PE teams.
The highest compliment I can give to Violet Jester is
that she did not subject us to the humiliation of line-upand-choose-team-members which left one agonized person as the dreaded last-to-be-chosen. Instead she lined us
up, marched past the assembly, glared and pointed, “Okay.
You, you, and you plus you, you and you are all Team
One. Step to the side.” Then she’d stroll past the troops
again and create another team until there was no one left
and four basketball teams were ready to roll.
We were to practice together during the regular class
time and in a few weeks we’d play for the class championship, the winner then moving on to a play-off which the
entire student body would attend. If there was ever an incentive to lose, this threat of forced performance in front
of our peers was it.
After a few practice sessions, it was clear our team
would never make the finals and so when Miss Jester told

us to pick names for our teams and elect a captain, we
eyed one another warily. Clearly no one wanted the job.
Each possible candidate either cried or threatened to quit
school if chosen. When it finally came down to me or
mutiny, I reluctantly agreed to be serve as captain but only
if they would accept the team name I chose: we would be
the Droopy Dribblers.
The other class teams were named the Silver Belles,
the Lady Blue Devils and the Blond Bears. While these
teams abandoned their smelly gym clothes and sewed up
cute little matching costumes, our team figured we might
as well spend our time practicing, knowing that no matter
what we wore, we were hopelessly inept.
We were, therefore, astonished when we defeated the
Belles, the Blue Devils and the Bears in our PE class. Only
Miss Jester exhibited more disbelief. When she asked what
our “game plan” had been, we looked blank and gave a
team shoulder shrug. We just went with what each of us
thought we were good at. Two of us were agile and fast,
two could sink baskets, two were assertive and tall making excellent guards. We were just pleased that, at last, we
might actually have done something right in PE.
Our next challenge was to play one of the winners from
another PE class. A good crowd of students attended and
when we survived to play in the final Big Play-Off game,
there was cheering and laughter for The Droopy Dribblers!
We were like circus clowns or young puppies, valuable as
entertainment, but not so much as a real basketball team.
The day of the BIG Play-Off featured the Droopy Dribblers vs. the Prancing Princesses. The bleachers were filled
with students ready to cheer on those Princesses. They
knew what good basketball players should look like and
play like; they knew the Droopy Dribblers were just ordinary students like themselves who had stumbled into
achieving the unexpected.
We played our best even though we knew we weren’t as
good as our opponents. If you can’t be excellent, be what you
can be – We were funny and likable. We were good sports.
We had heart. We kept trying. We kept smiling.
If you can’t win the game, win the respect of the audience, and have a good time. The Droopy Dribblers proved
that there are all kinds of champions.
Note: In the 1950’s, in Tennessee, girls basketball teams consisted
of six players – three forwards and three guards. Players were not
allowed to cross the center line. So, three players from each team
worked their half of the court and three worked the opponents
half.The forwards attempted to score; the guards defended their
goal. If a guard seized the ball, she and her team- mates would try
to pass off to team-mates across the center line. The reason for
this awkward arrangement came from the misbegotten notion
that girls were “too delicate” to exert themselves by running back
and forth on a full court. What a quaint idea that seems now. ~ mlb
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The Importance of Place
By Susanne Twight-Alexander

W

hen you live in one place for a long time, particularly during your growing-up years, the place becomes a part of your being, a part of your soul, almost a
part of your skin.
My three brothers and I were fortunate to live in places
of great beauty during our childhood – state parks in Northern California. And, from a morning’s first light slipping
down a mountainside to evening’s softening the edges of a
forest with shadows cast by the setting sun, certain sounds,
sights and smells can instantly bring back a memory.
Along with impressions of the senses are names of places
used over the years... often names that evolved over time. We
didn’t find our way so much by signposts as by the names of
places that were established through living with the land.
There were no street intersections (11th & Chambers) or big
box stores (Macy’s & Sears) to be used as landmarks. We
used real “land”marks as do most rural-dwellers, and behind
many names were stories. Our landmarks were unique, one
of a kind, never to be replicated. Not anywhere... not any
time.
Those that were man-made, such as buildings or roads,
usually had a name that had meaning. Drive through a subdivision today and you may see Walnut Avenue where a
walnut tree has never grown; or Meadowview, but the subdivision has been built on what used to be a meadow.
These are the names that I grew up with...

Kettlebelly Road: A road that went past our house and up
Kettlebelly Ridge. A portion of it was part of the old California-Oregon Toll Road used by settlers on their way west.
The road terminates after a mile at a turnaround with a
view of Mt. Shasta to the north. It was also where one
parked to hike the trail to Castle Crags or Root Creek.
Kettlebelly, I’ve learned, is the name of a type of soil found
in this very northern part of California in Shasta, Siskiyou,
Trinity and Modoc counties as well as in Western Oregon
and Washington. The soils drain well but also hold water.
They are formed mostly from material weathered from
basic rocks and most have a forest vegetation. I’d truly
hoped that it was named after someone’s big belly!
Silverslipper Campground: This campground was already named when we moved there – fewer than 20 campsites perched along a small stream that wound down a hill.
When I was in elementary school in Castella, the school
picnics were held there and I remember swinging on grapevines along the slope on the far side of the creek.
Bob’s Hat: A turnaround area that had a round patch of
brush growing in the center. For years Bob Coon was the
much-loved and respected district superintendent for our
area and always wore a Tam o’Shanter. About 10 years
22
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ago, when I went to Bob’s Hat, the center of his hat was
sporting tall trees.
The Water Source: My father built a small dam across
Indian Creek. A pipeline was put in there, leading down
the hill to two large concrete water tanks that supplied the
campgrounds and houses with clean, reliable water. Access to The Water Source was via a dirt service road.
The Meadow: A large, sloping meadow at the park’s entrance. Sometimes during the winter we would make a toboggan run down the steepest part. My eldest brother has
told me that in the old days, before becoming part of the
park, this meadow (and others in the area) was used for
growing strawberries. He says that pipes with small sprinklers were dug up during some construction along the edge
of the meadow. We hunted Easter eggs much longer than
most children and the upper end of the meadow was a great
place for hiding them. Our mother even climbed small pine
trees to make the hunt more challenging.
Sevenman Campground: This was a new set of campsites designed and laid out by my father and named after
Dr. Sevenman who owned an old two-story house across
Highway 99 (now Interstate 5) where he would often stay
during the summer months. Dr. Sevenman, who lived in
the San Mateo area, looked like a jovial Santa Claus and
one of his favorite sayings was “maaaagNIFicent!”
Sevenman Campground was above The Meadow.
The Gully: A small stream ran from near the top of the
meadow down past our house and the park office, under
the highway, and eventually to the Sacramento River. The
Gully was filled with riparian vegetation including blackberries, which we picked every year so that our mother
could make quarts and quarts of jam and jelly. We considered the entire length of this stream up to the road at the
top of the meadow to be The Gully.
The Hairpin Turn: A sharp turn in Kettlebelly Road where
my brothers killed a rattlesnake, shortly after we’d moved
there and where tourists held their breath as they negotiated it.
The Dump Road: A dirt road leading to what, for a few
years, was the park garbage dump. My younger brother
remembers it as the Quarry Road because there was a decomposed-granite quarry there.
The View: Where Kettlebelly Road ends at a parking lot
with a view of Mt. Shasta.
The Ditch: A water ditch that ran from Indian Creek around
the hill and supplied water to the park as well as to some
Castella residents. Sometimes in the winter it would freeze

