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Once Upon A Time

November 17, 2009

All writings within this book are dedicated to:

God the Father, Jesus the Son, and the Holy Spirit,

my Sanctifier

(The Holy Trinity)

My Heavenly family where all blessings flow

And

To my wife Caren and

My daughters’ Marlo and Carlene

And my grandsons’ Trey and Oliver

My Earthly family

Amen . . .
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Oliver E. Lawrence, Jr.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT

First and foremost, I would like to honor my dad (Oliver, Ollie, Pop). He was loving, honest, dependable, funny, outgoing, humble, dedicated, hilarious, and sensitive man (because who else would have cried over a McDonald's commercial?). I am certain that everyone that knew him, could share with you at least one prank he pulled over on us. Yet, he would have given the shirt off his back (even if he was chilly, which we all know he always was chilly). Even though he is no longer with us in the physical sense. He will be remembered in the hearts and minds of all those that knew him, and he made sure of that for without his numerous stories that he penned on paper, there would be no book of recollections.

I wish to thank my West Coast mom, Caren Lawrence, for bringing about the idea of gathering all of his stories in one collection to share with others. To my East Coast mom, and truest friend, Jackie, Jacqueline Martins, who saved all the emails and stories my dad sent to her over the years of their knowing each other, and to my editor and publisher, author, CS Bennett, thank you for your sharp eye, honesty, patience, and for guiding me throughout this journey. And thank you for eating and enjoying the tasty snacks that I baked and sent to you. Yes, I did make them.

To my sister from another mister, “Meshell”, Michelle. thank you for the hours you devoted to my late-night brainstorming sessions. Without your body and brain, propped on the hardwood floor of my living room, this project may not have taken off. Yes, a few drinks and music helped. Again, thanks for your honest and indispensable feedback.

To my partner, Ed, Edmund Rego, thank you for your ongoing support. I wished that my dad and you had gotten to know each other than the one time you met.

To Tim, Timothy Ribeiro, thank you for your time and dedication and invaluable computer assistance and your involvement with this book for “our” Dad. And also for being part of my family.

To Trey, “Lamby Wool” Lawrence, I thank you for giving me the book of written stories that pop created. It made selecting a title so much easier. It helped that Pop had already picked out the title, and long before I knew I was going to do this book in honor and memory of him.

In loving memory of my beautiful blue-eyed sister, Carlene Lawrence, from the real Mister, who we all knew she had more hairstyles than Imelda Marcos had shoes! And as she would always say, “to make a long story short...”

To all the other family and friends that I have bounced ideas around with, I thank you from the bottom of my heart. Ollie’s daughter, Marlo Lawrence.
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The author, Oliver Edward Lawrence, Jr., was born in Newport, Rhode Island near the end of World War II.  In July 1964, Oliver enlisted in the Rhode Island Army National Guards where he held the rank of Sergeant First Class until his retirement from the Guards in 1986.

Oliver and his wife, Caren have been married since March 4. They have two daughters, Marlo and Carlene. Carlene has blessed both Oliver and Caren with two of the greatest grandsons named Trey and Oliver.

Oliver worked for The Prudential Insurance Company for twenty-four years until January 15, 1998 when complete renal (kidney) failure struck.  For Oliver to survive this life-threatening health problem he underwent kidney dialysis treatments three days a week until August 10, 2001. During this time Oliver received the gift of life, a kidney transplant from an unknown female donor.

During these events, Oliver and his wife Caren, along with daughter Carlene and grandson Trey, relocated the Las Vegas, Nevada where the sun shines nearly all of the time. It was after Oliver’s move to Las Vegas that he learned about a Creative Writing class held at the Derfelt Senior Center. 

It was at this writing class Oliver would meet, for the first time, other people who loved to write and express themselves profoundly with their writing skills; which added more treasures to his life.

Oliver and his oldest grandson, Trey often traveled by motorcycle into the canyons and hills of Red Rock National Park looking for wild horses and wild burros still roaming free in those areas. The hiking trails were always beautiful in that canyon. 

