Dear Reader,

| was A-okay, doing all right. The brain tumor wasn’t boiihg me except for the occasional shooting
pains, which, once | had established they weren't teetbhwhanted out, didn’t really bother me.
Chances are the tumor wouldn’'t have bothered me much sntilldenly dropped dead.

But the doctor insisted. | planned everything very carefullyould be in the hospital for a week atmost.
| would miss perhaps a month of work, and | would spend mylyiimg around the house and doing all
those things never had time for. | printed out the guidelioenter the Dear Reader Contest afterwards,
in my spare time.

It didn’t work out as planned. | was in the hospital for anthpcounting rehabilitation. When |
reachedhome, | just looked blankly at all | had intendeatd dadn’t had a stroke, but | was left with
the same droop on my right side. | walked with a walker. Swalpand talking were difficult; my
handwriting unreadable. When | tried the computer, | mad&ake after mistake. Bills had to be paid for
me. | considered myself one step up from a vegetable.

Of course, in two years I've gotten better, to an exteotwi$lit dawned on me that there was a limit to
how much better | would get. | had to give up working and gotsahbted" placard. | learned to walk,
sort of, but have no balance. | have relearned the computer nehkand | can print reasonably well. |
ca n do laundry (if someone carries it) and shoppingpfiieone drives). | can eat, but food doesn’t
interest me much. Nothing does, really, including writingolvhused to be very important to me. | have
nothing but time and little | feel like doing.

Margaret Leary

Dear Reader,
Surprising, yet expected.

| am talking about true love. The kind of love you dream arabe as a child. Sadly, some of us never
receive the true love we deserve. | know because | wasfdhese people. But, | am here today to tell
you that the passion of love can override any situationyatiae. That is the miracle of love.

For me, it began twenty years ago when | met this speeial When in his presence, | found my smile,
my heart, and my breath. Until one day, for reasons unbeigido me, the love we shared ended
abruptly within six short months...or did it?

Life has a funny way of carrying you along with it. Time magyats game changing your life, but the
one thing that will always remain the same is your heart. Tdimds deep within the core of your
being, right down into your soul. There is no one that can telteatvay from you. No one.

Twenty years after my experience with this special marttatbve we had shared and lost, we have
recently reconnected. Through life and time, marriages laitdten, we have once again found one
another. | have not only found my smile, heart, and breath,ddsne found my best friend, my soul



mate, my life. | have found myself in this man. | realized noat bove is so much more than what | had
settled for and accepted.

This love of this man has awakened my soul once again. ¥isddhe gift of enjoying life, enjoying
who | am, who | am meant to be. His love places me in a stiteal my heart and soul soaring into
unlimited imagination. | am ageless, timeless, and fearless

| have learned from my experiences of love that one shoulst séap believing, never stop reaching,
and never give up. Never settle or accept anything lessahainyou were made to have. Never stop
dreaming. True love is being in a state of constant awe. Jhibat this man’s love has done to me, for
he is my true love. | love him with my heart and soul. | lave. h

Kim Henninger

Dear Reader,

Although fall is my favorite season, with trees turned a slobe#borant red, orange, and yellow in the
crispened air, | will miss the summer more so this year thHaerat

Next Wednesday, my daughter goes back to high school. Asaa,jahels taking another step towards
graduation and independence. As much as | want her to movarébmdife, therels a part of me that
saddens at the prospect.

She learned to drive this summer, and will be taking hertesidometime in the next couple of months.
She's a good driver by the dangers of the road the wheebof Haok at her and wonder where the
years have gone that we should be here already.

| had planned to spend my summer getting caught up on mygedudit | kept telling myself that the
books could wait important to do. That something was spenigiregwith my only child, this daughter
perched on the edge of adulthood.

As I'm typing this column at my dining room table, shetingjtnext to me, finishing her school-required
journal entry about a book she read. She's got a full scheticl@sses, including a college level
chemistry class, so | know her free time will be severatjtdid very soon. And we're one step closer to
the end of summers spent together.

Childhood really is fleeting. | know | never believed thatvgng up, just like every other kid. We think
there will always be time to play, to dream, to have fith wur families and | think that's as it should be.
We have the rest of our adult lives to shoulder the redpititiss and burdens that come with the
territory.

So, today, I'm reminded of the end of not only summer, but mghdes youth as well. Regardless of
the calendar, I'm not ready to give up the best parts of thedagle months. I'll reaffirm my



commitment to seize every opportunity to share special msnaad carry forward some of summer's
magic. Somehow, | think even my teenager will approve.

Nancy Luckhurst

Dear Reader,
Mail. I love mail. The kind of mail that | walk out doorsttee little black box at my curb and retrieve.

Now | must admit | don't love bills and advertisements.yTdre a fact of life and are always there. But
sometimes...yes sometimes there are pretty colored ensehaged written & addressed to me that |
hasten to open!! | love cards or notes for all occasionghbuhost exciting mail is that which was sent
to me "just because". It is not my birthday, it is not a famdgth, it is not even a holiday!! It is simply
the greeting of a friend or relative who took the time tdeame, think of me, spend money on me (for
the stamp and stationery) and take the time to walk to tktrbiack box, put up the flag and send me a
greeting.

Today, | went to a garage sale. The wonderful elderly tlaese must be my kindred spirit. She had
bundles of cards for all occasions ready for purchase & &b0ndle. | purchased the "birthday card"
bundle and delighted in looking through all kinds of cdotdsll kinds of folks that | will use this year to
remember special people. So, | will pause now, and go lowl @ards for an upcoming birthday.
Perhaps | will even go back to the garage sale and purahatteabundle...gee...maybe she has some
"just because" stationery | can fill in my own thoughts witteal mail!!

Sorry...e-mail lovers!

Kris Bone

Dear Reader,

"No, ma'am. That's a 'y' not an 'e' and only one 'n"." If ohbdla dime for every time I've had to spell
my name. Well, you know what | mean. | love having a unigumeenanost of the time, but when I've had
to spell it out three times in one conversation, or | getraail from someone I've known for years who
has never been able to spell it correctly, even when replyinge of my emails which of course has
been properly signed by me just three lines ago, it's frirsgrétat’s all.

| admit, too, that when | was younger, | really wanted a ‘ndrnaahe. One that would allow me to buy a
pre-made keychain or (because this was the ‘80s) a rainblowed notebook and pen set with ‘Glynis’
spelled out in bubble letters for all to see. But, alas, amidalkims’ and ‘Lynns’ and ‘Jennifers’, no
‘Glynis’ could be found. Oh, why couldn’t Mom and Dad havened me ‘Elizabeth’ or ‘Donna’ like
everyone else?



Of course, now that | have matured a bit, and set about tryifiogge my own path in this world, | find
that having a name that many people haven't heard is a wohdeaw to set myself apart. It can become
a topic of conversation and an icebreaker at a dull party.idha crowd, calling my name immediately
gets my attention (although, so does 'Mom’ but that's anatoey).

By this I, of course, mean no disrespect to all the ‘Sgofishns’ and ‘Davids’ reading this, but for all
the people who sport distinctive, unique and possibly even odikers, we need to band together and
unite! Proudly spell your name as many times as it tdRepkat the pronunciation over and over until
your blue in the face! It may not be cost-effective fotaugrint t-shirts for our group, but let’s rejoice in
the common thread of being just a bit uncommon!

Glynis Becker

Dear Reader,
Goodwill Saves Lives!

We pack up our best stuff, say good bye to our old house inidgdic. With emotions never before
tested, we, meaning me, my husband and our old dogs, Maggie, whitegab and Buster, our older
golden retriever drive slowly to a new life in North Ftta. We love it, playing with young grandkids,
seems something new and interesting and exciting at eweryFlorida is, after all, the vacation
destination! | am content collecting old shells and new miesathen it hits me like a Florida
thunderstorm, quickly, out of nowhere, forceful and a Idgttary, | need to make a life! This will be
simple, I'll just apply at the public library, | have workedhe library up north for all of my 40's and half
of my 50's. This city has 21 branch libraries and a maiarjldlowntown that is a vast, architectural
marvel, surely they have one tiny little spot for me.

Oh, what is that, a hiring freeze, on account of this econom#atdion, recession? Try again later, how
much later? | make a mental note to volunteer, rememberingrtipthe enormous value of volunteers.
But right now | need to make a little money. | need a littpiration, ok maybe just a distraction.
Feeling a little dejected, | poke in used book stores,&iniand out of thrift shops, hoping for a
revelation. Driving east to the beach, | see a familiabhig G, think | will take a peek. Oh my, this
place felt like an oasis, almost spiritual. | am in awe, bosksdrand new, sun dresses and rows of
glassware my grandma would have marveled at. Linens, anggadals & stuffed animals, oh my.
Just a little research and | learned the Goodwill of Northidddnave been in the business of changing
lives for over 60 years, creating jobs and giving looldd a fresh start. We have all needed a second
chance or a helping hand in our lives. So | hatch what | thialbusiness plan as good as any Trump
could imagine. | collect treasures from the Goodwill semt & cozy spot at the most excellent antique
mall in North Florida, slowly make a small profit. Tadah & business, all the while hoping | am
helping my community. Feeling stronger now, | think Ifli§ih the forms for the library volunteer
program. And just maybe the Goodwill helped me save my lifeham



Paula Thompson

Dear Reader,

For my 30th birthday my mom flew out to visit me. | had heaxlahll the great hiking in the
mountains and | was itching to try it. My mom, bless hes,di&ays been a sucker to my whims and
agreed to go with me.

| heard it's pretty easy from some people at work. Plus Itkawrail from my gondola ride up the
mountain a few weeks ago and there were kids doing it. If kidslo it so can we!

Arriving bright and early, full of confidence, we set out. @uaty accompaniments, 2 small San
Pellegrino’s, a camera and extra sunscreen all cramrteed lvackpack. | know what you're thinking but
I’'m serious. That's what we brought.

My first clue that we had bitten off more than we couldwleame very early. To be honest, | got a little
winded by the time we finally walked across the lot to the ®f the trail.

The first 4 passes across the mountain were STEEP! | woutdghsan up then had this not been my
brilliant idea. Somehow | managed to reassure my mom.

"Don’t worry" ,I tell her, "it must get easier higher up. Theuntain is just making sure we’re warmed
up first. I'll count each pass, it will be like a game."

Pass #16, is truly torturous. | mean, it should have beenghpde of some massive quest or something.
Now I'm starting to panic.. What if | never get my motbérof this freakin mountain? We stopped 6
times during that one pass and a few times the path narrolaere we could easily have fallen down the
mountain.

"16!" | shouted at the end. "Well we know it can’t possitdy lgarder than that!"

There ended up being 29 passes in all and turns out | waspags 16 was by far the worst. After that
we felt unstoppable.

Looking back, if we had stopped to think what are we doing? &ki# climb a mountain! We never
would have made it. All we could think was let’s just gebtigh this pass....

We accomplished something amazing that day and surprisesiveas i the process. It was a magical
birthday I'll never forget.

Erin Day

Dear Reader,



Do you ever stop and wonder why some creatures were crebkad® they all have a purpose, even if |
don’t necessarily understand what that might be but sorestyou seriously have to wonder. For
instance, crickets. We seem to have several in our ladtibe moment and they seem to know when the
most annoying time to chirp (or whatever their noise is) wbald Okay, probably that isn’t the case but
at 5:30 in the morning when the house is quiet and everyones elskeep and | am enjoying the silence
the little buggers starts making their noise. Plus why dadw/alys seem tens times louder then and like
it comes in surround sound or something? If that one isniiginawe have one in the bathroom too. It
hasn’t jumped at me or anything but seems like the nolsges or something and is even worse than the
one in the living room, if that is even possible. | am suredtiekets do have a purpose and a reason for
being but some days you have to serious wonder if they arentogssary. Maybe | could just send mine
somewhere else where they would be more appreciated. Doubflttreappen but a nice thought. For
now, I'm off to the bathroom to see if | can find that anngyittle bugger.

Rebecca Adams

Dear Reader,

On a Saturday in early July, | had plans to visit my couauré&n and her newborn son Jonah. Lauren
called to say it wasn’'t a good day. She wasn't feeliniy we

Two weeks before Lauren had an emergency C-section follpaviough pregnancy. | asked what was
wrong, and her response was she needs to go to the hdgpitaher I'd be right over to watch Jonah.
No, her husband was going to do that. Lauren just needdd a lif

The feeling | had seeing her sitting on the steps outsgd@ouse waiting for me and attempting to
shuffle to my car is still indescribable. | am thankfudtthgot to spend the next four hours with her.

As someone who is horrible in emergencies and not greatasitimology, | couldn’t offer calmness,
medical expertise or the ability to figure out how tamde the darn channel on the television in her
hospital room. What | could provide was what I'm known for girig. | was hoping if we kept chatting
Lauren would not have a chance to worry about the bluatdtas drawn, the tests that were about to be
run and the machines that were already hooked up to hecebifber to show and describe every picture
she had with her. | made her discuss in detail current esrdtanalyze every cartoon show that we were
stuck watching. Sometime after my insightful talking-vabét conversation or my childhood Babar
memories monologue, Lauren mentioned how she knew somethem wght. She had a feeling that
Jonah might have to be an only child. That's when my wordstgok in my throat.