and the rangers would take axes up to chop out the ice.
Sometimes the downhill side would break or be damaged
by a falling tree and everyone would be suddenly without
water, a situation calling for immediate repairs. My younger
brother remembers dipping buckets of water out of The
Gully to use in the house when either of these events occurred. To walk along the ditch in the summer was very
pleasant with the shade of the trees and the smell of wild
mint underfoot. Five-finger ferns and tiger lilies grew here.
Broken Toe Springs: Along the dirt road to The Water
Source was a small bog sporting carnivorous pitcher plants
and blossoming azaleas. I remember spending time there
with our mother on a warm spring day, watching a male
Anna’s hummingbird soaring up almost out of sight and
then diving down in a big arc to impress his potential mate.
There was a wooden sign here saying Broken Toe Springs.
I’m sure there’s a story behind that.
The House: Our house, built by the CCCs from large granite blocks, was the only house in the park on the west side of
the river until a new ranger residence was built up the hill
from us. Before that second house was built, we used to climb
in the apple trees of a small orchard there. Today the house
site and part of the meadow lie under the center of I-5.
The Orchard: We’d perch on the rail fence next to The
Orchard to watch trains going on the track between the
highway and the river. These old trees were riddled with
holes made by sapsuckers. I can still immerse myself in
that profusion of fragrant apple blossoms and hear the
honey bees.
The Shop: A brown building with partially rock walls located above The Gully and used for repairing whatever
needed working on in the park. There was a slanted rack
there to put garbage cans on for cleaning with pinesol and
a strong spray of water from a nozzle. Here, too, where the
parking area was black-topped, was a basketball hoop for
us to shoot baskets.
The Office: The office for the park was a room in our
house for the first few years (see previous story) but then
later a separate building nearby – a real office.
The Woods: A short distance up Kettlebelly Road the
woods began and, to my mind, extended forever to the
north and west. The trees were mostly second- or thirdgrowth ponderosa pines and Douglas fir.
And then there were trails... The Crags Trail, Root
Creek Trail, The River Trail and Indian Springs Trail. Indian Springs was a ½-mile trail leading from the Crags
Trail to a big granite outcropping with water flowing out
of cracks and crannies. It was decorated with moss and
ferns and was the source of The Water Source.
The Footbridge was a wooden footbridge across the

Sacramento River reached by walking a short distance up
the highway and going under the railroad tracks to the river.
This provided access to The Picnic Area, The Sulphur
Springs and The River Trail.
And, of course, there were mountains... To the south of
us, the dramatic view from the front window was of jagged
Grayrock Mountain and of Flume Creek Ridge, a more
rounded ridge running east and west. Girard Ridge was to the
east and Kettlebelly Ridge and the crags to our west.
As I write this I can once again see the old orchard
with its bee-filled blossoms; smell the pine needles where
we roamed the woods; see the red, pebbled dirt along part
of The Crags Trail and where it turned to the granite of the
upper reaches; see the large leaves of Indian Rhubarb in
Root Creek and the Sacramento River; taste the pungent
sulphur spring; smell azaleas blooming in the bogs where
translucent pitcher plants grew; and hear the sounds of
water trickling from the rock outcropping at Indian Springs,
so welcome on a hot summer day. These places are not
only in my memory but are an important part of who I have
become.

Changing Realms
The passion
engulfing her spirit;
lace surrounding her legs
blowing in the wind
of sensuality.
Her body glistening
of perspiration.
Lips parched
from her screams.
Silk caressing her breasts
as the golden locks flow
across her shoulders
dampened by her moist back.
Body moving
as a dolphin at sea in unison with her passion.
Her heart, her soul
exploding into a world
beyond this dimension into another realm.
~ Vallee Rose
Originally from Walton, OR, I have written poetry since I was 10 years
old. I consider myself a creative, empathic double Piscean who draws,
writes, paints and much more — to get an idea of what I do you can
look at my Etsy site at http://www.etsy.com/shop/EnchantedRoseProduct
and/or my blog at http://valleerose.blogspot.com
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Game On!
By Michelle McBeth

I

marched out of the glass doors of the Johnson Building, briefcase in hand, feeling like I had just marked off
number 30 on a list of 1,000 things to do. Man, I was just
going nowhere fast. I slipped on my shades to ward off
some of the midday glare and headed toward my Jeep to
get to number 31. I was tense, focused and hurried as I
tried to figure out how to get it all done today.
Halfway to my car, over the din of traffic and pedestrians, I heard a phone ring. I stopped. I hadn’t even noticed
the blue phone booth, but sure enough there was the source
of the ringing. I waited. It kept on ringing. Hoping it was
for me, I retraced my steps and answered.
“GAME ON!” came through loud and clear. A big grin
appeared on my face as I set
my stopwatch and
looked around for the usual
envelope. It was behind the
phone box. I tore it open
and read, “Peacock
Park—1st Bench—
glasses—12 minutes.”
My list of the day quickly
became a distant memory.
I was ready and more
than prepared. I took off
running as fast as I could
in my loafers. With my remote already out, I unlocked my doors, threw the
briefcase in the back and sat
down to change into my
stashed running shoes. Step One complete! Again, with
the checklists. Starting the engine, I thought through the
quickest route to the park. I was so excited it was hard to
think. Jefferson to Main then to Tripoli, I decided while I
drove. Then out of nowhere, a grandma pulled out in front
of me and proceeded at 20 miles an hour in a 35 zone.
Argh! Five minutes to go and now this! I impatiently tapped
my forefingers on the steering wheel, thought about an
alternate route and came up with nothing. One and a half
minutes later, Granny turned off. I breathed a sigh of relief and gunned it to make up time.
At the park, I screeched to a halt at the first available
parking space and sprinted for all I was worth. And there it
was—the awaiting bench! I found the bag and envelope
just as the first spray from a water sprinkler hit me. Whew!
It had been close. I reset the stopwatch while trying to
calm my breathing and tore open Envelope Number Two
to read, “Eagle’s Nest – basket – big oak tree – 22 minutes.” Wow, she was good, I thought, as the anticipation
built. I sprinted back to my Jeep while thinking of my next
route. I hoped for no delays and at the same time was thankful she hadn’t caught me off guard, yet. A six-minute drive
24
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put me at the edge of Benton Park. I grabbed my equipment bag from the trunk and ran while thinking through
the next steps. Harness, ropes, shoes, second man. Check,
check, check... check? I got to the bottom and yes, check.
The second man was waiting. “Hey, Sam, glad you could
be here.”
“Anything for our girl,” he said with a matching grin.
I didn’t take time to chat with her brother, but sat hurriedly
to exchange running shoes for climbing shoes and to take
out my gear. Sam knew better than to help so he stood
patiently. I strapped on the harness, put on my gloves, got
my ropes in place and noticed that Sam had set up the
anchor. Good man, I reflected.
As I stepped up to the cliff face, I called out, “Ready to
climb.” Sam called back, “On belay.” I felt his slight tug
on the rope as I put my first foot forward and called out
again, “Climbing.” Sam called back, “Climb!” Then it was
Game On! I began climbing and thinking more about speed
than finesse. Only eight minutes to go! I knew I would
have to unhook myself to get to the oak tree and was ready
to do so after scrambling over the top edge and yelling
down, “Belay off!” When I heard the answering “Belay
off!” I unharnessed and once again sprinted.
Seeing the basket, first making sure an envelope was
inside, I grabbed the handles, ready to go. I was surprised
at how heavy it was. I put some muscle into it and ran as
fast as I could with my burden while trying to figure out
how to get the monstrosity down in the three minutes I had
left. Again, time was more important than elegance so after I reharnessed, I took the extra rope from around my
waist, wove it through the basket handles, then wrapped
the rope above my hips a couple of times before knotting
it tightly. The basket hung down behind me and I prayed I
didn’t lose anything. “Ready to rappel,” I yelled down. As
soon as I heard the answering, “On belay” I yelled back,
“Rappelling!” I should have waited for the answering
“Rappel,” but I was out of time, so I rushed over the edge
and whizzed down the 50-foot face one huge jump at a
time. Sam did a great job at belay. When I touched the
ground, I called, “Belay off,” then unattached the basket,
unharnessed as quickly as I could and shook Sam’s hand
with a quick smile and a thanks. I didn’t have time to think
about new bruises on the back of my legs as I reset my
watch and tore into Envelope Number Three. I could hear
Sam’s, “Good luck!” as I headed out.
With task one and two done, I looked at number three.
“Biker Bar – Blend In – Juke Box – Song #16 – 32 minutes.” I laughed out loud at her ingenuity. She had me good
this time. I put the basket in the back with the glasses and
thought through how to get some leather in a hurry. After a
few deep breaths, it came to me. Cousin Ian! His girlfriend
managed a theater. Maybe – just maybe. I put in my ear

