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To my family and friends who love to find laughter and fun in their lives, who seek beauty and God’s hand in the world around them.  

Enjoy these stories. 

* Introduction *

The stories you will read in this collection of short stories come to you randomly written as I remember life events, some you might get a chuckle out of, and others may bring back into your mind your own memories.  Nevertheless, I think that although we all share some common situations, our lives are unique and our experiences are worth sharing; they make each of us more human, more vulnerable, and understood.  Some of our stories will make us laugh, some bring tears to our eyes, and others let us know that our path isn’t only ours, but others have also walked it. 

Before I ever considered writing a book, I had started oil painting at my mother’s insistence.  One year, as Christmas approached, money was especially tight.  My husband was self-employed, and his health problems had taken a serious toll on our finances.  We had always given Christmas gifts to each of our twelve grandchildren, their parents, and others close to us, so I felt terrible knowing we could not do the same that year.  After some thought, I decided we could give our grandchildren stories from when we were their age, since we still had time to gather those memories.  I urged Gary to get busy, and I began working on what would become our Christmas gift to our dozen grandchildren.  This book grew from that idea, because afterward I discovered how much I enjoyed sharing my own life stories, along with those of my parents and grandparents. 

As I wrote, I realized that after forty years of dabbling in oil painting with palette and canvas, writing felt much the same.  In my creative mind, words become colors that paint each scene.  Love, joy, laughter, and fun shine in bright yellows, pinks, lime greens, sky blues, and wide white smiles.  Sadness, concern, worry, and stress appear in darker shades—deep blues, rusty browns, grays, and sage greens.  Hate, tragedy, contention, and heartbreak speak in black, deep gray, dark brown, dark red, and violet blue.  As readers take in the words on the page, pictures form in their minds; mine are always in color.  To me, writing is another way of painting a picture.  My first book was titled “Come, Let Me Paint You a Memory,” and with more stories to tell, you will see that I am “Still Painting Memories.”  I hope you enjoy them. 






Claudia

1.  Venus De Milo  

Back when I was a junior in high school, I had a scheduled study hall in the library for one hour a day.  One afternoon in the spring, something happened that I have never forgotten inside those library doors.  The librarian was a little spunky lady who stood stately at no more than 5’ 1”, dressed prim and proper, and demanded quiet in her library with absolutely no messing around.  She had a helper who was also there all the time, and on this day, she was printing copies or doing something in the back workroom.  There was a class there at the time, returning or checking out their books, so the place was full.  The library was set up very nicely, as you would expect, all organized and reflecting the class and attitude of the boss librarian.  At the side of the double door that opened into the library stood a statue of Venus de Milo, which was maybe meant to enrich our art education and bring some culture into our lives before we left high school.  Ok, that worked... to a point.  In a picture of the statue, the lady is naked from the waist up and has no arms. 

At some point during class, our librarian left her helper in charge while she worked in the back room and left the library.  One of the boys, who was maybe a month short of graduation and somewhat of a class clown, apparently couldn’t help himself.  The room was relatively quiet when he wandered over to Miss De Milo, put his arms around her, and began kissing her face.  Naturally, the students watching started to chuckle, which only encouraged him further.  Next thing you know, he is groping her 

unclothed breasts and tipping the statue to the side, next thing on the floor, and he’s on top of her.  By then, everyone was watching in shock, embarrassment, and disbelief.  As the spectacle continued, he had the room’s full attention, and the laughter grew louder.  Then the door opened.  If we were shocked by what was happening, you can only imagine what that proper, old-fashioned librarian thought when she stepped back into her library.  Oh boy, I wish I could describe the look on her face—the disgust, the outrage, and whatever else was flashing through her mind.  She nearly fainted, then grabbed the young man by the arm from behind and, with all the might of an adrenaline-filled short woman on fire, she yanked him up and said, “We’re going to see the principal.” The statue then lay post-molestation on the floor for a few moments until the assistant in the back room came in and moved her back into her proper place beside the library doors.  

From what I understand, the punishment for this soon-to be graduate was that he couldn’t walk with his class through the line to receive his diploma.  Who knew in the days before sex education that an innocent trip to the school library could give you a glimpse into the world of the “birds and the bees” without even opening a book! 