Soon my twenty-nine year old cousin had to be put into a dduge@d comma, and she was right-no
more pregnancies. We learned that she would have had attecktater that day if she hadn’t gotten to
the hospital. She spent more than two weeks there.

On a Saturday in late August, | had plans with Lauren andhl We were going on a walk. Lauren was
feeling better. | can’t for the life of me remember whatjal®ered about, but what a great day!



Amy Coppel

Dear Reader,

Driving home from work | get more and more edgy. As soogas inside the door off come the shoes.
Ahhh!! Off come the pantyhose. Ahhh!! Even in our squeaksiglehower everyday society, feet after a
day in hose and heels just plain stink. Then | washed my fddt!AWhat a calming effect. Mind you, |
don't have a foot fetish, but

| am a foot person - a barefoot person.
| remember all summer long running barefoot. Shoes wereufudtelys and church.
| remember standing up on our horse, Prince, and delighted sothhair sensation on my bare feet.

I remember climbing on the top of the lean-to of the barn alidided in the variegated pressure of the
shingles on my bare feet.

| remember sticking my foot into a fresh cow pie and kickirgwhole mess at my brother. It wasn't all
that gross - it was warm and looked like mashed sweetyestat

| remember my first pair of sandals. They had red, blue ahalwystraps. | loved those shoes and lay on
the bed to admire them.

| remember wearing hand-me-down shoes two sizes to bigsaatts stuffed in the toes.
| remember climbing Stone Mountain in Atlanta in sandals, onyssid, "Just don't look back."

| remember when my sister got married; | was junior brigédrand wore black, strapped shoes three
sizes larger after a barefoot summer. Mom was amazed atmthg | remember my bones hurt with
growing pains, now my bones hurt with age pains.

| remember my mom reclining barefoot in our backyard andakéd at her feet, | thought, "So that's
what 50 years old feet look like." Now | know what they lodde land feel like.

Now years later - my feet are flat, my back is bad, mgslawe flat, but chic, and my toenails are painted
hot pink.

Nina Lisenby

Dear Reader,



My supervisor just asked me to confirm my hourly pay rate.ughol knew what it was but he came
back to tell me | was wrong. Off by a penny. A penny! | fék i had just been kicked in the kidney.
Grey clouds, tears lurking in my eyes. Then | put it intgpective. One penny, that’s forty cents a
week, a little over twenty bucks a year. Okay, now the twealiars seems like a bigger deal but what
bothered me more was my reaction. That's when | had thle diinsight that I've had before. You know
the one we’ve had but then forgot we had it so we have it aam@t what | do or how much | get
paid that defines who | am, it is the life that | lead. Tientls and family | have and the things | enjoy.
The smiles | give to others and the smiles | find for my$eif matters. A penny, funny how a little
copper thing can bring such a profound feeling of wholeimeadrilliant moment. How often do we see
those pennies lying on the street? | always stop to park up and my husband thinks I'm crazy but
today, a penny brought me back to who | am and what'’s importamt lifie.

Faye Nelson-Ramsey

Dear Reader,

"Put down that book and go out and play!" Those words frormother still resonate occasionally
through my ears. While growing up in a small Midwest towthe 50’s, books took me away to places |
could only imagine. Most of my knowledge of history camenfiustorical novels, so much more
interesting than dry history classes taught by high scheahss who would rather have been on the
field than in the classroom. Raising my own children, | trgetipart my love of reading, often thinking

| had not succeeded. There have been glimmers over thevagedrs as their careers took off and they
settled into relationships. Imagine my joy to learn thgtson just ordered the complete Dr. Seuss to
read to my soon to be born grandson! Technology now repdstgm children begin to recognize voices
while in the womb. Maybe if | had just started earlier...

Linda Mittelstaedt

Dear Reader,

It is often the simple things that can make someone’s day. Atlang of work, we have been
overwhelmed with a quantity of work that has gone far bdyanything we have seen before this year. It
is not easy to put up with the extra stress that this wogkgruto all of us workers. It is easy to say you
want things to be better, but it takes some effort to agthalp someone other than yourself have a
better day. It is all worth it because while the receieéithe gift are pleased, the giver is doubly blessed
for being able to aid those who need a little pick-me-up atelvieg the thankfulness of those who are
truly grateful.

| decided that | would do something to make everyonaysadlittle bit brighter by bringing in a dessert to
share with everyone to add to the happiness quotient iganess life. | made Irish Potato Candy. No



potatoes are actually involved in the making of this food, we@emed to be a concern for some of my
coworkers. Rather, it is little white balls covered in @éimon that resemble miniature potatoes. The
combination of butter, cream cheese, sugar, and coconut nadeudebite sized pieces.

| had many coworkers e-mail or come to me personally to thanonbringing them in. | was also asked
multiple times for the recipe. | felt that it truly was bett®give than to receive, as it had brightened the
day of many people, rather than just my own.

Melissa Fisher

Dear Reader,
"Wake up, only 20 minutes left to eat!"

4:08 am. During the last few weeks it has been a rituaingalp to these words of desperation. It is
Ramadan--the month of fasting, where Muslims fast from davdusk. This year the fasts are longer
and more difficult than ever. Day by day, | realize thearas endure this yearly challenge.

4:12 am-Lasagna! | rest my sleepy head on my elbow andesatary, not caring that the pasta is only
half warm or that it has suddenly become quite tasteless Isisicnights dinner. All | am thinking of is
sleep and vaguely making sure my bites include bits of theegigamid.

4:20. | have 8 minutes left. | drink a few glasses of watdrstart putting away the food and dishes as
quietly as I can.

I am recalling a few nights ago--we decided to break our fastaiuth-watering Thai restaurant. We
gave ourselves twenty minutes to get there and order, soatievbuld be on our table precisely at
8:04pm-dusk.

As my husband and | sat down at the table, he immediatdgdig the glass of water waiting for us.
As he put it to his lips, | shook my head, "Don’t drink it yet!"

He put it down with a frown. The ladies at the table next to me=kbak me with disgust-l was too
exhausted to explain that | wasn’t an overbearing wife-we justdasting!

7:58. The food came--early! We slowly put our food on ouregland stared at it.
8:01. The waiter came to ask us if everything was okay.
8:02. Tick tock!

We began with a prayer to thank God for the delicious foadabadad in front of us and hoped that
everyone around the world would eat a warm meal that night.

8:03. We picked up our waters.



8:04. Joy! We gulped it down.

8:05. Spring Rolls--One of the best feelings in the wortthésmoment you put the first morsel of food in
your mouth.

24-7. With the minimal hardship it requires, the benefitdrareendous--fasting has made me build will
power, break my bad habits and appreciate what | have.

Sabera Dewji

Dear Reader,

| have learned my lesson well. | will never, evah again asknaamavhen she is due. | won't ask even if
she's busting at the seams or even if she looks a littlg. duffs is the story of my most embarrassing
moment. | was shopping at a well-known fabric center and haltl @aft. As | was standing in the long
line, | was watching the woman behind the counter who wadrgate items. Behind the counter stood
this 9-month pregnant looking woman holding and rubbinddveer back and groaning.

She was wearing a white, billowing blouse that covered hepbuswear there was perspiration on her
forehead. She looked miserable, like she was ready to pom Meked in her tired eyes, | asked her in
my most perky voice, the fatal question of when she was theereSponded, "DUE??? I'M NOT

was pregnant. She then explained that ever since she had ljeelmnl2 years ago) her stomach poked
out. She thought maybe she had a tumor or something. | graipbpurchases and high-tailed it to the
car. Now | was the one with perspiration on my forehead. Hignéstas thinking that must have been a
25-Ib. tumor. Never, evah again. Even if she's crowning.

Carol Green

Dear Reader,

| signed up for Dear Reader about 4 years ago, and | was hopkeel first message. | don't remember
what it was, but it doesn't really matter. | was hooked féuad many new "favorite authors" and
fascinating books over the years.

In January of 2007, a few months after my 60thday, | returned to college, and I've had a wonderful
time. Not only did | get the chance to take interestiags#s and finally achieve that 4.0 average that
eluded me thirty years ago, but I've met some great peduewil hopefully be treasured friends and
colleagues for the rest of my life.



| had one regret, though. In the 18 months since, | haven'aideto keep up with my email. All of the
unread messages went into carefully-planned foldevsgtin and, this summer, I've finally begun to go
through those folders. Most of the messages—the adveetigenthe reminders of things that happened
last year, and that sort of thing--were easy to skim andedelet

Guess what? | saved the best for last! Now that I've clearteall of the unimportant things, I've got
over 2200 messages from Dear Reader to go through. That'4@¥ new books, perhaps 400 or more
new authors to meet and over 500 of Suzanne's chatty messagesit All | have to do is sit back, sip
my drink, and let Suzanne do the driving.

Doreen Farrar

Dear Reader,

On the first warm sunny day every spring he returns. | get limmework and he’s waiting for me by
the front door. It's Bob and he’s back to guard the entrance twoose until the return of cold weather.
He hovers in front of me not allowing passage until | sayB®&b, it's just me. "Quickly he moves away
and | can continue on. Going back outside later he’s sbillrad, he hovers near but doesn’t stop my
progress. My daughter arrives home from school, my husbandafosknand he greets them, as well as
any visitors we might have, as he first greeted me.

It's been nearly ten years since Bob made his first appearaNe were all wary of him at first. We
tried to get him to leave, but persistently he stayederAttwhile, when we realized that he meant us no
harm, we named him Bob and just went about our lives. As mhsityofront porch writing on a beautiful
sunny summer morning he passes by. He does that occasiemaliywhen I'm on the back patio. He'll
just stop by, hovering at eye level as if to make sureokni greet him with "Hi Bob!" and then he
buzzes away up over the roof toward the other side of thehats's black and yellow and about the
size of the last joint of my thumb. According to the exteator he’s a carpenter bee. He had been
eating holes in the wood trim under the eaves. In the evaitieg we were sitting on the porch
enjoying the summer twilight we could hear him munchinguittle piles of sawdust leaving evidence
on the floorboards. In spite of having the bug man spralgdtes, and eventually having vinyl siding
put on the house, Bob is still around. | don’'t know where he Inev, but it must be close by.

Of course | realize that bees don't really live for thagloit is one of the mysteries of nature that there
is always one carpenter bee that hovers at eye level atoeifioit of my house. There he goes again:
buzzzzzzzzzz7....

Susan Donald

Dear Reader,



Sometimes it's good to have a witness. There are moments, sncage where | wonder if I've just
seen what | thought I've seen, heard what | thought I've heaud yes, said what | thought I've said (for
that one you need 2 witnesses--the person you said itdgoameone who can verify you did say it even
if the person you were talking to didn’t hear it). | admit ¢hare times when | wish my life were being
videotaped so | could go back and play the tape to veatyl him not losing my mind.

Last year my daughter started high school and requested eumgaaind pedicure before the first day of
school. My immediate response was "No. I'm almost 45 yddrara I've never even had a pedicure!"
And her reply was "Then come with me and get one."

This year | suggested the back-to-school manicure attidyse for her, and pedicure for me. (Full
disclosure: | had enjoyed my pedicure so much that | hadrgtitem on a semi-regular basis since) The
first thing we had to do was pick our polish. | did not seecthhers | had used in the past and wasn't
super thrilled with the choices (don'’t like sparkly ones, the’too bright, etc). Finally, | asked my
daughter about a dark maroon color--she approved.

When the woman was putting the color on my nails | was pleases, it was dark, but it was a nice,
rich color. Not bright. Not sparkly. My daughter wasn'ttadlled with the yellow she had picked out
for her fingernails-it had a somewhat greenish tinge, but dh, ¥ paid and headed out.

Stepping down into the parking lot | stopped dead. My daugaked at me "What?" "Look at my
toes." "Whoa. That'’s really weird." "Okay, so you agree thay there NOT this color inside?" "No,
not at all! They were, like, a dark maroony color." "Righggteed, "NOT bright purple, right?"
"Definitely not purple,” she confirmed.

Sometimes it’'s good to have a witness.

Tammy Wachter

Dear Reader,

Maps! | love maps! Big ones, small ones, insets in agiahd spread-'em-across-the-dashboard maps.
All I have to do is pick a road to follow and see where itsake.

| learned to read and love maps from my grandmother. Whes awal we always took our summer
vacations with my grandparents. Mom was the Driver, Grammsethve Navigator and | was the
Navigator’'s Apprentice. In the early years, Grammie anduldvshare her map and she would point out
where we were and where we wanted to go. Then she woutdatracite with her finger that would get
us there. Eventually we had two sets of maps, one for hesrenfbr me. We would each find a route
and compare notes to decide which was the best way to gethiiBr we mapped all over New York,

New England, and Quebec.

Now my husband is the Driver and | am the Navigator. Bueatsof an apprentice, | have a competitor
-Gertrude the G.P.S. Gertrude means well, but she just tdgesit. Gertrude calculates a route



without regard to the wonders awaiting us around the nexec@n my map | can see all the potentially
interesting stuff we would miss if we listened only to Gete. We talk about this, Gertrude and . I'll
suggest a turn that's different from Gertrude’s plat @ertrude comes right back with "TURN
AROUND!" But if I am persistent, eventually Gertrude sighsl says "Recalculating..." and we off go.