piece and dialed my cell while starting the Jeep. When he
answered, I got right to the point. “I am in need of a favor
in a huge hurry.” “Ah,” he said knowingly. Then I laid out
my plan. Having 42 cousins was a great advantage. In
seven minutes I pulled behind the theater where Carla met
me at the back door. In twelve minutes I was
back out the door dressed in a red leather vest
with no shirt, a tattoo of a heart on my left
bicep, black leather pants that made me
cringe, biker boots with huge metal
studs every which way and hair
spiked up so high I believe my
mother would cringe.
At the roar of the Harley’s engine I looked across the alley at
Ian who I could see was laughing
his head off, while taking a picture
on his cell – the Big Dummy. I motioned with my head, “Let’s go,” and got on the bike as
fast as the leather pants would allow. With Ian driving,
we reached the nearly deserted bar with six minutes to go.
My system was pumped with adrenaline knowing how little
time I had. I took exactly five seconds to savor the rush
before sauntering inside. I ordered from the tap and while
the bartender went to work I found the juke box, put in my
quarter and hit button number 16. Ah, what a great sense
of humor she has, I thought, as the song , I’m too Sexy
blasted out. I chuckled and retraced my steps to pay for
the drink. As the bartender, a massive bald guy with a black
muscle-shirt, gave me my change he slipped a gold envelope towards me. I looked up wondering how he knew,
“No guy gets caught dead playing that song,” he guffawed
and winked before moving down the bar. Knowing my time
was up, I drank down a couple of gulps of my cold brew
and left a tip. At two steps away, the bartender called out,
“Oh yeah, forgot!” He then held out a folded paper sack
which I grabbed quickly with a “Thanks,” since I could
hear a faint rumble coming from outside. I trotted (have
you ever sprinted in leather pants?) to the Harley and yelled
to Ian, “Ride!” No explanation was needed since the local
cycle gang was obviously on the horizon.
We were at the first stoplight back to town when I
opened the final envelope. “Emerald Gardens Gazebo –
Bring everything – Dress is formal – A gift would be nice
– 45 minutes.”
Once again my mind was in high gear as Ian drove and
I thought through the possibilities. No one got into the private Emerald Gardens. Dressing was easy. Sneaking in was
a bit harder. After hurrying into the theater dressing room,
I handed Carla the vest with a quick kiss on the cheek in
thanks while she handed me soap and a rag. I proceeded to
become myself once again. Ian, being related to me, was
super-smart and on the ball. He brought in my suit bag
from the Jeep with my tux inside. I continued to dress and
think. Present and entrance. Gift and gate crashing. Challenges, challenges. Then as the pieces of the puzzle came

together in my mind I realized I was up for the challenge
and made a couple of phone calls.
Exactly twenty-two minutes later, I sat on the plaidpattern on the gazebo floor waiting with my gathered goodies in anticipation. I had won this round and hoped to win
the next. I felt the box in my pocket to reassure myself.
As soon as I heard the even tapping of heels on the
walkway, I called out, “Game End.”
Her surprised gasp echoed into the silent
evening. Oh! winning was so satisfying! When
she reached the doorway, I fell in love all over
again. She was so beautiful in the waning light.
Her long dark hair was loose and she was wearing my favorite dress in red and gold. It was longsleeved for the cool night and flowed around her
ankles. She was adorned with four gold bangles
and gold hoop earrings. Everything about her
sparkled!
“Great game, Sweetheart,” I whispered as I got on my
knees and put out my hand. She stepped forward cautiously
and took it. “You always know when I need a break the
most.” She simply shrugged and smiled.
“How did you do it?” she whispered back. I knew what
she meant.
“Cousin Duncan’s aunt on his mother’s side is on the
board of trustees for the garden. I explained what I needed
and here I am.”
“Just like that?” She sounded skeptical.
“Well, when I told her about this next part she insisted
on helping.”
“Next part?” I could see Vanessa was leery of what
was to come. I had never won before.
“Vanessa,” I held her gaze and began. “I love you. No
one could ever bring as much joy into my life as you do.
You are beautiful, smart, funny, and challenging. I want
this to be forever.” Then I pulled out the box, took out the
ring, and held it out to her. “The greatest gift I could give
to you is my heart, my love and devotion and a little bit of
challenge in return.” This last bit I said with my famous
wry grin.
“Marry me, Vanessa.” I said it simply and waited. I
watched her face as it matched her process of thinking.
My girl could be impulsive, but she was also a great thinker.
“But Alec,” she asked, “Wouldn’t that be kind of like
bringing the challenge of the game to an end?”
“Oh, no,” I answered without having to think. “This
would only be the beginning of the most excellent game of
them all.”
It only took her a moment to answer, “All right, then –
Game On!”
I am a single mom of two teenagers. A former educator, I am now
working towards becoming a full-time writer. I am currently working
on a parenting guide series for publication. The first in the series is on
Aspergers.
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For the Birds