2.  Raspberries with a Sting 

––––––––
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Mom and Dad had two different 12-15 passenger vans in their lives.  They loved going for rides and taking everyone and anyone who would go with them.  It always felt like a party with a bunch of people together.  One such time, it was just Gary, me, and our kids, with Dad and Mom.  We went up to Whiterocks Canyon, where Gary and Dad walked to the stream to fish.  Mom and I hiked and explored the area while I wrangled the kids.  It looked like it was going to rain, which wasn’t a problem for the guy’s fishing, but it would be for us; we didn’t want a bunch of soaking-wet kids, so we stayed close to the van.  The guys were gone for quite a while, and it started raining pretty hard.  After a while, Gary found his way back to us, put his fishing stuff away, and got out of the rain.  He said they had both started back toward the van when Dad ran into a huge patch of ripe wild raspberries.  The last time Gary saw Dad, he was sitting in the grass, picking raspberries and shoveling them into his mouth in the rain, enjoying every bite.  Gary figured he’d be there eating them until they were gone; he was thoroughly soaked and cold, or he got full of them.  So, we laughed and half-envied him for getting to eat the delicious wild raspberries we were missing out on. 

A while later, Dad ran up to the van, swatting a swarm of bees that had attacked him.  I guess he’d disturbed a hive of bees in his raspberry hunt, and they really didn’t appreciate it.  The swarm was attacking him as he ran through the underbrush and trees to get back to the van.  I believe he said that upon further inspection, he’d been stung 47 times, ouch!!  Our second son is allergic to bee stings, and a single sting would have sent him to the hospital.  I’m glad Dad didn’t have that allergy, but he was covered in stings.  I didn’t ask if the delicious raspberries were worth the trouble; I guess there’s opposition in all things, including raspberries! 

3.  Solar Plexus

My dad spent much of his youth in the mountains of the Ashley National Forest, north of where we live.  His stepfather ran a huge cow outfit, and in the summertime, the cows grazed in the mountains of Dry Fork.  As wintertime approached, they were herded to lower ground along the Green River, where there was less snow, and it was warmer.  Dad got to know the mountain area very well; every ravine, patch of quakies, the sage brush openings, and springs were familiar to him because he’d looked for cows there at some point.  He’d figured out where the herds of elk, deer, and moose usually hung out or where their trails were.  He’d run into foxes, coyotes, mountain lions, and occasionally a bear up there.  As we grew up, long after the cows were sold and the grazing permits given up, we went back to these familiar areas to hunt, cut firewood, camp, and go for rides.  Many memories have been made in the mountains of Dry Fork. 

One of our favorite spots would have to be the gravel pile and below the mines.  I believe the county or forest service had made a huge pile of gravel on the top of a steep, winding driveway and out in the trees.  Probably to maintain the mountain roads in the area.  Our children loved those hills of gravel; they would climb them, dig holes in them, run up and down them, and borrow the shovels out of camp to ride down the steep piles, with their butt on the shovel, and hanging on to the handle out in front of them.  With a smile on my face, I can still remember the hoops and squeals of the happy kids as they rode down the gravel pile on a shovel.  That’s imagination, and homemade fun just like I had when I was their age.  Nowadays, with cell phones, we’ve found that cell service is sparse, and if you want to call someone or get a text, you must go out to the point of the hill to check texts or make that call.  It’s kind of nice to be incognito or unreachable for a while. 

There are trees out there in that area that bear our initials or names, whittled in the aspen trees as we waited for deer to pass our way during a deer hunt.  I recall finding my little brother’s name on a tree at the edge of a sagebrush clearing.  My heart leaped, thankful for a small piece of my cherished little brother, which still existed years after his death.  Proof that he was here, that he loved these mountains and hunted alongside us years before.  The thought of him carving his name in that tree puts a smile on my face and an image in my mind that will last forever. 

After my mom had a heart attack and open-heart surgery and three bypasses, Gary, I, and my parents rode our ATVs over to the east side of Charley’s Park on Dry Fork.  Dad wanted to go over to where you look off into Alma Taylor Hollow.  The trees were thick, and there wasn’t a trail to drive over, so we parked the ATVs and started walking through the trees.  Mom and I were following Dad and Gary, who were ahead, as we navigated through the trees.  Someone ahead stepped on a curved branch that was lying on the ground, and it popped up and hit Mom right in the center of her chest.  She immediately went limp and fell to the ground like a dead person.  OMG!  What had just happened?  My thought immediately went to- how are we going to get her out of here and to the hospital?  We rushed to her; she was still breathing, and her heart was beating, but she was unconscious, just lying there in the grass, knocked out.  She came a bit later to our relief, with no noticeable ill effects.  We think the branch hit her in the solar plexus of her chest and knocked her out.  It was a scary experience; one I hadn’t seen happen before and not since.  I’m glad she was ok and I had my mom for a long time afterward.   

