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 Foreword

As Kurt’s high school
classmate, I knew him only as an athlete, a drummer, and a boy with
a devilish grin who was, (always getting into trouble) perhaps,
somewhat of a goof-off.

Our paths seldom
crossed. Reading works he shared on Facebook a few years ago, I was
taken aback by the captivating charm of his words, seemingly so
disconnected from my memories of him. When he mentioned his ADD, I
asked him if he might share some of his coping mechanisms. Thus
began my conversations into knowing Kurt. His efforts to control
the mental wanderings and lightning-fast thoughts flowing through
his mind are, and have been, truly masterful. But this thing he
struggles with is also a gift. A wild and wonderful gift. Words
tumble out of him and onto paper like a raging waterfall, cascading
onto paper via his Gold Wing pencil. Then the work begins to tame
the waters and corral each droplet into a smooth-flowing
stream.

To step into these
stories of a small-town mid-western boy is to experience them as if
you were there. Perhaps you were. Kurt is a keeper of memories rich
in vivid detail, genuine honesty, and vulnerability. There’s
sentimentality mixed with humor, silliness even, when he resurrects
the boy within. Stories told from that boy’s perspective evoke
innocence and tenderness, making them both endearing and memorable.
And though this was likely not the objective, you come to know and
understand the man this boy became.

Forever an
admirer,

Karen (Karhoff)
Lewis


 


[image: tmp_0038378-17acc086-8d2b-4f50-a87e-0472b4759c91_LtE7qx_html_m64b7fe93.jpg]

Michigan

The Great Lakes
State

10,000 Lakes Surrounded by
Glacial Seas


 


 We Were Boomers

I’m a small-town
Boomer Kid born at the midpoint of the twentieth century a few
years after World War II when our parents, with the help of the
infrastructure of war, reinvented America from 60% agrarian to 60%
manufacturing.

Those fifteen years
were the closest any civilization has ever come to perfection. We
were the strongest nation in the world. There was widespread
prosperity and upward mobility. We were healthy after eradicating
polio, German measles, chicken pox and other diseases. Every fabric
of life was being reinvented after eight years of war. We were
optimistic about the future.

We had just enough
technology to make life more comfortable. Television was the newest
invention bringing with it an awareness of our place in the world.
Usually going off the air at midnight. Through television, we
defined ourselves as a nation being reborn.

We Boomer Kids lived
in a bubble of security, our minds uncluttered by horror stories.
Ugly, grisly stuff seen and heard today, we would have considered
unthinkable.

We were free from
fear. We walked or rode our bikes to school, went home for lunch
and returned. We played sports by emulating older kids. Then we
became models for younger kids. We shopped downtown where
generations shopped before regional malls disconnected links to the
past.

We Boomer Kids were
free with our parent’s blessing (the only requirement was to be
home in time for dinner) to explore the surrounding fields and
streams unhindered by busy highways around sprawling suburbs or the
confines of gated communities.

We knew about life. It
surrounded us. It beckoned us to join it. We eagerly accepted the
invitation. Our bikes took us to where life lived. Life wrapped its
arms around us.

I love my worlds. I’m
happy to share my worlds with you. I hope you love them, too.

Kurt Struble

August 5, 2022
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Lake Huron
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