On August 28, 2004 Oliver was blessed with a new grandson who was named, Oliver Lawrence Baker. With this new arrival, a special spot within Oliver’s heart was filled with joy and Thanksgiving

Now that the digital camera age was here, Oliver became an amateur digital photographer with thousands of pictures already taken and frozen in digital time. 

Within these pages you will find many of Oliver’s writings with the hope that you will enjoy each subject and perhaps even reflect and think of how you may have written about the same subject.

THE CREATIVE MIND NEVER RESTS

“In the quiet and subdued chambers of a soft candle-lit house where most creative minds can be found hard at work, and often late into the twilight hours, sits a brilliant and determined mind on a mission. I’m talking about a creative mind that's often misunderstood, unappreciated, underrated, socially misaligned, and sometimes outright ignored. 

For those considered artistic and gifted, the path they travel can be a lonely one. Some are perceived as being odd and different from others. Some may be considered antisocial. Many view them as tortured souls. This leads one to wonder if creativity is a divine blessing or a wretched curse. For the creative mind, it doesn’t matter which one it is. This is a mind that must produce and prevail against all odds; that’s the marching order from inside.  

Frankly, such prodigies do what they do with purpose, and that is because they are the best at what they do, and because they can do it better than anyone else can...” 

Author CS Bennett

A  Daughter’s Kiss

December 16, 2005

(A True Story)
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While dining out the other night an older gentleman with a short white fuzzy beard was seated on his handicapped mobile wheel scooter across from the table where I was seated at. He was alone for a short time and then two people came and joined him for dinner.

It turned out to be his daughter and her escort, perhaps even her husband.  She called this man with the white fuzzy beard Dad and kissed and hugged him upon her arrival to the table. She helped him off of his mobile wheelchair and onto a regular seat at their table. 

She hopped aboard the wheelchair and drove it to a safe place within their sight but out of the way of other people walking past their table. Just when they were beginning to eat their meals this man’s daughter stood up, went over to her Dad and helped him to take his arm out of the long sleeve shirt he wore.  

I could see the needle, actually a diabetic inoculation device that she was going to administer to her Father, in his upper part of his arm. She was just about ready to administer this medicine when all of a sudden she lowered her head close to the spot where the injection would go and she tenderly kissed the very sport where she would place the injection.

In those few seconds of tenderness and love shown to her Father my heart felt like it had just moved up into my throat, causing my eyes to tear and a moment’s loss of my vision. I thought what a fortunate man to have such a caring daughter and at the same time I thought, what a lucky daughter to have a Father who she loves so dearly. Amen ...

A  Christmas Surprise

December 18, 2006
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I have lain in this same bed for over nine years in what the Doctors called a “Coma." They fed me by way of feeding tubes inserted on the right side of my body. I have heard my children talk to me and to each other each time they have visited me here at the nursing home. I have not been able to open my eyes since my admittance and I wonder what they all look like after these nine years. Each of their voices has changed into the young adults that they have become.

My Husband used to visit with me often when I first arrived. Soon after the Doctors told him that I would probably not recovery from this Coma he visited less and less. A few years back when he and the children were visiting in my room he told Children that he has filed all the legal paper work for a divorce of their Mother (me). I began to cry at this new but yet there were no tears that came forth, no wetness in the corner of my eyes that would affirm to all my family present that I understood.

My Children were angry at their Father and asked him “What about the wedding vows: Through sickness and death”? He made some remark that they did not understand what he was going through and that he loved the woman I was and not the woman lying in this bed. He stated “that as hard as it is to do (the divorce that is) he was left with no alternative. He never returned to my room again, he was gone out of my life.

I really had no one as I was in this body that breathed on its own but had to be fed to be kept alive. I would think to myself; (Please oh please do not fed me anymore, do not care for me and just let me go onto my journey, to my God). 

After awhile even the children stopped visiting me as they all moved away from the area. I was alone, extremely frightened as I could not even make the tiniest sound or move any part of my entire body. It was like I was embalmed, but yet alive. 