4.  Mom’s 4th of  July 

Hospital Stay

My husband and I just visited my uncle at the hospital yesterday, and this event came to my mind that I’d almost forgotten about: 

My sweet mother dealt with diabetes and its complications for many years during her life.  She was also very unselfish, as demonstrated in this story of a Fourth of July fireworks display.  Mom had nephropathy in her feet because of her diabetes, and the feeling was very diminished, so she’d hurt them and not even feel it.  One time when we were camping, her feet were cold, so she put them by the campfire, and later she noticed her shoes were smoking.  She hadn’t even realized her toes were burning, and she ended up with blisters on her feet.  Sometime later, Dad was rubbing her feet for her, and something sharp poked him.  Upon further inspection, he found that she’d somehow crammed a sewing needle into her toe on the side of her toenail, and all that was poking out was the tip of the needle.  She had an infection in her toe and foot by then and wasn’t even aware of what had happened.  

She loved to go barefoot as I do, but it was especially risky for her with her diabetes.  The needle put her in the hospital with a serious infection, which required IV antibiotics for days, if not a week.  It happened during the days around the Fourth of July.  After the daily visits, she shooed everyone off to see the fireworks.  She would not allow anyone to stay there with her.  Along the way, as the hospital patients had finished dinner and everyone was settling in for the night, Mom decided she could watch the fireworks at the park from the hospital parking lot.  She didn’t tell the nurses or anyone; instead, she wheeled herself out of the hospital and onto the curb with the IV stand, then positioned herself to watch.  When the fireworks display was over, with much effort, she went back to the door she’d gone out of, and it was locked.  Okay, she’d find another door then.  She couldn’t find one.  As she wheeled herself toward the ER entrance, she rolled off a curb and found her wheelchair upside down with her bare butt sunny side up, or should I say moon side up at that time of night!  Her knees scraped, and barely hanging on to the IV stand, she was embarrassed and feeling quite helpless at that moment, but she got herself back into the chair.  After she reached the ER entrance, someone found her and wondered where on earth she’d come from.  They called the nurses’ station, where the conversation answered the question of where their AWOL patient was.  She was helped back to the patient’s ward, her knees cleaned and bandaged and told they would have assisted her if they’d known what she was up to.  

Mom always had a difficult time asking for help.  I think she thought she could do anything herself, which is mostly true, but changed somewhat as she got older and dealt with diabetes and heart disease.  She got through the infection that time but later lost all the toes on that foot and one of her toes on the other one.  It really affected her stability and balance.  I’ve come to know through her experiences with diabetes that it is a horrible disease that causes serious suffering and loss.  I saw her have heart attacks and open-heart surgery, amputations, loss of eyesight, and overall, less joy and enjoyment in her life because of it.  She was a trooper; however, she didn’t complain much and did what she could to make her dreams come true.  My wonderful mom died just short of being 75 years old, which was too young in my opinion, but her body gave out, and her suffering needed to end.  I’m sure she learned about empathy, compassion, and accepting others’ service along her way to meet our Father in Heaven. 

5. Playing By Ear
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My dad could play the piano by ear.  I listened to him play Red River Valley, Danny Boy, along with many other oldies but goodies from his era.  He couldn’t read music but played by ear, and that talent apparently was passed down to some of us children, if that’s a thing.  I could always pick out songs on the piano at grandma’s, just plinking away, listening to the sounds, and I’d figure out which keys played that particular song.  Mostly it was with my right hand, and I didn’t try to do the lower keys with my left hand.  My dad always played songs, mostly on the black keys, and he knew them by heart and played them beautifully.  My little sister, Dana, plays with all the keys but plays beautifully by ear.  

I took piano lessons when I was a kid, but instead of learning to read music, I “faked” it by learning songs without reading the music and playing them by ear.  When I got older, my brother had died, and the kids had us store their piano for a while.  Mara and I found ourselves sitting down and playing a little.  I asked her if she’d like to take piano lessons with me, since we had a piano in our house, so we did.  This time, I wanted to learn to read music.  I took lessons for about a year, and she took them for about six months before her soccer and basketball in high school got in the way.  Later, after we’d bought a piano of our own, I took them again, wanting to learn more theory, timing, and so on.  I love piano music and admire and respect those who can play beautifully; a lot of learning and practice go into it. 

One thing I learned over the years from my dad was that he and a friend who lived across the street would go down to the church, find a way in, and play the piano.  That’s where he learned the songs he played so beautifully.  I’ve always found it funny that they’d “break” into our church to play the piano.  I’m sure they didn’t harm anything, and the Lord understood their motivation. 