It's been several years since my grandmother left thisdwout every time | pull out my maps | think of
her as my Navigating Angel. We've found beauty in NebrasBand Hills, winding mountain roads in
the Rockies and the Great Smoky Mountains, soaring mesasviidgico, and carefully pruned wine
vineyards next to raucous and gnarled raisin vineyards ifo@aa.

Where will we go next? Let me check my map! I've goight here.
Jane Darling

Dear Reader,

Old Age is not for the Young

Ever wonder what it’s like to be old, you who are young? Yallyeannot know ‘til you get there, and
some get there sooner than others because of their maediaiife. It has taken me awhile, but | am
well on my way.

I look forward to each day and am thankful. Enjoy each day fat wdu find in it. Learn new lessons
and apply the good ones to your life.

Life as a child is basically fun and care free, with lessore learned-some easy, some hard. The
hardones you'll remember; the easy ones may pass you by.

One of the best lessons is to take the lead of the elti@tty on and listen. Most elderly have
experienced it all, and most used that knowledge wiselypasskd it on. Life is not meant to be all fun
and games, but we can use it to our advantage.

Do not sit and worry about age. If you are pessimistic wheraye young, you'll be a pessimistic,
grumpy old person who never finds joy no matter what you douf and help someone who is in need,;
there’s satisfaction in doing it and joy follows with thaird).

Smile, even if you don’t feel like it. Hug someone, show somérnass. Sit with the lonely and watch
the sunset, listen to the songs of the birds or the pattee oain.

Gifts do not have to be monetary. | love corny jokes, remingswith old friends, growing gardens,
failing and learning where | went wrong-not always likihdout loving it when it goes right. Accept your
failures with your successes, that's a lesson too.

Try something you've never done before. You'd be surprigeat you can do.
One day if you happen to have an off day, look up and put your hahd hand of God!

Heidi Daum



Dear Reader,
Routine

What's that buzzing? My mind comes into focus, fuzzy ane $tain 6 hours of battling dream goblins.
There’s probably symbolism in there somewhere but that eanigbuzzing is keeping me from
thinking. SHUT UP! | realize that | actually said it out lomden he starts to move beside me. Just hit
the button, something inside me screams! Locate the souatk ibcTo the right of me. Ah Ha!! Found
you! The red digital numbers angrily blink at my bleary eybided fumble for the correct off button.
Why did | buy him this fancy alarm clock with a million fdifent settings and buttons when he usesonly
one? He doesn't even use it now. Somehow, in the last 3 yeat;drmed into being the oh merciful
alarm keeper.

In the silence, | lie on my back and stare at the ceilihgs iE my mental preparation for getting up and
starting a routine that is so familiar, | could actuallyitda my sleep. Sometimes, my mind is so
preoccupied, it's like | am asleep. | need to get up. | neethke our lunches. | need to remember my
cell phone today. | need to remember the mental list ofshimat need to get done. | glance at the now
green numbers. It's past the time to get up. Here it goes.

Jaime Call

Dear Reader,

Some time ago | was invited to join a writing group. | didhibk I'd fit in because | hadn’t really

‘written” written before. Oh I'd written business lettgletters to friends in the old days when we used to
do things like that, essays for examinations and theTiis. group sits around an oval dining room
table; we talk about books we've read or maybe a moviesdaut get to writing. We write for five
minutes. Often it's eight. Then we read aloud our writingsaéivthey’re yucky. We comment on
phrasing. Words we like. A story line. There isn’t any negathiticism. | like it; it's absorbing,
provocative.

Poetry. Poetry! You are writing poetry. | am? You are! riiéayiven to me, as in a gift, from a writing
group of six. Five published authors, me in there for cugipit what the heck. A funny little thing
happened inside my insides--a shy secret half smile. Aritihgypoetry? My half sentences,
innuendoes, reveries, a winking word. Playing with pteasdking risks--I may be writing poetry!

So here goes...
My New Pal
Getting to know you

my new pal



peeling off the layers
thick and thin
transparent and secret
tasty and raw

crusty and soft

how far can we go
showing each other

our softness, our scars

Intimacy, sharing, caring
crying together
for one another
to one another
and at a desperate hour

a need for the other

Now--sometimes friends
sometimes foes

A change of heart

on my part

| like you,

| don’t

| do, | don't

Ah but I do, | do

Mother’s Boyfriend

At long last



fifty years of waiting
a phone call

Tommy Wilson

Of course, of course!

Still pretty

Still blushing

lunch served in his quarters
La de dah, la de dah

a laugh

a wee accident

a wet soiled dress

He called again
then once in awhile
she liked that

But | loved my Dad

Linda Bailey

Dear Reader,

| did not keep a daily journal and now, at age 80, | wish | had.ths¢& would have been a good thing
to leave for my children so that they could know the ththgswere in my heart. | know this because my
Mother kept a diary. She left several, and we girls have #rehit is a comfort to me to read the one |
have. However, Mom did not write about her feelings orghtaiconcerning the things happening in her



life, just the events of the day. The times we were sidk miimps, and the measles, the arm that was
broken in a fall down the stairsteps - things that happen $o Kitie trips my Dad made with his truck to
take cattle to market for a customer then staying ovetrighe stockyards so he could bring a load of
coal from the mine to another customer. She wrote about @ithagiboys being drafted into the
armed forces during World War 2, and she told about the tal& damily farm.

| wonder what her thoughts were as she mourned the death ifdther at a time Mom was just starting
her own family.

Of course | do know how she felt about a lot of things, becstusevas not slow in letting us know how
we should behave and what chores we were expected to do. {(Beifigt child, | have to admit |
became a bit tired of hearing some of the things that neustgeated over and over in bringing up 7
more children.)

I wish | could read how my Grandmothers thought about thimgzeir lifetimes. | know a little about the
things they went through, but there is no record at all abeirtfgelings.

Yes, | regret not having a journal for my family, but | resedie do some writing so they will know about
some of the things that happened in my life, both before aadraft marriage to their Father, and,
asmuch as | can tell them about their grandparents, andawtbestors.

Winona Anderson

Dear Reader,

Growing up in Hershey, Pennsylvania, where the aromhafalate permeated the air, you would think
one's passion would be candy. This was not the case for nmgsibhd me. Our summer passion was -
corn! To the Indians, maize was a staple of life. To us, was an amazing crop, not only for eating,
but for providing endless hours of summer joy.

Our childhood home was located in a rural setting complsterounded by acres of corn fields. For the
farmer, the fields meant a bounty for his animals. For our ftleerfields were a handy garden where she
could occasionally snitch a few ears to make her Penmsgzautch dish, chicken-corn soup. For the
youth of the neighborhood, those fields became our en@playground where fun knew no bounds.

Once the corn grew taller than ourselves, it was time faruseexploration. Sometimes we were Daniel
Boone blazing trails like pioneers going through the CuraberiGap. We used the corn stalks to build
forts. Preparation was essential! Indians might be skulkimind the husks. Arrows could be flying
through the ears! Other days we were Dr.Livingston plundirgugh the African jungles on a dangerous
safari. We were in hot pursuit of, not lions or elephantsfiblat mice! We might even spy a groundhog.
We never knew what might be lurking among the stalks.

Ultimately, the highlight of the summer arrived — the cmast! This event was as much anticipated as
Santa's arrival on Christmas Eve. Our neighbor grew rowsesistibly sweet, yellow corn. He cooked



the ears atop his stone fireplace, and covered them withuslep. Eating those luscious, steamed ears
was not just about savoring each butter-soaked kernel, lretaime a contest. Who could eat the most
ears? It was not unusual to hear boasting about eatingr®rbat who was counting? If we had a good
ear of corn and a glass of orangeade, we were in heaven.

Alas, summer ended, and the fields turned brown. We rettwrsmhool with full bellies and heads
filled with corny stories to share. The farmer probably m@soo happy with our field excursions, but
we were contented children eagerly awaiting another surantkits cornucopia of adventures and
delights.

Connie Blocher

Dear Reader,

Most of us probably know what dowsing for water is. Hegrefor anyone unfamiliar with the concept,
dowsing is an age-old method of finding where a well shoelldridled, without employing a geological
engineer. (Those of my generation might have first seessidg portrayed comically on television’s The
Beverly Hillbillies or The Real McCoys.)

Only certain people are said to have the gift. Dowsers areatly thought of walking across an open
area holding the short ends of a two or three foot long "Y"ethafick, called a divining rod. When the
rod begins to vibrate or point to the ground, the dowseigiros, "Dig here!ll"

Foolishness?
I'm here to tell you dowsing works.

A number of (too many) years ago, while working on one of mygieces for my college newspaper, |
was assigned a story on a new book on folklore one of the hdgpartment’s emeritus faculty, Dr.
Walker Wyman, had recently completed. The topic of one chaig dowsing. Dr. Wyman was a very
affable, older gentleman and likely recognized my nenvess.

After a few initial questions, he suggested we test theidgwilseory. In the hallway outside of his
office, he handed me a rod and we set out down the hall. Ondmefghe hallway | could feel a
definite pull, which grew stronger as | approached the drinkingthin. Over the fountain the rod
wanted to stop.

| later learned from another faculty member that entertaihiatesocial gatherings held at Dr. Wyman'’s
house often included tracing the water pipes buried ibdskyard with divining rods. (Apparently the
gift is not given so very sparingly.)

Twenty years later, when a relative of mine needed a r&dvilled for his vacation property in
northern Wisconsin, he twice consulted a geological engineén.d these rather expensive holes were
dry, producing no water. The third hole was drilled in thet spcommended by a local dowser. Water
was found within 10 feet of the depth estimated.



There are things science cannot explain. For me, dowsimgisfadhem. Imagine the possibilities if
dowsing could be used to find our best life partners.

Karl Gandt

Dear Reader,
It's all a question of time:

Interruptions of "Why, How, When" consistently seem to ring outnekier | have just answered a
phone call, walked into the bathroom, tried to finish amwak page, cook dinner or anything that
remotely resembles "Me time". Some of the standard Momexrese Why Just because, How--look it
up, you have a dictionary/computer/father for that, WhehelM am finished doing whatever you are
interrupting which will be sooner if you would just stegh all the questions. One of two things will
then happen, tears will start to well up in those little$aor | will stop and answer with all my attention
if | can. Later, when | am alone, | will remember when myn@draother took the time to answer all my
guestions as a child, just as | hope | do with mine more often ttarMy Grandmother has been gone
for a year now and | wish she was still here to ask questiband watch her great-grandchildren grow.
Soon these little voices around me will change, they won't teabé seen with Mom in public, and
friends’ answers will become more important than mine. Whesetlquiet days come, | will be wishing
| could hear more "Why, How and When" along with little armsppeal around my legs and kisses that
say "Thanks" for paying attention. Our time is one of trst gits we can give our children, cherish the
interruptions, they could turn into one of the best contiersaand memories you may ever have.

Kelly Holt

Dear Reader,

There’s a beauty to walking until your legs hurt and until’'sefeeling so tired that you have to sit down
and take a long drink of water. There’s a special feetingnowing that when you go to the summer fair,
you walked from one end of the grounds to the other and you godmmewaiting to crawl into the

bath with a wonderful book to unwind and let the muscleas tstdoosen up.

But when you're in a wheelchair, you lose that ability. It's that you don't feel tired; on the contrary,
you do. But it's because you're ill and likely already exbedigourself doing the one or two things that
you can do without stopping for long periods. If you do feetliit may also be because you can’t shake
the thought that you're a burden to your caregiver—always lpislged around in the wheelchair,
always being supported when you get up, always being takaut-of- the-way disability washrooms
when in public.



See, | can no long use my feet the way God intended. And & hiihe physical pain of what limits my
mobility is nothing compared to what | feel internally. Iddor the times when | could take long walks
on beautiful summer evenings or when | could chase mg &ittlsin around and make her shriek with
delight.

Those times are lost when you can no longer carry yoursgibwnown two feet, with your own

strength. But | can tell you from personal experience, therthings that you cherish so deeply in your
heart that words are inadequate. Watching a sunset ositidom cozy spot with my mother is
breathtaking. Seeing my little cousin run to me and jurtgmy lap makes me laugh, but cry with joy at
the same time. Watching all the things that are at waist-& the fair that | would otherwise likely

miss is fun.

I may not be able to walk the distance of the fairgroundmars, or take long walks, or chase my two
year old cousin around, but | still have my heart, my spird,afamily who | adore as much as they love
me.

For that, | can’t thank God enough.

Katherine Gere

Dear Reader,

A few months ago, | was talking with a friend and, as Ugtappens when two or more parents are
gathered in one location, the discussion quickly turned tehildren. My friend described one
Saturday morning with his four-year-old son. The little bay just polished off his favorite breakfast of
oatmeal and cinnamon applesauce. Beaming with delightHild reached for the grand finale: a cup of
chocolate milk. However, his exuberence was more than theskitiable could contain and the cup
toppled over, sending a white wave coursing over the edberdn the floor.

"Dad! Idid NOT see that coming!" the child exclaimed in@stmature tone. To his father’s surprise,
no tears fell from his eyes, nor any pout showed on hisHipsnly wore a wide-eyed grin as he grabbed
a fistful of napkins and sat down on the floor to begin tharciup.