So many times I prayed for death to come swift and silent and yet I would at the same time pray to my Lord that he would allow me to endure whatever suffering I had to do. Trust in the Lord, trying to trust in the Lord for over nine years is a lot of trusting when you can not MOVE any part of your body, when you can not even open your eyelids. Even when the Doctors opened my eye lids my pupils stayed focused and never enlarged or dilated when he shined his bright light into them.

Although I couldn’t move I had heard the Doctors and from time to time the Nurses mention that I now weigh one half of my original body weight on the day of my admittance to this nursing home. Whether the Nurses or attendants knew it or not they were now my family and my friends as I had no visitors at all, none zero. But these friends who I had never seen were the voices that I heard during my waking hours throughout each day.

So often they would call me by name and talk to me as if I was awake and would answer their questions when they said: “Good morning, and how are your doing this bright sunny morning, did you have a good nights sleep”? No one will ever know just how beautiful those simple questions sounded to me, it kept me going day after day, month after month and yes year after year.

Even though I was in a coma, I could hear everything and always knew if it was a Monday or Saturday and even what the date and year were. All the time I was in this coma I knew that I still lived, that I was alive and that I had a Soul and my Soul was also alive and sustained by the Lord. My Lord became my only strength from within and his strength kept me going forward each day.

On a Christmas morning after being in this coma for over nine years the cleaning lady came into my room and started with her normal daily cleaning. I turned my head in her direction and opened my eyes and I said to her as clear as a bell ringing, “Merry Christmas." She jumped and turned towards me and with tears running down her checks came over to my bed and as she hugged me she said “Merry Christmas, darling.

Soon after my awaking I was transferred to yet another Nursing home where I met many different people to whom I told my almost unbelievable story to. I was unable to ever walk again and used a wheel chair. The important thing was I was able to talk and to see and to live life once again. I never did see my family again but yet the Lord provided me with another and even larger family of those who lived with me at the nursing home. So I say to you at this time: If you have a family, Love them and tell them each day just how much you do. Most of all tell our Lord throughout the day just how much you love him. Merry Christmas.  Amen ...
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Note:  This story was told to both of my parents by the same lady who this story is about. They met her at the nursing home that my Grandmother was in. They became good friends over the years and would very often take her out to lunch or even to some Doctors specializing in cases where people could no longer walk after being in a coma.      

A  Fifth Sense

June 9, 2006
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Why in the world did someone pick this prompt word to write about, “Oliver”? Why not just write about the word smell or fragrance as it means the same. Yes these two words, smell and fragrance describes what ones’ Fifth sense is all about  but somehow just does not create the imaginary excitement in our mind as when we say or write “A Fifth Sense."

When the word Sense is used we often think of something magical and special and we should because any one of our senses is just that, something special that most of us take for granted along with all of the other special gifts called senses.

We are attracted to things because of many reasons, but one of the most important reasons is how they smell, the fragrance they offer to each insect, bird, fish, or mammal and to each of us human beings.  

Each nose is in itself a miracle of micro sensors that are able to detect in a split second what a particular smell is, and the source it is coming from. A good example is those pesky Mosquitoes who find us in pitch darkness, all because they can detect a molecule of carbon dioxide from hundreds of feet away, now that is a fifth sense.

Just about everyone loves the smell just after a rainfall. What most people do not know is that this smell, this wonderful fragrance is caused when rain hits the ground and releases bacteria that sprays upward, somewhat like an aerosol spray can. Ah, bacteria, what a wonderful aroma when released by Gods rain. 

Next time you hug a loved one or friend just close your eyes and you will then become aware of just how much you love the smell of their hair, even their skin. We humans are subconsciously attracted to persons and things because of our fifth sense. A sense that goes beyond the normal day to day smells of foods and flowers and other things we take for granted. Our inner soul that safe guards our fifth sense can also detect the smell of love or the absence there of.

One of the most special smells or fragrance is that of a new born baby that is placed in your arms. My fifth sense and my soul, tells me that this fragrance, this new born smell is the smell of Heaven itself......Amen.

A  Kiss

October 17, 2005
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Hundreds of people were standing around; jeering and yelling at one of the three men that hung from the cross standing in the middle. This mans flesh was torn into pieces from the tongue of the hissing whip as it lashed out giving untold pain, but not a whimper was heard.