Rainbow

If only I could take the music of birds,
Then put it on paper and turn it to words.
I’d be the envy of all poets, present and past,
But my job I’m afraid is an impossible task.
What words could describe the drumming of grouse,
Or the chirping of swallows, that nest in the house?
The chilling screech of the eagle-eyed raptors,
Or the silence of bats asleep in the rafters.
Could I ring in the morning like an old rooster can?
When I try, I’m reminded that I’m just a man.
Could my pen do justice to the wood duck on wing
Or capture the tune the meadowlarks sing?
Would my ink dry to sound like the magpies and jays,
Or mimic the sound of gulls in the haze?
Could it sound like the owl, orating by moon,
Or put a chill down your spine like the cries of a loon?
Could my words flit around like hummingbirds do,
Or sound like an owl, when I write down ‘whoo’?
Would my words coo and caw and make the music of
wings,
Or chirp like a robin as the early bird sings?
Cursive can’t gobble, like gobblers in trees,
Nor ever compare to the calling of geese.
I’m never too busy not to listen to birds,
But I’ve given up trying to put it to words.
~ Michael J Barker

The falling leaves a’fluttered
as the stately aspens shuddered.
Shaken by the cooling breeze
that marched before
the winter’s freeze.
The autumn rain was jaded.
The passing storm had faded.
The weeping clouds retreating
amid a timpani of beating
rainy droplets in a clearing
shouting threats of Winter’s nearing
Arcing through the mist
there grew
a multi-colored kiss
a soft caress of hues
folded into shades of blues.
The melting crimson lines
were fused
Smearing scarlet beams combined
with golden bars entwined
into a mad array of light
a crest of God’s delight.
Because Our Father God
did swear
to stop the storm
before It dare
to flood, to inundate the world.
and in its place
there be unfurled
a master of the dark
a prism’s bow... a giant arc
~ Woes’ Kitchen

spell casting
i brush my hair one hundred strokes,
comb out the strands from the brush and cast them
into the wind of a star-encrusted night.
a bird late on the wing snares the silver strands,
carries them to a garden where a pear tree waits,
weaves the silver into the nest and calls to his mate.
there in silver and gold the world begins.
~ Emily Hart
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Baskets For Sale

A Rose Among The Thorns

By Kris Bluth

(a song lyric)

I

t’s that time of year. Property taxes are due, so you can see
them all lining up at the courthouse – middle-aged guys
with NPR beards; women with SUVs waiting in the parking
garage; elderly mothers with their elderly children. Me, I live
in an apartment, so I get to go home after I’ve been dismissed
from jury duty.
“An apartment?” you may be asking... “but owning a
house, it’s everybody’s dream. It makes America, America.
Where’s your equity going to come from? What if you have
to put up collateral? What do you do on Saturday afternoon
without a yard to work on?”
Now hang on. Yes, my rent has just gone up, but you
should see the new medicine chest they bolted up in the bathroom, and do you realize how entertaining it can be to listen
to your neighbors making out?
This all reminds me of what Thoreau wrote about not
wanting to spend his time convincing people to buy his baskets. It was true before, and it’s even truer now: they didn’t
have Tupperware back then. It comes in any shape you’d
ever need, so that means I can spend my time re-reading In
Cold Blood or watching one of those old Woody Allen movies nobody talks about anymore, or even writing a poem while
everybody else is at work, weaving.

A bud, the bloom, the rose is born.
The thorns, the torn, the pain.
The scenic dream, that Treena sees,
the All of Everything.
A butterfly, the other side,
for those of us who go.
A portal for mortal souls.
Those memories so close.
The young. The old. The sun so bold.
Below the heavens, by your side.
It’s a given. It is written.
And so it goes, for all time.
Treena’s scenic dream, rolling hillsides, mellow streams.
Easy, breezy winds are blowing.
At ease and peace,
Forever knowing.
~ Spyder

Atomized Love
my soul soars
in a giant arc, like a streaking comet,
from the land of pines, volcanoes
and rivers
to where you are ...
and my love leaps
with it, spun finely into a filament
that follows the energy surge
the cosmic mark of my affection
and caring ...
some stargazers see it,
and say “Wow ... What was that?”
it streaked from the west
like a mystic sign ...
Just you, at the receiving end,
feel its warmth and know it
for what it is ...
atomized love
~ Delina Greyling
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Nigh Upon The Water
By Brian Palmer

T

he Amazing Larishe Larou was open for business. The
morning sun shone in through her parlor window, diffused through the delicate-but-cheap multi-colored drapes
that she had parted to greet the day. In the distance lay the
city, itself coming awake from beneath a blanket of disappearing shadows. The window faced east and with her little
house on a slight rise, Larishe was afforded an engaging
view of most of the city coming alive in the mornings.
Sulphur, Louisiana was in the grip of another miserable summer. It baked from the kind of smothering heat
that had a body sweating through the lightest clothing every minute not spent in the blessed protection of powerful
air-conditioning.
Miss Larou was puttering around the room, tidying up
a bit from the weekend. There had been visitors, a few
friends over for drinks and laughs. She hadn’t entertained
guests much lately because everyone always seemed distracted and tired – tired of the weather, the government,
the grandkids. In years past, Friday and Saturday nights
were party-time and the wine and laughs were easy to come
by. But then again, she and all of her friends were now
closer to sixty than fifty, and the hangovers were more
determined than they used to be.
Larishe was a bit of a palm-reader – a “seer,” she would
say. She heard special voices and saw visions from time to
time. Riesling wine in quantity seemed to help with the frequency of mystical connections, if not always the clarity.
She had received a nice chunk of change from her third
husband who never realized he was her third husband.
Marshall Stadler had moved to Sulphur for his work with
Halliburton when oil was king in the South. For an engineer, Marshall wasn’t particularly adept at seeing through
sob stories and had proposed to Larishe after their third
night together. He died quite suddenly from a blood clot
that stopped his heart dead in its tracks in the middle of a
chicken sandwich. He and Larishe had been married for
eight months, just long enough for him to put together a
nice life insurance policy for his blushing bride.
After Marshall had been buried for about an hour,
Larishe remembered she was a bit of a psychic and that
she had always wanted to open her own business. She
mourned faithfully in black until it wasn’t a complete scandal to be seen with a handful of suitors. Then she waited
for the insurance check to clear and hung out her shingle
by way of an ad in the Yellow Pages that said, “Ms. Larou
Sees and Knows You. The Future and Eternal Consequences Explained.”
She seemed to have a gift for gauging the spiritual repercussions of earthly transgressions. A troubled soul might
inquire, “What if I keep the money that doesn’t belong to
me? What if I lie to get the job?” And more and more fre28
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quently, “What if my secretary and I…?”
Larishe was always deeply concerned for the confused
and struggling creature seeking to peek behind that great
unseen veil. Who wouldn’t want to know what judgment
would be handed down from above in the next existence
for a sin committed in the here and now? Eternal judgment can be terrifying, but a pre-determined sentence is,
well, much more bearable.
While sitting at her parlor table – a Sears card table
covered with a large imitation-silk spread – she would hold
the agonizing petitioner’s hand in hers and ask the critical
questions any sincere practitioner of the spiritual arts and
realms would ask. After politely, humbly, accepting the
$75 – in cash-only, of course.
“Do you really, truly need the money?”
“Will anyone be harmed?”
“Have you ever done this before?”
“Do you truly love your secretary?”
The long and the short of it was, they always needed
the money, no one would ever be hurt, it was always a first
offense and more married men truly loved their secretaries in the state of Louisiana than in every other state combined.
With a heaviness of heart, she heard their pleas for
insight and while still holding their hands, gazed into their
aching eyes with her own and expressed one version or
another of, “My child, Gaawd knows you are trying to do
right and have no evil intentions. He judges our intentions
as well as our actions. Pray mightily for forgiveness and
judge not unlest you get judged. I feel deep in my haart
you will be forgiven if you promise to live a better life...
you know, Honey... in general.”
Often the pre-sinners lowered their heads and breathed
heavy sighs of relief and swore to Larishe and any spirit
within shouting distance that, “Yes,” so help themselves,
they wouldn’t hurt anyone and would eventually lead better lives, in general. With much lighter consciences and
slightly lighter wallets, the pre-sinners departed forewarned
and went along their way to being sinners, but with an air
of relief swirling around them.
She was in the kitchen, sorting dirty dishes from filthy,
disgusting dishes, when the doorbell rang followed quickly
by the sound of the parlor door opening. Before she finished drying her hands on a dish towel she heard the door
close and a man’s voice. A younger man, she thought. That
was almost always a good sign because the younger men
were often in need of some sort of forgiveness.
“Hello? Are you here? Are you open?”
“I am, Hon; be right there,” she answered while
straightening her hair a bit. She glanced at the clock above
the oven. It was six minutes after ten. He must have known