"No, son, you usually don't,” was his father’'s deadpan response.

Recently, my husband came home with the news that, aftertdiftexn years with the same company,
he was being laid off. You could definitely say that | did N@& that coming any more than my
friend’s son anticipated tipping over his breakfast drinkliké the child, however, | did not spring into
action. | was angry at the company’s decision to let a lomg-¢enployee go. | was scared for the future
in this dismal economic climate. | was paralyzed with tlae & the unknown.

After feeling sorry for myself for a few days, the endynaf the little boy’s response to the spilled-milk
incident came rushing back to me. This child quickly accepttb#s of his morning treat and got on
with the business of mopping up the mess. There was no wabimgt the missing milk. There was no



wondering if he could get more. There was only a brief centran the unexpected nature of it all and
then a leap into action to address the situation at hand.uAyéars old, the kid had it right! We may
not see unfortunate events on the horizon and we may crycanébout what is gone. Or we can pick
up our own fistful of napkins and dive in.

Robyn Hollister

Dear Reader,

The day had finally arrived. The day | was going to kill mytliéend, at least that was how my heart
saw it. | met my best friend sixteen years earlier, nestlech@imis five brothers and sisters. At three

weeks old, he didn't even fill up the palm of my hand. My hestkimmediately that he was special.
Four weeks later my best friend came to live in my home andeast for the next sixteen years.

Through the years he slept with me, sat with me in my favdraé to watch TV. He listened to all my
problems, jumped with joy when | was happy, and gentheliaky tears away as | cried. His eyes
always shone with love and an uncanny understanding ofitisins.

Sadly, after sixteen human years or one hundred twelve dog) ylease eyes were becoming dimmed by
cataracts, the ears didn't hear well any more, and théduigstiff to move some days. | became his eyes,
showed him with touches what to do when he couldn't hear ,sanddchim when the hips couldn't.

Then one day we faced a new hurdle we couldn’t overcome. Btyfriiend had cancer and his organs
were shutting down. In all those years he and | had travelbe tdet's office many times, but only one
remained.

Somehow, | believe he knew what was going to happen thabdalsaw no censure in those
wonderful , filmy eyes. | held him in my arms, whisperingdanto his ears, holding back the tears that
would have upset him, as he quickly, peacefully slipped am@jonger in pain.

Today, a year later he lies in the back yard with a smalestomark the spot. I visit to tell him about
my ups and downs. | talk and he still listens. As the teang cas they invariably do, | can almost feel a
soft lick on my cheek as a tear hovers before hitting thengt.

Pearl Champ

Dear Reader,
"Art or Something Like It"

One Saturday, my parents, sister, and | went to the TaubmagulMus Art. The art museum first
opened in November of last year, and | had been waibingénths to find the time to go and drag along



my parents and sister. After perusing several exhiwisall took pause though at this massive ball of
wax or it was how it appeared at first. | glanced over to #meenplate "Atlanta Gal."

"It looks like a beehive," my dad stated.

"Yeah, it does," | agreed. | tilted my head to the side. §th &oks like a chandelier.” | had noticed the
candles around the top of the piece. The wax obviously cametliiesa candles.

"So what do you think of it? It's made from steel and wax. ¥Afhage conjures up when you think of
the Atlanta gal?" a volunteer spoke up behind us.

For a moment, we were all silent and lost in our thoughts. '@daiHara," | answered timidly.

"Exactly. It has the strength of steel at its core, but itAssover top. It is a lot like a Southern woman,"
the volunteer elaborated before moving on to answer othelegegpestions.

As my family moved on, | paused and thought about what sheTdad:ore was unchanging and
unbreakable, yet the outside was fragile. In heat, it woeld forther and change. In cold, the wax could
break off. Rivers of wax had elegantly drizzled down tieelstand after a bit, it reminded me of the ball
dresses of the old South. The "Atlanta Gal" was quite lcvadyvery intricate. A woman of steel and
grace. She can fall apart with emotions, but her core, her eing, would not break. She was a steel
magnolia. | gave her one last look before continuing throlglexhibit, but I still cannot get her out of
my mind.

Something as simple yet strange as a piece of artwork #saawombination of steel and wax could
produce such emotions and meanings. It made me realizeithgbod to find the beauty in all things,
and we should all take a little time to pause at the meaniag.dlNe just might really enjoy what we
find.

Cherie Reich
Dear Reader,

| confess - | am addicted to reading. This affliction has eddllkeough the years. As a kid | always
heard" did you turn your light off" from my mother. "Yes, | didsut my flashlight was on under the
covers so | could finish the chapter. My first summer jobigith grade was at the library. | worked all
summer and only made $27.50 but | was able to read all theowks that year. What a treat!

My reading for pleasure declined while | was in collegesrdtwere just too many hard books to read
every week for class assignments. However, once | was eedpémd out on my own, | resumed my
reading frenzy. A small local library was nearby andwed to read all their books. | think | got through
the "C’s" before | moved.

When | met my husband to be and found out he kept his owsf listoks | knew it was a match. Now |
needed to read the books from his list as well as minelffiered from Lou Gehrig’s disease and when
he lost his ability to turn pages, he listened to books on thget -caught up in those books too. He died
in 2004, but I'm still working off ‘our’ book list — my excepreadsheet is up to 505 books.



| keep a book by the bed, and a couple in the car at all thoreddctor appointments and to help pass the
time on the treadmill). Books are the first items | packifavel and | keep my master list in the car in
case | swing by the library. I'm always open to recommendsatiiom friends and of coarse Dear Reader
selections assure that | won’t run out of books to regtirae soon. | really can't keep up - but | love

trying!!

Pat Fraher

Dear Reader,

"I'm flexible." My dad would say it all the time. It was his teagark. It meant don't make a fuss on my
account. "Do you want stroganoff or pork chops for dinnes?¥mam would ask. "I'm flexible," my dad
would reply, sometimes throwing in "Just open a can."

Now, three years after his death at age 92, | hear him imeagt when someone offers me choices. | can't
say it, of course. "I'm flexible" was his. | say "I'm easytéasl. "That's my line," my wife will reply.
"You said that's why you married me." Banter is a lifestyleice in our house.

My dad would never say goodbye, he'd say "Save your mone,'awvave from the porch. As a child
of the Depression, that was his trademark of trademarks. @pamian and being flexible came third to
this expression. He and my mom traveled extensively amg@sjheir lives, but he certainly saved his
money. He was one of those unflashy "millionaires next dgau'read about. Nobody knew, of course,
by the way he dressed and lived.

One way my dad saved money was by being a do-it-yourseifdr, was his assistant. He owned
apartments, and taught me how to paint, fix plumbing, reflacetiles. We moved a lot of appliances
around too. One lesson he taught me most emphaticallygwitbords-when moving a refrigerator
through a doorway that is narrower than the refrigerati never a question of measurements. Itis a
question of faith.

Life lessons sometimes come from the most mundane ofesurc

It's true what they say, that you are not really gone agderthere are people alive who remember you.
Sometimes, on unusually beautiful, crisp autumn eveningsnwiere's a trace of wood smoke in the air,
| silently speak to my dad. You would have loved this night, dsaly. Maybe are loving this, somehow.
Sometimes when the breeze rustles the leaves at my fieelyihie | can hear him too, a smile in his
voice-"Save your money." | do, dad. But, | add, | was never rfarabpening a can. I'm taking Jen and
the kids out tonight. Where? | don't know. But I'm easy.

George Waters



Dear Reader,
SOMETHING STILL MISSING

When | was a little girl about four years old | would go todbenty fair and stand on the steps of the
new semi tractors. | would beam ear to ear smiling as the would lightly blow my long blonde locks
around my face. I'd turn to my grandma as | would sit in theole seat and say, "Isn’t it beautiful
grandma?" "I am going to drive one someday." Of coursdotieg woman that my grandmother is
agreed and smiled back.

After graduating high school | landed a state job in ac®ffine last place | wanted to be. | finally had
the opportunity to drive the big trucks in my early twentes,shortly after that my husband and | also
started a family. While the kids were little | drove Idgand was home everyday. | came home and
fulfilled my duties as a mom, wife, nurse, cook and maidditha best of both worlds at my fingertips.
For some reason guilt was beating me down, completelybneken | stopped driving.

| discontinued trucking for years to raise the kids ugémagers. | was greatly happy as a mother, buts
something was still missing. | couldn’t travel down the isti@ie without weeping when | passed a truck
or heard the roar of a diesel engine. My husband and childceqmized that | profoundly desired to go
back doing something | enjoyed.

| was torn at what to do. But, | identified that there were haotglpf thousands of mothers working
doing what they deeply enjoyed , so why couldn’t 1?

My family has been my biggest supporters, they encouraged go back. So that | did, and once again
| have the best of both worlds. It is still challenging and eghtinue to age me quicker than some
occupations would. At least every wrinkle | acquire | gétoin being the happiest mother and truck
driver in the world. As | peer through the large window drivilogvn the interstate | am contented inmy
career, satisfied helping support my family and movingyfieacross America. For everything you
handle comes by truck at some point. Happy Trails.

Candy S. Riley

Dear Reader,
"Thoughts as | Pack"

Three piles of clothes are stacked on the guest bed. Tise tmgichure says pack 3 types of clothing
-casual shipboard attire or day wear, comfortable apparsightseeing and evening wear. | do have 3
stacks of clothes - evening, warm temperatures and cooétatupes. I'm torn between having a closet
to unpack into versus travelling light. We were taughy@ungsters to travel as light as possible.
Growing up, there were 9 of us travelling in a station wagow.mdther became quite a pro at packing
jeans were placed in a paper grocery bag to be packed betwesaniping equipment rather than taking



precious space in the 2 suitcases allotted to her anddreshil Sweatshirts and jackets were in a separate
sack also - maybe even pajamas. Father’s rule was - onezabiarigthes, - but Mother managed to
pack more. | suspect she didn't want to spend time at Laundrevhdé on vacation.

I walk around the bed every night, removing an articlevorof clothing. Will my dad win or will the
ability to wear some fun cruise outfits win? | still h&vdays before | close and lock the suitcase for
good.

Should I pack those silk blue and white pants? They’'d bé&furear after a day of site seeing. They fit
the suggested "relaxed elegance" style. Hmm — they domiith anything else | have laid out. They just
moved back into my closet.

After a week | have narrowed the stacks to what seemsaagbed combination for 2 weeks of
travelling. My biggest dilemma seems to be socks. Due tgpfobiems, | wear tie shoes. Wearing
sandals would be so much easier - no socks required. Hoypaas do | bring? What colors? How
quickly will the socks dry if | wash them in the sink?

This morning | actually put the clothes in the 2 suitca3éwre is still plenty of space. | throw in more
socks. And a book to read at the ship’s Laundromat. l'aehed a happy compromise.

Sarah Ferneding

Dear Reader,

In the year before the death of my mother, | learned hovatelmandle a Troy-Built Pony, that a 66 year-
old daughter can not physically compete with a 90 yearamlther and that a garden with lots of hard
work provides good bonding time. My mother for many yearstpty weeded and harvested a garden
plot which must have been nearly half an acre in size. (Cotnofi€aughter after she also worked that
garden plot.) Mother learned from her parents the valgeosting your own food. That lesson was
reinforced as she provided for her family through the eegion. Her garden contained potatoes planted
above ground in straw for ease of harvest and corn, whichusiviited deer and groundhogs to harvest
and freeze. She grew Roma, Beefsteak, Bib Boy and Chengtdes and there were always enough to
share with church members. Her peppers for ketchup incheledcayenne and banana.

That last year we planted marigolds and zinnias in bean rowadeetteat would keep some particular
"bug" from eating the plants. | was responsible for putting tedssm the row and | just aimed them and
didn't always get just one seed per spot. | have to tellhaither rows of flowers were so colorful and
showy that we didn't even care if the bugs got the vegstable

The weeds had to be fought weekly and that is when | ledorfetlow the Pony and try to keep it going
down the middle of the rows while mother wielded the hoe expaotivn the rows. | could only hold out
for half an hour then it was time to rest in the shade of bldymaple trees, enjoy the breeze, drink our
water while we talked of everything.

We planned the garden, worked the soil, planted and harvegetiér. It was the most wonderful
summer and the hardest physically and also emotionally asvlikmeas probably our last garden. | play



the memory often and when I look at the flowers, | remember heguslied and yet how pleased mother
was that there were more flowers than vegetables in theose r

Mary A. Gary

Dear Reader,

The love of my life taught me to embrace my birthday. ikt ft felt too bold and just wrong. Then

after tossing his idea around, it grew on me. | started skhgdhat special-day off from my norm.
Each year | anticipated October 16th with childlike béiiess in my stomach until October 16th, 2004. |
never took heed what turning 60 meant until that morningxat.s1. when my darling older sister phoned
me to sing Happy Birthday. Then giggling she said, "Johesd are your Golden Years, enjoy them!"
My stomach felt like cement. Her comment hit me with a verggand confusion. What does she
mean? | couldn't, just couldn't be in my Golden Years. s rylier?