6.  Alvin 

This funny little story was told to me by Alvin’s grandma, who goes to lunch with a few ladies from our church once a month.  She said that Alvin, her four-year-old grandson, was used to going over to his neighbor’s house, where two little friends lived, to play.  They lived in an area close to the sagebrush and mountains on the outskirts of our town.  The neighbors who owned the house had sold it to someone else and moved away, and even though the new neighbors had moved in, Alvin and his family had not met them at that point.  

Little Alvin came up missing one afternoon.  After checking with the close neighbors and looking through the house and around their yard, they couldn’t find Alvin.  It was a little after five o’clock, and Alvin’s mom decided to go over to the new neighbor’s house to see if they had seen him.  She knocked on their door, and after a lady came to the door, she asked if she had seen her little Alvin, a little four-year-old boy with blonde hair and blue eyes, about so tall.  The lady said she’d come home from work, and when she opened the door, she heard the television on, and thought, “What the heck?  I left the TV on.  She went directly to the TV and turned it off when she heard a little voice tell her, “I was watching that.” She looked and saw a little blonde child sitting on her couch, with a gallon of milk on the coffee table in front of him.  She immediately asked him, “Where did you come from, and who are you?” She supposed he thought he was in trouble when he got up and quickly left.  After looking around, she could see he had been looking in the cupboards for cookies to go with his milk.  Welcome to the neighborhood, lady!  

They supposed he had fast-footed it through the sagebrush and beat his mother home.  I imagine the lady locked her door after that when she left for work.  It reminded me of the story of the three bears and Goldilocks, little Alvin being Goldilocks at that point!  To heck with porridge, where’s the cookies? 

7. Grandma “Bout”  Got Ran Over By a Mule Deer

Gary and I were getting home one day, and he was going to back his trailer and truck into the driveway out by his shop.  I got out of the truck by the road and walked over to the mailbox in front of the house to get the mail.  I got the mail and, as I looked down at what we received, I slowly walked toward the front door of our house, not looking up or paying much attention to my surroundings.  There are a couple of steps from the driveway onto the sidewalk, which leads to the house, and I intently checked out what we’d gotten in the mail as I stepped up those steps, and I was not really watching in front of me when a deer fled past me within inches of hitting me.  I looked up to see it bolt over the cinder block wall between our house and the neighbors’ yard.  It was a doe by itself, in the middle of the day.  I figured Gary must have awakened her from a nap in our front yard, where she’d been hidden from the road by our large shrubs, and neither she nor I knew that I’d be on its path to get away.  

It was probably November, and I’m sure we’ve all heard the song “Grandma got run over by a reindeer.” I joked and told my grandkids the story, saying their grandma almost got run over by a deer, too!  A short time later, our scout meeting was concluding, and one of the mothers had come to pick up her boy.  As I walked out with her into the front yard, I told her what had happened as we headed toward the steps and her car.  I said, “I just stepped up onto the sidewalk and, woosh, a deer ran past me and jumped over that wall and into Emma’s yard, pointing to the neighbors’ yard.” We looked, and to our amazement, three deer were standing there.  We all laughed as the deer standing there weren’t even bothered by our presence that day; there was a wall between them and us.  I’m so thankful that we live in an area where we can enjoy wildlife and have these experiences right in our front yard.   

8.  D N A Quest 
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My grandfather, my mom’s dad, was raised by two wonderful parents who took him in when he was about 2 years old.  His biological mom had died, and her sister couldn’t keep him.  His mother had ten children with her ex-husband, and then Jesse was born out of wedlock.  The identity of his father has always been a mystery.  All my life, I’d never really heard much about all this until I was a teenager, or maybe after I got married.  

At first, I’d heard a story about grandpa being a teenager and wanting to know who his birth father was.  After a conversation with his “dad,” Elmer Gale, the wonderful man who had raised him, he left Bluebell for Vernal and found out where James Marshall lived.  After knocking on the front door and being told he was out in the field working, he walked out and found him.  When he told him that he wanted to meet his real father, James told him, "You’re no son of mine, get the hell out of here.” I can’t imagine how young Jesse felt being rejected by who he thought was his biological father.  I think he and most other people in his situation have the desire to link up with their birth parents at some point in their lives.  It seems normal to me that everyone wants to find out who they really are; after all, during our teenage years, we are all about that!  I think he yearned to know about his beginnings, and this visit had to have really hurt him.  

His mother had died when he was fourteen months old, so that avenue was closed to him.  I really don’t know if he’d tried to reach out to his many half-siblings.  Some of the ex-husband’s family really believed, throughout Jesse’s life, that he was a full sibling of the other ten children.  But I understand that this mystery has always been in Jess’s heart, along with a
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