her hours before arriving. That was a good sign as well.
Pre-sinners were famous for arriving as early as possible.
Larishe came from the kitchen and into the parlor and
saw the man standing near her table. He was slightly on
the tall side with a thin build and a mop of nearly-combed
blonde hair. He was probably 25-or-so years old. She could
see a scar on his chin and as she approached closely enough
to shake hands, she saw that he possessed a green eye and
a brown eye. He spoke again while extending his hand.
“Ms. Larou? Good morning, ma’am. My name is Jeremy Brothers.”
“And good morning to you also, Mr. Brothers. Yes, I
am Ms. Larou, but you may call me Larishe.”
“Yes ma’am, and you can sure call me Jeremy. And
really, my friends all call me Jerry, like my daddy.”
He had a firm and polite handshake, as did she.
After shaking hands she sat down at the card table while
motioning for him to do the same.
“Please have a seat, Jerry. I suspect we will be friends
then. At least I am hopeful we will. You know what the
Good Book says about being friendly to strangers an’ all.”
“Well, ma’am, I don’t read the Scriptures like I should.
My mama wishes I would more; she says it would help.
What does it say anyhow, about being friendly to strangers?”
Caught slightly off-guard, Larishe cleared her throat a
bit and said, “Well, you know, to… to be friendly and such.
I don’t recall the exact verse.”
“Oh, I see. Ok, then. I am just glad I didn’t need an
appointment. I don’t need an appointment, do I?”
“Oh goodness, no. I am so glad you’ve come by this
morning. Actually, sometimes I can just almost tell before
someone comes in the door that they were going to be
here. Why, just 20 minutes ago I had the funniest feeling
that I would be blessed with company this morning. I didn’t
completely see your face, but just had a feeling…”
Whatever feeling she had had 20 minutes earlier was
a lot closer to deciding what to use on the wine stains on
her bedroom floor than anything related to anticipating
company, but the young man seemed to be a little more at
ease knowing he was almost anticipated.
“And what brings you here this morning, Jerry?”
“Well, I understand that you can see certain things for
people. You know, sort of tell what might happen if, if
they, you know… do something that maybe ain’t completely right?”
Larishe took on a rather somber tone and looked directly into Jerry’s eyes.
“Yes, Jerry, that is what I have been blessed with.
Sometimes a person is just in a real bind, between a rock
and a hard place, if you know what I mean. They mean
well, but it’s hard to do the right thing all the time.”
“That’s kind of what my daddy said. He came to see
you a while back and you told him some things that made
him feel a lot better.”