It was time to make changes, but | sooo wasn't ready. Insteladiped down into my couch far too
long, nearly three years; however, my life as | knew it viianging around me. | lost my husband to a
heart attack, and my two married children are quite basing their families, albeit | treasure my visits.
Unexpectantly, | was offered a job for more pay and lessssti®s without much ado, | promptly gave
work my notice, packed up, and moved to a small unfanidian within two weeks, living ten minutes
from work. How grand is that! At night | would promptly conmerte to that ole familiar couch — for
two more years. Nothing seemed to have changed.

When my back began to ache from sleeping on the couch fanom®years, | returned to a yoga
routine. Then | realized | stopped my meditation pracgeell. It used to ground me and calm my
inner thoughts. How did the life of a yogi disappeartsdgpeared. A colleague mentioned a health
food store | might like to try, so last week | visited itidabvered a lovely store, which is a co-op as
well, and immediately signed on to volunteer a couple houra/pek.

Next month when | turn 65, | plan to embrace that day onda.aids my turn to give back to the
universe all that | have received. | am beginning to Ibaéitlea already.

Joan Raubar

Dear Reader,
Back to School. You either love it or dread it.

Getting ready to go back to school was an exciting time fosistgr and I. First, Mom would take us
shopping to pick out our "first day" outfit and the outfit warmed to wear for the annual school
pictures. Then we needed to find new shoes and snow bootsu® thebugh the coming winter

months. We finished up with a stop at the dime store taHmuyniscellaneous supplies and pick out our
"school boxes" to store our supplies in.



Flash forward to present day. I'm a 40-something mother @f ®@o | still look forward to back to
school? Yes and no. | still enjoy back to school shoppittgmy kids. | do not look forward to
overseeing homework or more strictly enforcing the bed tinte. Not to mention the "getting ready in
the morning" routine. On the other hand, | welcome the newtsteuand routine that will envelop our
lives once school is back in session.

My oldest child (my daughter) is a freshman at the high sdhaoyear. This is an exciting time for her!
A new school and new, more challenging classes; chemiggghral, global world history. We both
attended the open house hosted by this years’ senior classwdagaid all our school fees and got
Katie’s schedule. We had a lot of fun wandering around the kgilanning out the best routes to take
from class to class. There were squeals of excitemest Wiends, separated during the summer
months, found each other in the hall. | began to realizedxaiting this is for the students as well. Sure,
they give up sleeping in and now there is homework to be ctedpbert finally, a chance to interact with
their peers (or peeps or posse or whatever they're c#fiergselves this week).

As | drop my daughter off on that first day of school, a te&ghk at the edge of my eye. My baby is
growing up! She’s becoming an independent young lady. I'm@adpof her - just beginning her
journey into adulthood.

| want to go back to school to and start all over again.

Jennifer Ruwe

Dear Reader:

One great memory from this past summer for me is takingativacvith my son (age 6). On our trip,
we made it two Major League Baseball games. Our team of dosidde first game we saw; but as we
were preparing to leave the ballpark, someone came up somwith a ball. "The ball boy gave me
this game ball," he said, "would you like to have it?" My son exasjoyed. The gift of this ball made
his day! Never mind that the home team had lost the ganieatohe was very tired from having traveled
all day; having the ball was the coolest thing that hédciotagine. He played with it all the way to
where we were staying, and slept with it at night (untiiégbit from his hands once he was asleep).

When we arrived home a few days later, my son was excitglaowv the ball to his sister; and as they
were playing in the yard, they managed to lose it almoseuhextely in one of the bushes. | located it
after much searching, but | ordered my son not to playsuti a special keepsake. After all, it was his
first MLB game, and he didn’t understand that most peopl®ER get a game ball! So, we put the ball
it on a high shelf so we could look at it, but not lose it.

Now I've been thinking about that. Was I right to hurry andtpe ball away? Would my son have
enjoyed it more if he had the opportunity to play with it whendne wanted and to think about the game
we went to every time he hit it? Or do we get more enjoymarnfahe ball safely on the shelf? Ah,
one of the great mysteries of life...



Amanda Hecht

Dear Reader,

My 4-year old daughter loves Pooh Bear, so when she saw aliaate just had to have, | had a "ah-
ha" moment of teaching her responsibility. We agreed toibking up all her toys before bedtime for
14 days before she could have the Pooh in her possession.ditwagiit right then. | watched her in the
rearview mirror; | could tell the wheels were turning im head as | saw her eyes focus inwards and her
lips scrunch up in deep thought on the drive home. | sawghieldulb moment when the dimple
appeared on her cheek signifying she thinks she has aeravgiven we got home, she attempted
negotiation, "Mama, | promise | will pick up my toys for thedi&ys if | can just have my new Pooh
now." The thoughts of being proud of her for attempting natioti, the way her mind works attempting
a new angle, and what could lay in store for me and her fatther ieenage years if | didn’t hold firm all
flitted quickly through my mind. | explained to her, "Lizzige | have to work for 14 days before | get
paid, and thus you can work for 14 days before you get Poatulild see the gears again turning in her
head, "Okay, Mama." She then attempted to negotiate witlatierfat bedtime just to be able to cuddle
the new Pooh, and he held firm as well. | put a sheet of pajke safrigerator with 14 boxes drawn on
it and every night we crossed off a box after the toys wekeg@iup. The smile of delight was worth it
the wait when she had reached box number 14 and she got teeholeMhPooh. | can but hope that |
taught her that working for something makes it worth thé im a society where "buy it now, worry

later" has been the mantra for two generations. My nelledlge is to remind her how nice it is to be
able to find her toys in the toy box when she is looking for thestead of having them scattered all over
the house without having a tangible reward.

Kathryn Benson

Dear Reader,
Bad things happen. Good things happen.

| believe that it's not what happens to us in life thatraesf us but how we deal with those events that is
important.

The most amazing person I've ever known was my son Briarl.7 ABrian was diagnosed with
leukemia. | could tell you stories of how a 17 year old dopieh such a disease. | could list time after
time when he stuck it out, overcame and moved on. | collgbielof agonizing times, too, but those |
don’t dwell on.

The one I'm going to share | call "Never Give Up".



The diagnosis was unexpected and devastating. We wergdét in a head light; dazed. We stumbled
through the first days of hospital admission, bone marropslyicand surgery. Brian was shell-shocked
and filled with fear. He asked "Why me?" "What did | do teeee this?"

| wanted to help him deal emotionally with this but how coukhén | was having my own difficulty?

That very first week, however, Brian showed us the kinceofgn he was. One afternoon, he asked his
father & me not to come to the hospital the next morningwélged time by himself, he said, without
parents hovering over him. We reluctantly agreed.

When we arrived at the hospital that afternoon, a diffdBeian greeted us. A smiling and confident
young man replaced the fearful boy. He had decided to fight.

Inspired by the story of Jim Valvano’s struggle with canBeian began writing "Don’t give up, don’t
ever give up" on everything he could find; scraps of papeelepes, cards, even styrofoam cups.

On one of his times at home, he said to me "Mom, | don’t thinlgbing to die, but if I do, | want my
headstone to say "Don’t give up". "Why?" | asked. "Well"shig, "If people see it & see that | was
young, maybe they’ll get courage from it".

Just a week before his 20th birthday, Brian died from cimajpdns of his bone marrow transplant. His
headstone reads "DON'T GIVE UP, DON'T EVER GIVE UP". My basd and | have lived that motto
ever since. We haven't given up on life because Brian rgzaxer up on it.

Carol Welch

Dear Reader,

There | was, taking my very first college English course amdd a little nervous. My angst had nothing
to do with the subject matter of the class as English wasositia of mine in high school, much to the
dismay of most of my friends. No, | was nervous becauses lowa of the older "kids" in the class and |
was afraid of making a complete and utter fool of myselfantfof the other students, most of whom
were young enough to have been my own children.

The teacher, like most, was a storyteller and at one poimrdighitened the class that she was a
reformed smoker and that it had been five years since siokietdkthe habit. She also told us she’d been
having continuous thoughts of "lighting up" again.

About half way through the course, we were required tevarppaper, the specific requirements of which
escape me now. However, | do recall the title and the tépiegaper and in addition to my own habit,
my teacher’s confession helped lead me there. | madil¢heftmy paper "Coffin Nail" and the subject
had to do with the stages of quitting smoking and how to gotamzomplishing the task. | wrote in my
paper that | intended to quit smoking in honor of my mother obintaday.



When the day came to learn our grades, my teacher asked pt@nihed to do what I'd written and |
said yes. It was only a few weeks after that when | smokeldshgigarette on my mother’s birthday.
Not only did | get an "A" on my paper but | believe that writihglayed a big part in my quest to
become a non-smoker. Now, when my mother’s birthday raisna, it's only a candle | light, but
there’s one more thing to celebrate.

Dorine C. DelLutri
Dear Reader,

| never considered how congregational libraries chamgs,luntil | got demoted (My request.) from
chairman of the Work Area On Education to congregationadriidm.

What was God thinking? After five years | no longer chioseang my head against the brick wall
ofleadership recruitment, but congregational librarian. Come

When my replacement asked me to serve as librarian, | speantine Sunday School hour, in the car,
bawling, ranting and raving at God, for granting my requ&/sty hadn’t | been more specific? All |
knew about libraries was the secret of how to find my fise’acience fiction books. Also that public
libraries were not the place to supplement your Sundaydbtdsson plans!

| suppose it was the bullheaded German in me that would moeledmit, this was not what | planned.
But, never in my wildest dreams had it occurred to me thtiity plus years, | would have left a trail of
book reviews, newspaper and magazine articles, elevenogfeariing the Latchstring Column for the
Church Synagogue Library Association’s national neattet, as well as, hob knobbing with editors of
same. (Heaven for a "wanna be" writer.)

Perhaps even better than that, was the realization thdtdden marriages saved. Togetherness
promoted as, he fished and she read Christian romance .neredshoolers and mentally retarded adults
learning "God loves me." as they discovered the connectimreba words and pictures. Working with
homeschoolers, and saving library patrons countless glolidwen it was needed the most. All because it
was not necessary to buy media.

Because of the internet, | have encouraged those who fekedoeto establish or reconstruct a
congregational library. Off and on we have provided booka fRussian school teacher. Eventually
being able to share Christianity with these students. Qilynea are preparing a shipment of media to a
Christian lending library in Southern Africa. This materidl fae lent to lay leaders who for various
reasons cannot attend school for this purpose.

Now | think perhaps | have an inkling of what God was thinkigw | know many ways libraries can
change lives. But most of all | am no longer raging at God, whgmdposes a change in my
congregational library ministry.

Lois M. Cone



Dear Reader,

So many parents of teenagers bemoan the fact that thearsdsughters never do anything around the
house, or appreciate all the things that are given to thenv. IN&s every year, $400 cell phones,
expensive digital cameras, designer this and designer tmagtithes it seems that teenagers’ appetite
for all things materialistic is insatiable. But who is tarbe for overindulgence and its consequence,
ingratitude?

I've noticed that the more spoiled the teen, the more likédythat the parents fail to insist they perform
the most basic of household tasks. Making a bed, vacuuming preparing a meal, mowing a lawn,
emptying a dishwasher - these are chores that were stanigland was growing up, and at 47, | am
hardly ancient. And yes, | moaned and groaned and thaughsiawful at the time. But | never
thought | had the option to refuse.

There are plenty of teens who boast they have neverdduckiacuum in their life. They can spend
hours playing the most complicated video game, but wouldhve a clue as to how to clean a bathroom.
These are the same teens given a car when they turn sixteegh(they don’t have jobs), expect Mom

or Dad to pay all their expenses, and for some misguided reasogxempt from any responsibility.

What is wrong with insisting that along with the privilege young adulthood, come responsibilities?
Do we want to raise a generation of kids whose only adversitypben a limitation on their monthly cell
phone minutes? Is it really helpful to them, and to tseoEsociety, to grant them their every wish and
desire and expect nothing from them in return? Whatitdk like for them when they're out in the real
world someday, and their bosses and their spouses demand abdiynt

Sure, we parents want the best for our kids. But more oftervile would like to think, what'’s truly best
Is the experience of contributing to the household. Itesadn on giving, not just receiving. And
sometimes, it's the gift of saying no.

Marlene Kurban

Dear Reader,



Let's face it, chores never go away. One day when | wasdeslite overwhelmed when facing a sink
full of dishes, a mountain of laundry, piles of ironing,peds covered in dog hair, and dust bunnies in
every single corner of my home, | decided | was going tagdany attitude. The change of attitude
didn't happen over night, mind you, it has been a gramoakss, yet it's working like a charm. What |
failed to remember was that love never fails and whegameoing my chores with my new love-
attitude | found myself happier and the chores weremggtimished! Now, when | face that sink full of
dishes, instead of sighing and feeling sorry for myselfemhieading dishpan hands, | tell myself, "On
these dishes, meals were served with love, helping myfamaw healthy and strong" and | begin
scrubbing away. Instead of procrastinating on that mountdauafiry, | picture toweling off my clean,
wet children, fresh out the tub, with wonderfully soft andedvgenelling, freshly laundered towels. | am
no longer letting the piles of ironing intimidate me, | noaniaway and remember how much my
husband appreciates crisply starched shirts. Not tdiomelnow handsome he looks. The dog

hair that was driving me bonkers now reminds me of just hovwhrhlowe our furry friends and
vacuuming after them doesn't feel so burdensome. As Lwacy the dog hair, | whip out that handy
hose attachment and tackle those dust bunnies rememheringlove to walk on dust free floors.
Chores never go away and that's okay because | can face thetmatdivave a new attitude of love.