Larishe saw her opening to be more sincere and understanding. While reaching casually across the table and
covering Jerry’s large hand with the two of hers, she began explaining why she understood and how she could
help.
“Well, I have helped so many people. And it pains me
to say this, but I hope you will understand. I have to keep
the lights on, the mortgage paid. I declare, the wolf is so
often at the door. I surely wish I could help people for free,
but if I am to get by and tithe to the church... well, you
know.”
“Oh, yes, ma’am. I understand, whatever you say.
Whatever you think is fair.”
He pulled quite a roll of cash out of his pants’ pocket
and Larishe was suddenly glad she didn’t list her prices
anywhere. It also occurred to her that she hadn’t raised her
rates in some time. There was inflation, taxes, permits,
decent wine, any number of obligations she had to keep up
with. $75 just didn’t seem quite right.
“Like I said, I truly wish I could do the Lord’s work
for free, but I just can’t. It would be $150, but since I helped
your daddy, I almost feel like you are family. Are my efforts worth $125?”
Without hesitating, Jerry answered.
“Yes, ma’am. That’s more than fair.”
Larishe mentally kicked herself at his remark. She could
have gotten the $150.
He peeled the money from the roll and handed it to
her. She put the bills in a pocket in her skirt and again took
his hand in hers.
“Now tell me child, what is on your mind? What is on
your heart?” She gazed earnestly into his eyes, noticing
again the two different colors.
“Well, ma’am, I am not sure where to start. I guess I’ll
back up six or seven months, when you talked to Daddy.
He wanted to start his own business, an idea he and Mama
had for years. He wanted to own a mobile oil-changing
service. You know, go from business to business, doing oil
changes for people in their driveways and while they were
at work. But he didn’t have the money for insurance and
all the equipment and such. He came to you and told you
he had an idea to get the money, but he didn’t feel real
good about it.”
Larishe was listening intently, trying to remember any
oil-change entrepreneurs named Jerry, but none came to
mind.
“Anyway, you asked him if he would use the money
for good and if he would try and pay it back. Of course he
would – and you told him God would look past the sin if it
was meant for good in the end, and that praying real hard
about it would be a good idea.”
Ms. Larou looked up from the card table and could see
a bead of sweat working its way down the side of Jerry’s
face, over the scar on his chin. Then, ever so slightly, she
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felt his hand tighten around her own. She didn’t pull back,
but wanted to. Badly.
“Ms. Larou – Larishe – my daddy is in prison now.
He’s gonna be there for a little better than 10 years. My
mama may not live through it. We are between a – you
know – a rock and a hard place.”
Now she was staring hard at his scar and his multicolored eyes, looking for a hopeful sign. Instead, he gripped
her hand a little more firmly and this time she did pull
back, but Jeremy Roberts didn’t move an inch. Her mouth
was suddenly very dry and she could feel sweat dripping
down her own back, between her shoulder blades.
“So ma’am, I have a question for you, and I’ve prayed
real hard on it, like you said. What would happen to me,
you know, in the After-life, if I pull this pistol out of my
back pocket and shoot you graveyard-dead right here?”
He asked the question as if he were asking for directions
to the nearest gas station.
The amazing Larishe Larou had nearly gone to school
to be a veterinarian in her much younger days. In her youth
she had an affinity for the weak and vulnerable and had
wanted to be a healer. That desire, that predilection had
somehow been twisted into a perverse, grotesque antithesis of itself and she had become a predator. The only vision she had ever “seen” in a fellow human being in the
last 10 years was a dollar sign. Until, that is, about 25 minutes after 10 that morning when Jerry Brothers gripped
her hand and presented her with his very direct question
regarding both of their fates and what would happen to his
soul if he shot her with a .45.
As if sent on the back of a scorching lightning bolt,
Larishe heard as clearly as any clarion bell, as though another being were speaking two feet away from her in the
parlor:
‘Forgiveness is nigh upon the water.’
She was compelled beyond her control to say the words
out loud. Her eyes filled with panic as she froze in her
chair. She was incapable of withdrawing any further, but
not because of Jerry’s iron grip. She was as frozen as Lot’s
wife staring at Sodom. She repeated the words out loud,
syllable for syllable, with no accent.
The summers in Sulphur are as hot as they have ever
been. The rain still comes in buckets and crawfish pie is
still a favorite on the menu at the Banjo Café on St. Henry
Street. Behind the counter is a waitress speaking quietly
into the telephone. Her break isn’t for a few minutes but
she doesn’t want to wait any longer.
“Hello, are you there? Yes, I am still here, I was on
hold. Thank you. Um, what are your hours? Ok, just five
days a week? You always close at six? Well, I could make
that work.”
In her free hand she is holding the locket around her
neck that she had presented herself as a gift. A reminder.
30
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“Oh, you don’t normally use volunteers? Well, I think
I will be good at it.”
On the counter near the napkin holder and ketchup
bottle a phone book lies open, a business in the Yellow
Pages circled in black ink. “Anteaters to Zebras Animal
Hospital.” She flips open the locket with her thumb for
the hundredth time and reads the inscription.
Go, and sin no more.
“Thank you so much. I can be there this afternoon.
What? I already told the other girl, but ok. It’s Linda Mae.
Linda Mae Larou.”
Brian Palmer was an early contributor to Groundwaters. He continues
to live full-time and write part-time in Eugene, Oregon. He still hunts
and golfs when the opportunity arises. In September, Brian's first book
will be published by RMS1437 Publishers, an anthology of selected
poetry and short stories, "I Hope God Can Take A Joke, Because I Am
Serious!"

Game of Magic
Every time you speak, I hear your cries
sometimes I do feel your pain.
No longer will I tell you
I can make it go away...
I can make you happy
I quietly lay this game down, as a silent offering.
to something greater than us.
I used to be good at magic.
I would disappear from all your sorrows
I could vanish from you.
When I focused on your pain
you probably thought
I would wave my magic wand of healing
but... you soon realized
my magic couldn’t help either of us.
I have lost all my tricks
I have been reduced only to silence.
Perhaps, this loss could be a mirror for you,
for me.
I hope you will accept my new magic
of wordless offerings.
and make room for us to heal.
~ Barbara Newman

A Birthday Wish for
Bob and Marna Hing
By Kandice Carsh Bartels

O

n March 19, 1941, a Baby Boy and a Baby Girl were
born in separate hospitals in Tigard, OR. Boy and
Girl went to the same school and grew up together. In
junior high, Boy “noticed” Girl. Boy asked Girl to go
steady. Girl said “Yes.” Girl gave Boy his first kiss. Boy
and Girl broke up and Girl married someone else and had
children. Boy joined the Army and took Girl’s 7th grade
picture with him. Girl divorced and started thinking about
Boy. Girl started hanging out at Boy’s mailbox hoping to
catch him, and she did! Boy and Girl started dating, then
Boy asked Girl to marry him and she said “Yes.” For 46
years, Boy and Girl blew out their birthday candles together and then the Lord called Girl home. Now Boy always looks for Girl on this day with tears in his eyes.
I may not be Girl, but I am what she left behind and I
love you with all my heart, Dad. Happy Birthday and don’t
be sad; one day you will again blow out your candles together.
The Love Story is the Gift!!!

her beauty hid in shadows
she was standing
by the garden gate
in evening light,
her beauty hid in shadows
I remember
fleeting glances,
faded images,
torn photographs
taped on a wall,
nostalgia reworks
memories of lives
left behind
she was standing
by the garden gate
in evening light,
her beauty hid in shadows.
I remember
random notes
of love songs
she used to hum
in the cool wind
at dusk
at the end
of the long day
she was standing
by the garden gate
in evening light,
her beauty hid in shadows.
~ Kevin Delay

Kandi Carsh Bartels is Marna’s daughter by her first marriage, but
she considers Bob Hing much more than a stepfather. The almostthree years since Marna’s death have been extremely hard for them
both and Kandi wanted to give Bob something special for his (and
Marna’s) birthdays this year. When she posted this story on Facebook,
I asked her if I could share this beautiful story with our readers. It
undoubtedly brought some tears to her eyes as she wrote it and to
Bob’s when he read it. I know that it had that effect on me, as well.You
see, Marna was one of my co-authors on Sawdust and Cider, our
first history of Lorane, but more than that, she was a special friend
and a beautiful person... and so is Bob. They were truly soulmates for
eternity... pe

Driving in Deer Country
still slim shapes beside
please stay still while we pass by
no blood on this road.
~ Kate E. Cole
Elmira
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Untitled
How I envy the unbridled freedom of the poet
Unfettered by mundane periods and commas
Having flung upper- and lowercase into the
Fetid Depths of obsolescence
Delegates the awesome responsibility
For deciphering his shades of meaning
Is it the Sophocles of Ancient Greece
Or the restaurant on Sixth Avenue?
Yet he seeks to elicit interpretation by
perhaps an accountant, who has last daringly
abandoned green eyeshade and ink-smeared fingers
in Loving embrace of the bits and bytes of Mr. Gates
Yet imprisoned by rules of the accounting kingdom
Debits must be always on the left and credits on the
right
Assets must equal liabilities for entry to CPA Eden
And is further bound by a charlatan in Congress who
decreed
The useful life of commercial buildings shall be
always thirty one and one-half years
unless business use began after April of 1986 in
which case must be depreciated over forty years
Or an engineer, steeped in chemistry and thermodynamics
Calculations in integral calculus banned in Alabama until
1992
Faced by implacable coefficients of expansion
Myriad case hardened steels with exotic carbon contents
Awkward ambient temperatures varying the precise
resulting
Earthquake-strength dictated by limiting legislation
At this specific construction temperature and elevation
Even the attorney seeking scant solace
with shouted objections and building billable hours
In frenzied search of obscure case law
Settled in W.E. Jackson vs Maryland, circa 1832
My child, choose wisely and become a poet free
To write in abab or acac.
To adopt the message of revered Haiku
And leave the meaning up to you.
With sincere apologies to poets everywhere
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Every Day a Generation
Here is my proof of reincarnation:
I wake each day after the “death” of sleep
And I am not who I was yesterday
(And I am not who I was yester-life)
I start again, anew, with lingerings…
Carrying the karma of earlier,
Name not changed to protect the innocent,
I am expected to carry on here
Or kick the frame for another form;
I must exist today, I have no choice
Regardless of how I was and will be
Whether it seems a blank background or not
Others contrast and give context to me
For I do not exist without them too
And this existence is all I now know;
Judgment is leveled at “then”,
It influences how I go forward
Though free will chooses direction and speed
Each day stepping off into the bright void
Possessing only imagination
As God’s days each represents a lifetime;
What sort of heaven or hell would I like?
What temporary condition of mind
Do I choose to employ today as me?
Always a Question to find its Answer
Or else an Answer to seek its Question…
With bits of rest in between remember.
~ Judy Hays-Eberts

~Gus Daum
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Siletz Weather Station. Photo by Judy Hays-Eberts

Technobivalence
By Karen Wickham

I

’m voyaging through time to enter the TechnoWorld of
the 21st century. Actually I’m late, as the year is 2012.
Change is happening feverishly fast. Already I’m left behind. Should I hurry to catch up? The tired, retired part of
me says, “No matter.” In truth I covet the luxury of watching time and events unfold from the familiar comfort of my
front porch view. I have no inclination to rush, nor do I feel
envious or defeated.
Alas, my Sweetie’s heart beats faster and happier with
reports of the latest new techno doodad. For my birthday,
he decides a new phone is the perfect gift. I see an image of
myself on the curb of a world whirling by, feeling disoriented and irrelevant. Because I do want the brain stimulation of learning new skills and I don’t wish to be left behind, I agree to his generous gift. Still, I nurse a number of
private reservations: What if I can’t figure it out?... in which
case my sense of self is sure to plummet. What if I lose
it?... a reasonable concern since the new devices are expensive and my propensity for losing things sadly advances
with age. What if I break it?… as I did with another spendy
birthday gift. My camera fell victim to a gleeful romp in
the Oregon sand dunes. Currently, phones are the most
sought and stolen commodity in our society. Someone might
take it. I can’t imagine anyone stealing the securely tethered, old-timey black kitchen phone. Lastly, what if this
thoughtful, compact and nearly light-as-a-butterfly gift,
actually becomes a heavy burden?
Did I mention... This widget is not just a phone but a
legion of wizardry called apps, equipped to do almost anything but take out the trash and cuddle the grandchildren.
What is not to like?
As we wait our turn at the Verizon store, a gentleman
of my vintage is returning a phone he purchased for his
wife, identical to the one we are considering. We eavesdrop on his story: Wife complained the phone was too difficult to use. She demanded he get the simple version. So
intimidated by the process, wife refuses to exit the car, where
she sits and waits at this moment. With a sigh of relief, I
relax, feeling a little less crazy.
My Sweetie seems determined to get me the latest and
greatest phone on the market. He remains resolute in his
plan to teach me how to use it. I dutifully sit in the store,
valiantly attempting to grasp the meaning of a myriad of
colorful buttons, beeps, whistles and finger gymnastics, as
the saleswoman too rapidly explains them. Overwhelmed,
scared, comprehension impaired, my mind goes blank.
Bravely. I hold back the tears. Thinking I can study it later,
I ask to see the instruction booklet. She informs us there is
none. We emerge with my new phone. Later, my Sweetie
finds the instruction manual online to the Samsung Galaxy
SIII. Wanting to be helpful, he sacrifices beloved trees to
print out all 240 pages!

I revisit my intention to enter the 21st century. Perhaps
this century has already chewed up and spit me out. Maybe
this globe would prefer to spin and wobble without me.
This human race is an anxious, frantic, competitive contest
to keep up, each one checking over his/her shoulder to see
who’s gaining. Most are visibly impatient with any who
would slow them down. This race has no use for slow folk.
Perhaps “Stop the world, I want to get off” is an old refrain,
retrofitted for a new generation of seasoned seniors. I know
some who resolutely refuse to interact with new technology.
Still, I reject the option to give up. Today I practice
making phone calls and receiving messages. I return to my
values and attempt to pair them with the wisdom of this
widget:
#1 – I want to stay current with my children and grandchildren and maintain some kind of connection with all who
enter my space. (phone calls, photos, emails and texting).
#2 – I want to keep my mind sharp, interpret these maddening bleeps and symbols and use them effectively.
#3 – I want to honor and explore my curiosity, “Google it”
ad nausea.
#4 – It’s important to me to keep up with the affairs of the
world, certainly the news, perhaps social media.
#5 – I am committed to being an agent of positive change.
Staying current with society’s most prodigious change
agent, technology, seems necessary.
#6 – In the past, I thought I had time, no more. Foreshortened time renders it more precious, requires presence,
acute awareness, care, gratitude and an open heart. Be
here now is a primary value.
This reminds me... Recently, 13 of us gathered at our
Thanksgiving family celebration. Due to busy lives, most
had not seen the others in a while. Five or six of us lounged
in cushy chairs around the comfortable living area of our
rented vacation home. Windows overlooked the California
coast’s crashing waves, an ideal setting for lively conversation. I retain a troubling image. I entered and observed each
head bowed in silent homage to his bright hand-held
thingamajig of choice. I get it. Gizmos, like medications
can support healing and growth or become weapons of alienation, even violence. Both gizmos and medications come
with profound risks and side effects. I am forewarned. My
exploration of technology must serve my highest value: To
maintain and foster compassionate connection. This begs
grounded guidance from many mindful, willing, wise ones,
elders? certainly parents – Me? You? Who?
Oops! My phone is ringing – actually, less a ring, more
a beckoning melodic whistle – “Yoo hoo.” I may be old,
forgetful and slow but, Oh joy! someone still wants to talk
to me.
April 2013
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Cookin’ With Jen

I

’ve been going through several boxes of old cookbooks I
was fortunate enough to have been given. Many of these
came from my grandmother, some from a friend, others
from any of the various garage sales I’ve been to over the
years. It has always seemed to me that the best souvenirs of
a place are some of the food selections from it; or better
still, a book of how to make the food you enjoyed on your
trip.
While I can’t usually take the food home, I can almost
always re-create it, and so, not surprisingly, my collection
has grown and grown. I’m weeding them out. It’s been difficult, but one of the upsides is that I found gems like the
recipes I’m sharing with you today.
The Royal Baking Powder Guide to Baking (Standard Brands, Inc., NY, NY, 1929) is a favorite of mine. Coming as it does from an advertising campaign to promote Royal
Baking powder – something still used in my house today –
most of the recipes use their product. Not all do, however,
and the practical recipes are useful too.