Tina Roe

Dear Reader,
Love in the Bottom Drawer

As | entered my home, the sound of silence blared in my.hédad year-old granddaughter, Taylor, had
gone back to her home in Texas on Christmas day. My retamthe airport brought an ache deep
within me.

The lack of a beautiful blue-eyed girl, someone to read tdwhkdn at night, made the space empty.

While | changed Taylor’'s new yellow and blue polka dot shéétsught of the nights that she had
asked me to help her.

"Will you lift my hair?" Taylor had asked.
"Of course | will." It had made me smile.

When she was "little" she would have her tiny head on dufiy pillow. Being far from home, the
quiet voice from a still face caught at my heart strir®ge would lift her head slightly. | would reach
under her head and lift her hair so that it was folded ugsvander her head. As if she was being neat,
perfect, not wanting to be any trouble.

Welcoming the chance to once again lift her hair, | had tkamer and felt the tender strands, soft and
gentle.

Coming back to reality, looking at the empty bed, | begarmeckeUnder the bed, behind the dressers.
Everywhere | could think of.



On Taylor’s previous visits there was an item accidenteft behind. All | could find that day was a
lavender pony tail holder, thin, minute, but nonetheless samgetiiat had been worn by her, something
that was now in my possession.

| opened the bottom drawer of my jewelry armoire. Tenderiftetlout the piece of flannel diaper,
soft with washing, that had once been Taylor’s burpindckmd her tiny Lion King's underwear. |
slipped the pony tail holder over both and placed them Ipettieidrawer.

The next day, while doing the laundry there laid a new acounisitA small white lace sock. It was in
the dryer. Alone, forgotten.

With love, | walked it to my room, opened my drawer and tuckadmy love bundle.

One day | would have a collection that | could share with ragddaughter. Maybe she would realize
how much love was in the bottom drawer.

Jody Pearch

Dear Reader,

My husband and | wanted children. When God didn't give tleus,twe decided to try another route.
That's right--we adopted a beautiful little 3 year old frons$ta. So here is the story of a mother that is
so excited about being a parent.

Holidays were lots of fun this year because we had soegmecial to introduce to them. Veeka had a
nice time at Christmas picking out a tree, decoratirend, of course, opening her gifts. We had to
practice Easter Egg hunts for her so that she would knowtwlexpect at daycare. So you can imagine
my disappointment as a Mom when she came home from sahddlasked her how many eggs did she
find at her Easter Party only to hear her answer, "One." |'8&t@ka, you only found one egg at the
egg hunt." She replied, "Uh-huh, one bunch." Checking her tiafskend eight eggs. She was more
excited over the Easter Bunny that come to her school. Shgveedhim a hug and he gave her some
chocolate candy.

Veeka came to work with me for daughter day. | took her dbeinall to help me make copies. She
loved hitting the green button for me. So the other dayhktching her sit there and tear the pages apart
in her book. She presented them to me so proud of her self tedlitigatnshe had to make a copy of it.

I'm glad | listened before | scolded her for ruining a good book.

We went to the mall after her birthday party at school. Wheas time to go home, she sat down in the
parking lot stating that she was not ready to go home yet. $Sadaveer that she still had some birthday
presents at home that needed to be opened. She decided thatikheome home with us after all.

Upon our arrival home, Veeka jumped out of the car and rarthethouse. Then she looked up at me
confused saying, "Where's the tree?" Bless her heart stiedrabirthday tree with presents like she
had had a Christmas tree with presents. Yes, this is one lzaypyp be a Mom!



Marilyn Dear Hunter

Dear Reader,
No Good Deed Goes Unpunished

One of the most memorable moments in my life involves nsy foiend, a kiddy pool and a good deed.
Upon returning home one day, my best friend and | noticedkeotigect in the kiddy pool in our back
yard. Stepping out the back door, | quickly realized it waatyy loobin, still alive. | rushed back into the
house and grabbed my leather fishing gloves. Scooping theobiby the water, | decided to sit in the
sun and hold it. | thought that helping it dry off and waprmight save it. After an hour, | set it down on
the warm sidewalk in the sun. As | watched, it seemed to gaia strength and my hope grew.

Then, from the corner of my eye | saw the neighborhood tom chdin take a rocket scientist to

realize that, left alone; this would be ugly-a worse death throwning. Of course, | couldn’t just go in

the house and let the nature of this scenario play out.daglagain donned the gloves and went to do a
good deed. When my gloved hands closed gently around thedizib, it opened its mouth-and
screamed. It was the call heard ‘round the neighborhood, Nee never been a runner, but it's amazing
how having your head dive bombed by a flock of robins can gausto forget compassion and acquire
speed.

Needless to say, the baby bird stayed on the sidewalk. | sh(hmdeexaggeration) toward the back door,
arms flailing over my head to ward off the feathered torpedééer all, | have seen Hitchcock’s The
Birds.) | flung myself into the house and was greeted bypesy friend doubled over in hysterical
laughter. Yes, she had witnessed the entire course dfselteis an understatement to say that she was
amused. For weeks following this adventure, no matterewverwere, if there was a robin around she
would point and say, "Hey look, there’s one of your friends!"

If you ask her about it today, over 10 years later, sheohget through a bought of hysterical laughter
before she can tell the story. | would experience itgdirajust to share this memory with her.

Connie S. Albert

Dear Reader,

Pure happiness is all the simple little things in life.inBesight years old and waiting for school to be
over on a Friday afternoon because | get to spend the whokenekat my grandparent’s house.

Happiness is: swimming, playing in the park, drive-in meviBelaxing on the living room floor,
watching my favorite cartoons on television; then, justlyaaudible, hearing it - the tinkling bell from
the ice cream truck and, YES, | have a quarter to spend.



Happiness is watching the trees dress up in all of th®ilogs colors. Stepping outside to that special
little chill in the air that is just perfect for cuddlimg, yet not too cold, and allowing the crisp air to paint
my cheeks without the benefit of blush. Raking the leaves ihig pile and then just jumping in,
relishing the explosion of color around me!

Happiness is: winter nights spent in front of a cracklirepface after snowball fights and making snow
angels! Happiness is spring, when life begins anew;riexpeng all of the wonderful smells, taking a
deep breath and my head spinning with the exhilaratingerees. Happiness is holding my son in my
arms for the first time, this precious little life that Guak allowed me to bring into the world.

Close your eyes and think back to all those "specidle inoments. Happiness is: falling in "love" for
the first time, looking into that special someone’s eyes atithgée¢hat warm, tingly feeling all over.
Knowing by the look in their eyes they are feeling the sallements such as that lighthearted feeling
of sleepovers with friends, sitting around in a big circk giggling and feeling you are part of
something and that something is truly amazing.

Happiness is being awakened bright and early in the mohyisgmething warm and fuzzy jumping up
on the bed and loving you unconditionally. All these littl@gisiand so many more are what happiness
truly is. That feeling of fullness, bubbling over, that makesworth living.

Happy Reading

Susan Biggs

Dear Reader,
"The Game"

It was sometime in the middle of February when we got éhresnbreast cancer. In my 30 years | had
rarely seen my mother cry tears of fear, but | knew these gezruine. My mother, the one who never
got sick, who never let anything, big or small, stop her, hadecarghe thought the lumps were just
cysts; she had had them in the past and, with all the stre$sd been under recently, figured these
were more of the same. Shock was an understatementtfioofas.

We walked out of the doctor's office with our arms arouruth @her, me assuring her that everything
would be okay. I'm never the panicky one; | make plans. "#hext? What doctor do we need to talk
to? Should we get a second opinion? Are you going to negergd What could | do? There were
times | could be selfish, but this was not one of them. I'vemfelt so helpless in my life.



Surgery was next. Even being on Medicaid (she had lost heelksasn October and could not afford
health insurance) things moved quickly. MaréHdomed in the near future. Her friends came to help;
to take care of her and her animals. Some good news: ibhagnead anywhere so all she would need
was chemotherapy. Chemo. She moved in with us and the firseqowplds were as awful as we
thought they would be. She shaved her head because shevdirio leave a mess in the shower.
Halfway through, the treatment changed and then she was@ast ti

The chemo was finished and the three of us spent a daynmitingains to celebrate. She would be
okay. Another surgery next month and a couple weeks to retapdier hair has already started to grow
back. Cancer was her nemesis - We won.

Jessica Mclnish

Dear Reader,

My husband says | have delayed gratification syndrome bedhit were up to me | wouldn’t open
theChristmas presents until the last possible minute. Bualactt's the anticipation that | love so much-
the thrill prior to a vacation, the expectation of the wedkéme excitement of your son running for the
medal, the desire of sleep after a long day, the anticipatiamew baby. Once the event itself arrives,
I’'m happy but | miss the gratification that led up to it.

Here’s a simple story to illustrate my point: we werergly at the Wisconsin State Fair where they
had a milk booth, which you would expect for the Dairy Statieey were selling all kinds of flavors of
milk - chocolate, strawberry, cherry vanilla, banana andbeet - for just 25 cents a cup. There was
always a line of people but it moved fast. It was a hot day tcowhe could resist a cup of ice cold milk
for a mere quarter?

My favorite of course was strawberry (isn't it everyone'§eit | wouldn’t succumb until the very end
because it is my favorite and | wanted to save it for laststltfied cherry vanilla (it was okay) and then
later, chocolate (ho hum). | never did try the banana oibext because those flavors did not appeal to
me at all. No anticipation in those flavors! | finallgvg in to the strawberry and was it ever so good!
Yes, | know I risked that they may have run out of strawbasrihey did with the chocolate - which

must me everyone’s favorite after all - but it was a chavanth taking! Otherwise, | would have missed
out on the anticipation of delaying my gratification!

So, you see it wasn’t so much the final product that masl@appy but the thrill of the anticipation.
Maybe next year we can all look forward to a cheese bobtie! down side to the day was that after
drinking all those cups and cups of WHOLE milk flavorsdlized the calories and fat grams that | must
have consumed...

But that's for another column!

Diane M. Kitchen



Dear Reader,

| have been sitting our front room this evening thinkibgut various things life in general and have
figured out that its really good, even with all the achespamals that we experience as we age. But then
remember that age is just a matter of mind, are as young elthere are times when we still enjoy
watching cartoons. We do enjoy the many things our two yearaftlaughter does. And also my Mom
who recently moved to Texas from Minnesota. She has a réadlylace to live. We have been through
many changes in our lives and for the most part they haverbakngreat.

Patsy Goodman

Dear Reader,

| grew up quite poor in the 1980’s. | often felt bad aboutfdsat school because that was the place
where the comparison was most obvious between what dtheérand what | did not. In the spring of
second grade, we were to have an Easter party at schoci mbiuded a contest for prettiest basket.
Well, | begged my mother for a beautiful store-bought baskeplete with plastic grass. It would be
so colorful and wonderful and | just knew a basket like thaldcavin the contest!

Needless to say, | did not receive a store-bought basksteatl, my mother cut and dried Honeysuckle
vines and wove a small basket for me. Then, before solndble morning of the party, she took me
down to the creek in our pasture and she dug up sections gfedbn moss that grew by the banks and
placed it in perfectly to cover the bottom of my basket.alinshe picked a variety of wild flowers and
wove them loosely into the handle and placed them carefully am@tine moss bedding.

I loved that basket; although, | knew it would not be able topate with all the wonderful purchased
finery that my classmates would be bringing. | had acddgpgfact that | would not be winning the
contest, but | was very happy with what | had: not proudresly happy. So, | took my basket to school
that day, and I did not win most beautiful basket. But...I didiveae prize (silly putty) for the most
creative basket!

That incident changed my life. My epiphany at sevensyelt may seem obvious now, but until then |
could not fathom that creativity and nature could possiblydiued above shiny new plastic. | mean:
those things are FREE and available to EVERYONE!

Now, | strive to be able to give my children the same expeeiethat my mother provided to me. | can't
weave baskets and we don't live in the country anymore, andiesegh | can afford to buy them
things: | use my creativity to pass along the importancktiae value of not having money.

Candra L. Thompson



Dear Reader,
Among Her Souvenirs

We found my mothers life crammed into a few cardboard castmned in a corner of the small
apartment my mother and | shared. My sister and | spentean@dn sorting through the contents of
those boxes. It seemed a very sad testimony to a life df/réfayears.

But within those boxes were treasures that brought back meampnes. Pictures, cards, letters,
clippings. Columns I'd written for an Ohio newspaper, Whentsof think power I'd title a column

"Dear Mom" and tell of daily happenings in our busy houselgii@. kept many of those columns or
shared them with her sisters. "Erma" columns had notesam ttave you seen this one?" or, "Thought
you'd like this one."

Among mother’s personal things drifted the scent of her f@vbath powder, and a satiny sachet .

| remember Mother telling of traveling with her parent€teveland, Ohio, to hear John Phillip Sousa
perform at the Great Lakes Exposition. When Sousa camé&llig Island, she told, his name was So. He
thought it too short, and added USA to it; thus, SOUSA.