Potato Surprise

B

ake large potatoes; cut off top; remove inside; put
through ricer; season with salt and pepper; return to
shell leaving a slight depression in center; break an egg carefully on top and return to oven, baking long enough to poach
egg. Garnish with parsley.

H

ere’s a fun quote, although I might not agree that it is
accurate:

“Evening Suppers (that will interest the 16-year-old). Every young
girl is anxious to give a party that is different and to be assured
that her boy and girl friends will have as fine a time at her home as
any other.The kinds of cake or sandwiches or other dishes that the
boys like will always be the ones decided upon.”

One of the proposed menus includes Broiled American
cheese and bacon on toast, doughnuts, Nut Fudge cake,
coffee and cider. I wonder which ones were the “boys’
choices?” I imagine most hungry teenagers would eat all of
the above!
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Here’s another Supper-time suggestion:

Oatmeal Macaroons
1 c. sugar
2½ c. rolled oats
1 T. melted shortening
2 eggs
2 tsp. baking powder
¾ tsp. salt
1 tsp. vanilla
Mix sugar with shortening; add yolks, salt, and oat; add
baking powder, beaten egg whites and vanilla; mix
thoroughly.
Drop on greased tins about ½ tsp. to each macaroon,
allowing space for spreading. Bake 10 min. in 350 degree
oven. 3 dozen.

Hints for Young Housewives:
To cook strong flavored vegetables: Add one tsp. of
baking powder to cooking water of cabbage, cauliflower,
etc., and the strong smell will not be as noticeable.
Onions peeled under water will not affect your eyes.
To keep sandwiches fresh: Dip a napkin or cloth in cold
water and wring out dry and cover sandwiches with the
cloth.
To cut very fresh bread easily: Heat the knife, which should
be sharp.

~ Nick DeAngelo

Journaling

M

ost of us love journals, whether as travelogues, collections of inspirations for future works of art or writing, or as a means
of documenting major life events and personal transitions.
On February 23, 2013, Jennifer Chambers, writer, and Beth Robinson, book-artist, teamed up at the University of Oregon
for a fun and imaginative class about journaling. Using their combined expertise, they demonstrated 1) how to quickly create
your own hand-sewn journals, and 2) shared ideas on how to tap into your own creative voice. They discussed many aspects of
journaling, including the importance of keeping journals over time, creating artists’ and writers’ journals filled with random
thoughts, ideas for later follow-up and using snippets of art. Quick-sketches, drawings, prints, photocopies and found ephemera or souvenirs (such as ticket stubs, postcards, etc.) all make for fun journals you’ll want to look at year after year.
Robinson and Chambers discussed four strategies for keeping journals. They spoke to a packed house at the University of
Oregon’s Duck Shop and provided a forum for others to learn and share about their own experiences with journaling. They
showed examples of their own journals and discussed how to make them work in a daily creative practice.
They plan on bringing the cross-genre talk and other artist/writer workshops to places around the area in the near future. If
interested in hosting one, contact Chambers through her website, http://www.jenniferbchambersauthor.blogspot.com.
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A Look Back In Time

Community News
Veneta Elementary’s Spring Auction

I

t’s ever closer to the Veneta Elementary School’s 11th annual Spring Auction with the theme of “Under the Sea,”
on Saturday, April 27. There are lots of lovely things to bid
on at the silent auction, which starts at 4:30 p.m. and many
more to bid on in the oral auction at 7:00 p.m.
There will be a bake sale, free child care, entertainment,
and sandwiches, nachos, and other treats for sale. The
doorprize this year is a Kindle Fire.
If you’re lucky, you can also win a 42-inch flat screen
TV by buying a raffle ticket from a Veneta Elementary
School student. It’s easy, too. All you have to do is give
your raffle ticket amount ($1.00/5 tickets, $5.00/6 tickets,
$10.00/13 tickets, $20.00/30 tickets) and you’ll be entered
the appropriate amount of times. You don’t have to carry
around a bunch of tickets in your wallet. The drawing will
be at the auction.
Proceeds go to funding the school’s field trips, etc., and
in the past have gone to purchase playground equipment
and a new sign for the school. If you have any merchandise,
gift certificates or service to donate, contact the Veneta Elementary School.

Long Tom Watershed Program

R

epresentatives of the Long Tom Watershed recently
talked about “Improving Amazon Creek Water Quality: Great New Techniques” at the Amazon Community
Center in Eugene. You can find ways to find out how you
can participate in making your water quality and wetlands
better by visiting the Long Tom Watershed website, http://
www.longtom.org, for more information.

Village Table

S

traight from the Village Table in Veneta is this news
from their Facebook page: “Visit The Village Table Art
& Farm Gallery on Friday, Saturday, Sunday and the 3rd
Thursday of every month, 12:30 to 5:30 p.m. Every weekend is special and every 3rd Thursday features the Artist of
the Month paired with local food and wine.” They have frozen blueberries, apple cider, Cousin Jack’s pasty’s, floralcolor bowls, and much more – lots of new necklaces, artwork, and fresh food too. Go to 4th and Dunham Streets and
stop by.

Lorane community baseball game. Emily Auld (at bat); Milton
Richardson (pitcher); Joe Schneider (catcher); Otto Buntrock
(first base); and Josie Jackson (second base).

the event will revert back to the 4th Saturday on May 25th.
Open to all!

Crow High School Booster Club’s “Sportsman
Dinner and Auction”

T

he Sportsmen Dinner and Auction for Crow High
School will be held on April 13, beginning at 5:00 p.m.
at the Deep Woods Events Center at 89980 Territorial Road
in Elmira.
Enjoy a Prime Rib/Chicken Buffet dinner prepared by
Chef Billy McCallum at $25 a plate. There will be a nohost bar. Seating is limited so order your tickets right away.
The guest speaker for the evening is Wayne Endicott of
the Bow Rack and the emcee is the one and only Tim Fox
of KKNU.
Items up for auction include a bow, handgun safe, ammo,
a gun cabinet, a pack trip with Monte Ramp, an 8-person
moonlight float trip on the Willamette, 8-person half-day
raft trip on the McKenzie and trips to the Astoria, Newport
and Florence areas. There is a long-range shooting software package, hot-air balloon ride for two, UO and OSU
football helmet, fishing pole and reel, Adirondack chairs,
dry box, camp table, custom predator call, heated camo
jacket, Dewalt drill set, large game skull cleaning, concealed
handgun classes, gravel and much more.
For ticket info contact Linda 541-844-5840 or Diane
541-954-4980

Lorane Grange Dinner and Bingo Night

T

he Lorane Grange in Lorane, on Old Lorane Road, hosts
a wonderful Bingo night with food on the 4th Saturday
of each month. Fun, prizes, and a 50/50 raffle, and quality
family-friendly time with your friends and neighbors. (Note:
Bingo for the month of April will be held on Saturday, April
20, because the Grange is in use on the 4th Saturday.) For
April, there will be just bingo and dessert – not dinner – but
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MISSION
If you like what you read, pass it on