She related a story of two women returning from an estateéat@g a granite ware pan full of treasures.
The local dentist asked what Mrs. G. was going to do withéhefdalse teeth in the pan? Mrs. P. said,
"She’s going to use them to crimp her pies."

When Mom was a girl in grade-school she remembersgpitiislass, the odor of catsup drifting through
open windows from the Edwards canning factory down on Lalee=StShe said "It wasn’t so pleasant
when they were cooking sauerkraut!"

Those few boxes didn't diminish the spirit of this sweat so filled our lives with laughter and love.
At the bottom on one box was a letter.

The family has many inside jokes and puns. One favorite wheimg off from a phone call or a letter,
from an old radio/TV duo Bob and Ray, the letter from Aunt Maemded with: "Write when you get
work, and hang by your thumbs!"

Norma J. Sundberg

Dear Reader,

My life has been enriched over the years by the many pethaie found their way to our door. My
veterinarian of more than twenty years has told me thatd a&nack for attracting needy animals. From
the long-haired gray kitten born at the chemical factomygoor Mushka cat who was evicted from the



adult day care center for biting the clients to my aurbasset hound Fred who had been abandoned
when his owner died, each pet has come with a special hisdeyhad Max, a basset whose family had
moved to the area from Australia, but didn’t want to put lirough quarantine when they moved back.
He had so many medical problems. | remember sleeping dlodhédy his side when he was too ill to
jump up on the bed. There was our shepherd mix, Elde who hadibeped at the local animal shelter
along with her nine newborn puppies. She was such a well emehlady, although somewhat shy.
We lost her way too soon to a fast moving brain tumor. Thesteame to us from a lady who rescued
feral cats in her local park. My initial intent was to adagy@ne, but how could | not bring along one
of her sisters to keep her company? Katie and Shelby aref tlve most beautiful cats | have ever seen.
Katie had always been the larger of the two, but suddenpnbegose weight at an alarming rate. My
vet said she had suffered a lung infection or had sevémmas With his help and medical expertise,
Katie is now on the mend. | thought we would surely lose her.

| cannot imagine a life without pets. | have heard all obtigements about shedding and ruined
furniture and carpets, but my memories of pets that hawegas and the love of the ones that are with
us today mean more to me than mere possessions ever coudlthofdloors and vacuum, happy in the
knowledge that these special creatures truly love us armbatent to share their lives with the strange
people who adopted them.

Nancy Himber

Dear Reader,
Grandma’s Dishes
"Grandma Mary, may | have your tea set when | get big?"

The query comes from four year old Maeve who is standingdlgustaring at a collection of flowery,
sage-green-and-cream china temporarily stacked ontttieskicounter.

Appreciating the moment, | refrain from telling Maeve st that she is not actually looking at a tea set.
She clearly thinks the dishes elegant and of great valag. dre, if only from a sentimental standpoint.
The Mikasa settings have been part of my life for as longas temember. A wedding gift to my

mother three-quarters of a century ago, the set now occagpecial cache in my heart as well as the
cabinet in my dining room. How many family feasts have theseed served? How many more may be

in store?

My mother was a good cook, roasts of every sort being heiadfye And no matter what the menu, she
always included glittering glasses of sherry wine, whigittegmpressed me back then. Making toasts
and taking careful sips seemed so grown-up, so sophestiddemories of candlelight, ‘fancy’ pickles,
energized conversation, hearty laughter, heavy linen ngpkind the dessert-laden Duncan Phyfe buffet
spark a familiar, almost forgotten feeling of warmth withia. Now all those anniversaries, birthdays,
holidays, and visitors weave together into a colorful ieragilt of family and friends. Crafted entirely

of thoughts and feelings, this ‘quilt’ inseparably accongmmy well-used set of dishes.



So, grateful for every cup, saucer, and plate, | preparas® ¢n this trove of china, chips and all, to my
granddaughter. | feel endued with a rich sense of hearth amel ham satisfied.

"Of course, Maeve," | answer at last. "Enjoy!"

Mary Frances Doolin

Dear Reader,

Another day of the housewife. The what? Guess that mearengotlne house are one. We have lived
here 31 years and yes it is home. A safe place where thdkgia come to visit and spend the day, the
music of a guitar is always softly playing in the backgroduhgl husband loves to just play and practice.
While he is in his room, with guitar and computer, | amine which is a room full of stamps and paper,
stickers and adhesives. Can't have enough. When | find ailavg add a little more to the shelves and
bookcases filled with books, paper, pictures, and memorigsyofecation that makes me smile.

| have gotten into the habit of sending each and every membey fafmily a birthday card, or
anniversary card, any occasion that a card will fill a n8edie months it takes alot of time and creative
thinking to fill the card with their own hobbies or spostdatever they are into that year. | can't make it
ahead of time cause you have to get the feeling of whairig gn with them and then get started on the
latest card. | love to send each card out with a little praydrsmile that will brighten their day. | always
get their remarks saying they so look forward to checttiegnail to see the newest creation just for
them. What a simple thing to do for all those you love and khgives a happy heart. With 5grandkids,
2 beautiful kids of our own, 10 siblings and in-laws, anywayetlare at least 75 on the list and then the
surprise cards some get just for that extra smile they iweareed of. | love my "work" as | am a retired
waitress of 20 years. Life keeps me busy and | look foréeaedch and every day here on the little
ponderosa. We are blessed.

Norma Emery

Dear Reader,
Her name is Sofia, formerly known as Bijou.

| have always loved cats, and my home is not complet@uwitivo sweet, loving purr balls. Bailey is
BIG, blue-eyed, demands affection, and loves every liviagtare. Rygel is sweet, shy, and long-haired.
With two young healthy cats, and no 3 AM trips to the vegrgency room, | was again free to pursue
my own interests, which include perusing the furniturinigs on Craigslist. While there, | popped over
to the pet posts.



There she was. A tiny Himalayan cat huddled in a met#,aan the euthanasia list after her owner died.
Everyone familiar with cats knows they don't always gen@l and adding an elderly unknown female to
the mix could permanently disrupt my quiet, peaceful home..But

| contacted the shelter, and was advised Bijou was noblelifpr adoption. As she would not submit to a
vet exam, they could not determine whether she was spayedttwyheeaxplained that as my boys are
neutered, spay was not an immediate concern, and my vet @albehlth check. They told me to come
meet her.

On my arrival, | discovered that Bijou's owner had comumhigigicide, and no one who had known Bijou
wanted her. Due to her questionable health status, shévimgsith the isolation room next to kennels
full of barking dogs. When | reached in to her, she purréi@édrover, and well, you know the rest.

Happy ending? Not yet. This is one grumpy little cat. She Yiveh, who confirmed she is healthy and
spayed. After a few days in a separate room to let her aghesgrowled and hissed at the boys. Bailey
was smitten (but then, he loves everyone). Rygel wafigdriWhy? Bijou climbed his cat tree, pounded
on his face to wake him up, then attacked him.

Her name is now Sofia, after the feisty Golden Girl. It has lad®ut five weeks, and although she still
sometimes growls at the boys, she now sleeps on my bed nee&trtoHas she recovered from losing her
owner? Who knows. But she is now safe, with us. She is ptrt damily.

Elizabeth Rosen

Dear Reader,

This last year has been good for my Family. | have threeggosisters, and a wife and thirteen aunts.
Yes my mom is one of fourteen. This last year provideihgight into the kids she raised.

When she passed May after bravely fighting lung canclmimig a bout with breast cancer some years
before and pronounced cured | came out of the field and egjdire family as leader and oldest brother
and son.

It was difficult to lose her but when you regain all the riestade it the best year ever, except when |

met my wife of 36 years. | didn't really lose my mom, | found thatis always with you and then in turn
| didn't not have a family they were just busy doing other thihke well living.

As you read this column and the story's of peoples liveshendidy the books are offered try to livethe
story, because reading Suzanne's story and then the hesklgis older gentleman a reason to approach
life in a different fashion. | find myself using the phms@éd the coping and the mental patterns as | live
and doing turn people off they way | used to.

One of my mentors said don't get mad get even, well nowt elsm get mad, | get better and even find
that when | do the person that might have made me mad wetieh&wo.



Just a thought from the side of the road.

R. Marshall Bennett

Dear Reader,

Its interesting how you find out who your true friends ahemyou are going through tough times.
Everyone seems to want to be your friend when times areagmbglou want to share the good times

with them as well. When you get engaged you can't waalltexteryone the good news and to show off
your ring, if you are a female though if the engagement endargoashamed to let anyone know about
it. We don't like to admit our failures even if we aren'tdhe at fault, if we happen to have bad luck in
our lives such as our significant other finding someone elsesiorg our job. When failure happens in
your life you feel like your alone and you're ashamed to tithai you need help or even encouragement.
Alongside the congratulations greeting cards and the HAppiversary greeting cards, maybe there
would need to be a line of greeting cards to offer solaceaoouragement for a loss of a job or a dream
to let you know that you are not alone. Instead we like tp kad news to ourselves since we are
ashamed of bad luck happening to us.

Michele Minor

Dear Reader,

| have what many would call a large family: 8 children ands@3far) grandchildren. Most of the
grandchildren live hundreds of miles away. Finances aiepaessing, so my wife and | don't get to visit
as often as we would like. About seven or eight years agarted writing each of my married children a
letter weekly to keep in touch. At first they were hand emittout before long became computer
generated. When my first grandchild learned to read, | ezhittzis was a golden opportunity to try to
connect with him. How many children get a personal letteryébow about a letter each week -
personal and to only that child? For the past seven or sq ybare been writing a letter to each child
who could read.

| kept the subjects fun for the child: my Army days, truakglanes, buildings and such for the boys and
other subjects for my granddaughters. Obviously many sisbgee interesting to each. Along with the
fun subject, | try to work in a moral or spiritual lesson &inforcement of their parents training.
Occasionally, | will get a letter back from one of my graridcén just as | do sometimes from my
children. That is nice, but my real reward is knowing | aningieach child and grandchild a rare gift: a
personal letter. It forms a bit of stability in a stooaged world.

This summer, | have undertaken a new project. | decidedit® some books set in one of the places
where | grew up: the Ozark Foothills in the mid 50s. Of seuthere is plenty of adventure, fun and



naturally, moral lessons. Is all of this a lot of work? GelyaAre my children and grandchildren worth
it? (That is the real question we sometimes don't want td ésk!

How about you? Do you have children, grandchildren or greatdghildren who would love to get a
weekly personal letter? You would be amazed what aneinfle you can have. Would your descendents
(or even children you don't know) like to read fictionalizedounts of your "growing up” years? The
answer is: Yes! The real question for you is, "Are they vit®' (Yes!)

Bill Burdick

Dear Reader,

People always tell me I'm so adventurous, but | alwasisiiey couldn't be further from the truth. Yes, |
mountain bike and kayak and like to go hiking when on vaeabut is that really adventure? For me,
being adventurous intones ideas of climbing mountaingsding foreign countries while not knowing
the language. In my mind, the biggest adventures | take comedoon smallish pieces of paper,
whisking me away to fantasy worlds. My love for bookststd quite young. | remember every summer
walking the two blocks to the library, then wondering how $gaing to get my treasure trove home. It
was worse if | decided to ride my bike there.

My summers relied upon the written words of others tosfrart me to other worlds, times, places, and
experiences. They based my future inspirations and adesngg to say, by showing me the world
beyond my small lllinois town. | learned about New Englardivahale hunting by a crazed captain. |
read about adventures in England, a country that felt aomiftiles away. | visited other worlds by
walking through a wardrobe with another little girl, golmand in hand to an unknown adventure. | spent
time on the American prairies, learning about the hardhfgnal settlers faced while moving toward

the west and their American dream.

What joy it was when | was able to visit some of thesegsld had only read about! Driving across the
vastness of Nebraska or Montana, | had a better inkling dftweavorld of Laura Ingalls Wilder may
have looked like. Taking a visit to Plymouth Plantaiioassachusetts showed me a world where
living was hard and reliance on the earth and ocean meadifterence between life and death. Those
words now give me a greater appreciation for anywheistland help to form the dream vacations |
have for the future. If it weren't for books, my ability hertoughly enjoy them, and the printed words
they contain, | know my life and my world would be missing ynarore adventures.

Angela VanSchoick

Dear Reader,



Perhaps you heard or read the news regarding the pastbiVireers, who was shot while delivering
his Sunday sermon in Maryville, IL. Well, that was my churaolg pastor. The first week following his
untimely death was surreal. |didn't understand how thikld@mppen. Obviously, | felt sadness, but |
was angry as well. "UNFAIR" - That was the mantra thatd klse to my heart those first few days.
Oddly enough, it was at his funeral where | found joy. Hie WCindy, gave a eulogy. She stated that
she was not going to let this event make her bitter. Sheetaging to blame or hate. It was going to
make her a better person.

So often, it's easy to let circumstances rule our life. dZoould have easily let anger overtake her, and
I'm certain no one would have blamed her. But, she chose thesbedt in a bad situation, to learn from
what was a devastating event, and to allow it to posjtiraher than negatively alter her life. Our church
attendance has increased. People are more involved in @nddh the community. Fred's death has
not been in vain, and the lives of our church members will&rbke altered. So, now instead of
chanting "UNFAIR," I've decided to say - "How can | lestmake me a better person?"

Breann Chastain

Dear Reader,

If you've ever wondered if there is life after this onende tell you, there is. 3 years ago | wouldn't have
been as sure, but a lot has changed in my world since then.

For Christmas 2006, my Mom insisted that our entire famityagether, at her house, for the first time
ever in the 23 years I'd been alive. So, we all came taragimy Aunt, Uncle, and Cousin, my
Grandparents and Myself. Along with my Step-dad, the 8 of cleggainto my parent's ranch style house,
replete with 2 fully decorated trees, lots of lights, #relfragrant smell of cinnamon candles and fresh
baked cookies. We had a wonderful traditional dinner and edhjibygefirst and last Christmas we would
all spend together.

Little did we know at the time, but my Mom would pass away 2 8aysre Christmas the following
year. She had battled breast cancer, just like my aunt, but thewght she was cancer free, including
her doctors. She must have known otherwise.

In June, we were informed that the cancer had returnecawiémgeance. As she prepared herself for the
worst, she managed to arrange everything, from the sortigsdbld be sung at her funeral, to where she
wanted her ashes to be sprinkled. Other than keeping her &xtadnie as possible, none of us had
anything to arrange.

After her funeral, my Step-dad and | drove to the parkrevbbBe wanted to spend eternity. It was a
typical January day in Indiana; cloudy, dreary, and coldv@got out of the car with the wooden box
that held what was left of my mother's human body, the wickkegiup. Not just a light breeze but strong
gusts of bitter air. My Step-dad and | said our goodbyesrtaritbas we started to spread her ashes, the
wind changed direction, completely, and then the sun came euaMyhed, knowing it was Mom's way



of telling us that we weren’t quite in the location she pladned and that she was exactly where she
wanted to be.

For all who have ever wondered if there was life after thés there is and it is glorious!

Sarah Griffin

Dear Reader,

What | did during the summer was that | went to movies witHamily. We got a swimming pool and
we swam in it plus we have had lot's of barbeque's. Alsmésmes take my nice's or nephew's to the
library with me to hang out and enjoy some time together. Smee we would play board games
together.

Shontel Redfield

Dear Reader,

| never experienced a midlife crisis until the fall of lgsar when | fell down several flights of stairs as a
result of a bad reaction to prednisone which | was gieea tevere rash. | already deal with the
challenges of being blind and had to come to terms witpaksibility that | narrowly missed becoming
paralyzed.

Being surrounded in the hospital by doctors and other medf@gsionals--obviously successful, |
reflected on my past accomplishments and how the pastalseaths to have been a major flop. |
thought about friends and how | seemed to have lost sesigtatied and blind alike, because | had not
continued my meritocrat's journey up the ladder of sitckbave had to realize that sometimes to
receive new gifts and blessings, one has to let go of theap}s of thinking and defining what it means
to be successful which society hammers into us, let thettalchments to past friends drop away, and be
open to the possibilities of the future. It's hard, | dba'it well, and some days, | relapse. It's a process
that is always changing, a destination, not always arritted a

David Faucheux

Dear Reader,

I've reached a milestone, | turned 50 this year. To soo@ethis may seem awful but to me it means
I've reached a point in my life where I'm happy with wham become. | no longer care what others
think of me or if they judge me for how I look, what I'm weayriogwhat | do. | realize in this life that
there are more important things than looking and beiniggdry someone else's standards.



The time | spend with my son and getting to be there for hiemmmore to me than whether | have
gained an extra 1 or 2 pounds, okay maybe 5 pounds. | gavat@®hyrs old and had trouble with the
pregnancy so how when | look at him | realize what a spegiftdlwas given. I've experienced the
blessings and heartaches that come from being a parenttamagal it hasn't always been easy, | am
very thankful.

| had 1 perfect sister and 11 perfect cousins, according toau\s Eamily. | was the only one that did

not measure up to their standards, | am my Mom made over dandatrait good enough for my Dad's
family. They are tall and slender; | am shorter and plelysaioimp (sounds nicer than heavy). | could
have discovered the cure for cancer, received the Nobeé Peeze and my Dad's family would have

said: "Did you have to wear that dress, it really doegyotir body type well" or they may have
said:"Can't you do something with that hair of yours". Soingtamazing happened to me when | turned
50, I now look in the mirror and no longer hear their negatbraments but instead see a person who has
struggled and succeeded in overcoming many hardships lificher

Life for me hasn't been easy, but the struggles have madhe person | am today and that's not bad.
I've raised a wonderful son, have a responsible job, havkfgeads, and a good marriage. Am |
perfect: NO, but | know I'm a work in progress and thgtsd enough for me.

Rebecca Nunn

Dear Reader,

Oh No You Didn't!!! | think | even said the words out loud asced through the back door, through the
porch door and out into the yard. There laying on the bird feeaeawiny green hummingbird,
knocked down by one of his own. We have a bully in the yard. tdikieink of them as siblings with

the larger one the older brother and given to pushing théesroak around.

The little guy (named Popeye in hopes of giving him staturehveead, just stunned after being
slammed by his bigger brother, Brutus. | could see if theian Olive Oyl in the wings waiting, but
Brutus was protecting the feeders. He has decided thhtedl hummingbird feeders in the yard belong
to him and he is diligent about keeping everyone run off.

| stood by while Popeye gathered his wits about him and poppeAftgr buzzing around my head for a
few minutes he decided that maybe | could help him in his doe&iod. He buzzed over to the feeder,
then back to me. After a couple of minutes | got his drift walked over to stand close to his favorite
feeder. He had only had a few sips when along comes Brutus.

BUT--even though Popeye quit drinking and seemed to bracedifrfor the hit, Brutus stopped and
hovered in the air looking toward me. Like most bulliesvas not sure if he wanted to tackle someone
bigger (and meaner!). After a couple of false starts heldddo land on the rose trellis to see if he
could stare Popeye down. Popeye seemed to grow larger ashed&im drink and drink and drink. He



had discovered that there was something that Brutus wad af and it seemed to inspire courage in
him. They now share the large feeder, though Brutus stilhst the smaller two. But, Popeye has
unlimited access to the big one and he continues to strstufiisaround it, knowing that I'm keeping an
eye out from the kitchen window.

Brenda Logan

Dear Reader,

"Stop!" That seems to be the word of the month. At leastfdrimy two year old as he screams it to me
while I'm trying to do the basics such as wash his fadeglpthes on him or brush his teeth. It's not that
my son doesn't want to do any of these things. He just deesnt me to do them for him. He is starting
to do the basics by himself and doesn't want help. But I'murgit| understand his need to try doing new
things. It is amazing how much independence comes in suchlipsitkage.

Then there are those times | savor like when he first seadtenevork. | leave for work before he wakes
up in the morning so this is the first he sees me all day. Hesidommy!" as he runs up to me and
gives me a huge hug. At this time he has forgotten that he isl@pendent little man. When | was
younger, | always wanted to be a Mother. It's somethimgwkin my heart. But even now | am still awe
struck. | often sneak into my children's rooms (I also leabeautiful 4 month old baby girl) and gaze
upon them. | cannot picture life without them. These slitdl bundles are my world even on those hard
days when my son is coloring on the T.V., floor and walls agrwiny daughter is just not happy. While |
imagined being a Mother, | never pictured it would be like tMistherhood has been trying at times but
more rewarding than a mind can fathom. | didn't think 1 déove so much that my heart breaks when
they hurt.

My life is not perfect but it is so rewarding. | have twakful children and a husband | adore. For me,
outside of my friends and family, everything else is flugt. While work is necessary and often times
rewarding, if | lost my job tomorrow, it would not change tloee of my life. The job is replaceable.
Those | love are not. Live. Laugh. Love. That is the moficelby.

Rosalie Szabo

Dear Reader,

Last week | was at the grocery store, unloading my shoppihgmiarthe check-out conveyor belt, like
I've done thousands of times in my long and illustriougeaas an everyday housewife. | was quite
proud of myself. The cart was only about a third filled,i8s uick stop for a few things wasn’t going to
cost me an arm & a leg.



As | was waiting with my now empty cart, behind a lady who taésg way too long to write a check, |
started rummaging through my purse for my checkbook. | waated teady with my debit card when it
was my turn to pay up.

Suddenly an uneasy, queasy feeling came over me. | knewnstant that I'd left my checkbook at
home. In my mind’s eye, | could see it lying there by my conmputieere I'd accessed the calculator to
strike a reasonably accurate balance.

Great day in the morning! I'd forgotten my checkbook! Whaelpless, sinking feeling to ruin my day.
Since | live twenty miles out in the country, it wasn't likeoluld quickly run home and getit. | had
maybe $2 in change in the coin keeper in my purse. Before ¢éls&erhcould start ringing me up, | was
putting my items back in the cart to return them to theipgrahelves.

When my son worked at the grocery store, he told me the iterptepehanged their minds about and put
back on the shelves are called "orphans,” because they ayeprairbhck where they belong. He said it
was common to find a bag of cookies sitting on the shelffwithiture polish or a package of steak
tucked in among the loaves of bread.

Well,  wasn’t about to just start scattering orphangwadr the store. And | wouldn'’t think of simply
abandoning my cart of groceries and sneaking out. That'agusight! | mentally inventoried the
contents of my cart and formulated a plan to put theneak lexactly where | got them. And to do it in
an organized manner, so | wouldn’t have to back-track all the store.

The experience was humiliating. | felt like a petty criminabvilad decided to go shopping with no
money, got caught, and had to put all the stuff back. It mul half the time to put it back as it did to
shop for it, but still, it seemed to take forever.

And all the while | was trying to figure out the logic ofvirey my debit & credit cards, as well as any
cash | may be holding, all tucked into my check book. | mearay forget my checkbook at home,
especially if I've been writing out bills or balancing tiecount. But I'll always have my purse with me.
Doesn't it make much more sense to carry cash & plastic ipaae pocket in the purse, as far from the
checkbook as possible? Then | would never face this humiliatingyance again.

The trip to town wasn't a total loss, though. | had acc@hetl some other important errands before |
went to the grocery store. It's just that on my way home, w flairned red, like | was being slapped all
the way back home for my forgetfulness.

| decided not to tell my family about my misadventure.
No need to worry them...

C.C. Godar

Dear Reader,

One of Life's Embarassing Moments! My husband was caretarce for 23 years. One of his tours of
duty was a 3 year tour at a location in Japan near Tokoyeasltalled Grant Heights Housing Area,



and there was a complete base functioning at that\ieelived in a one story duplex, and our next door
neighbor happened to be a male nurse and his wife and ttheibdiby daughter. He received orders for
his next base of assignment and wanted to sell his car. 1@inbasband needed his car to get back and
forth to work - a weather site about 13 miles from the housing emplie decided to purchase their
car. It was a decrepit Renault 4CV and the gas gauge tigank. At that time, gas was a price of 13
cents a gallon at the gas station in the complex. The firshftierywe got the title transferred to our
name — | took the Renault to the gas station to fill it uphdseé days, the pumps were manned by
Japanese nationals. It did not take him long to fill it mgh @hen he came to the window of the car for
me to pay him - he was grinning broadly. "Almost 1 gallon" k. s&rhat will be 10 cents, please".

We both then burst out in gales of laughter! We drove thathkeeuntil our tour was up and sold it to
someone just arriving, that needed transportation. L#tle were in demand - as the streets of Japan
were very narrow and most American made cars were a reggrdandrive on those streets!

Pat Swaney
Dear Reader,

Most people | know prefer warm sunny days. Days that ath@m to go to the beach walk in the woods
or picnic with friends or family. Rain is accepted durimges of drought or a heat wave with the
expectation of getting back to warm pleasant days. Pertapghould reevaluate our priorities about nice
days and look at the benefits of a rainy day.

The Irish call a rainy day a "soft day". Americans put grestksin the quality of softness: skin, diapers,
puppies, kittens and toilet paper. | would like to add adsftto this list.

Acknowledging the benefits of rain to replenish drinking wateurishment for crops and cleaning the
air, there are other benefits. A soft day can be a time of ednefreshment and relaxation. A sunny day
often finds members of the family going in many directidkes &n uncovered pan of popping corn. A
soft day can be used to gather yourself together.

The tomorrows we have put aside can now be today. A book prewdsed ourselves to read, an
unwritten letter, the half finished project, a treasurednealbum, a day of nothing. A soft day is filled
with gentle soothing sounds that escape us during our busgmassunny day. Air is denser on a soft
day and the birds singing are heard with greater claritye ifearn to listen. Many sounds are unique to a
soft day. Rain drops falling from leaf to leaf, sounding likaidtitude of miniscule drums. Sheets of rain
sweeping across the rooftops, making cymbal like sounds aray down the drainpipes. Tear shaped
drops spattering on the ground with a plopping sound joinyti@lsony in nature's musical.

In this technical society we are bombarded with sounds and éawet to turn them off in order to
survive. This defense serves us well, but we have alsedwff the sounds that can bring music into our
lives. A soft day can be a journey of renewal. We don't havedp k outside. We can be food to
ourselves and bring this soft day inside. A new day with aloeky inside and out.

Constance P. Harmon