As I watched, this man spoke to me without anyone else hearing what he said. In the most loving voice, he told me that the back of his neck hurt so badly. I was thinking why he would mention this unseen pain, after all, his body had hundreds of whip torn marks, from his foot to the top of his shoulders and yet this man told me that his neck hurt.

It hurt from looking down upon the crowd for hours, as he hung on the cross they nailed him to. As I kept gazing upward, I wanted to do something to ease this pain he mentioned. Without thinking, I took one of the old rickety makeshift ladders and raised it high to reach the cross.

I climbed to the top and yet none of the centurions had objected or said any word to stop me. I reached this poor man who kept telling me how much his neck hurt. Looking down from atop of the cross at those who crucified me has caused this hurt within my neck, he told me, yet, without any sound coming fourth from his mouth, did I hear him speak so lovingly to me.

I knew not what to do to help him, other than to softly begin kissing the back of his neck. Over and over I kissed this man’s neck and as I kept doing so, I heard a voice from afar that said: “Thank you my Son, for not worrying about what the crowd may say or do to you, have no fear for you are kissing the neck and easing the pain of my Son The one who will take away all the pain that is within this world."

As I descended from the ladder I kissed all of Jesus wounds that had been inflicted upon his Holy Body. When my feet touched the ground, it was not the ground where the three crosses stood, but it was a pathway of green soft silky grass with flowers lining this pathway to the most beautiful gates I had ever dreamt of. They were made of unblemished pearls and were brighter than the full Sun in all of its glory.

Standing just on the other side of these beautiful gates, was a man beckoning me to enter through the massive doors. As I entered, Jesus met me and as I kneeled before him he bent down and kissed me on the back of my neck with such love and mercy that I awoke from my sleep  as I kept saying Thank you Lord Jesus, over and over.  Amen...
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A  Mirror

February 9, 2007
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When we look at ourselves in the mirror we pretty much see exactly what other people see when they look at us. Many of us would look into the mirror and see someone to short or perhaps to tall and maybe a little overweight even if the real person is skin and bones and often called anorexic by the medical profession. 

actually most people see what they wish to see, which is all of the great qualities one possess and often discarding or paying less attention to the areas that we are concerned about. One person may see all dull grey and white hair, whereas; another person may view this hair coloring as their beauty, their crown of glory accentuating the beauty of their face.

Very often mirrors lie, in that viewing one self in a mirror has to do with ones’ own mental attitude while looking into the mirror, this is often called the lie. If your attitude is high then one will so many of the great qualities and beauty of ones’ self. On the other hand should ones attitude be below Parr then that person will only see is the things that they perceive awful and ugly.

Mirrors lie when one is not smiling back at themselves because when a person smiles it brings forth beauty that can not be found in any make up compartment as beauty only comes forth from within one self.

Many people believe that the eyes are the mirror of one’s Soul, meaning that when we look into the eyes of another person we often can see their inner self. Well, if this was the truth, then all we have to do is line up and allow the police to look into each person’s eyes and then they would be able to tell what criminal activates this person has or has not committed.  I guess that many people would be wearing deep tinted sunglasses most of the time.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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Mirror, Mirror on the wall

What could you tell me

If anything at all...

Be careful this mirror would say

Only because what you see is

Only a display....

Should one look into this reflective glass

they would soon find that their

Image would soon not last, it would

Simply fade away....

Amen... 

A Neighbor

February 17, 2006
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Robert Frost had the right idea when he wrote: “Good fences makes for good Neighbors."  Every home that I have lived in either had a fence or a stone wall as a border separating our property from our next door neighbor.

To me the word neighbor signifies a home whose property lines are connected directly to mine from either the: North South, East or West side. Any other homes and people are people who live in the neighborhood and are referred to me as the family that live three houses down the street in the white colored house or the people who live across the street with the basketball stand near the side of the garage. 

I enjoy the type of neighbor who is always considerate of their neighbors who surround their property lines. I enjoy neighbors who are thoughtful in small ways such as a cheerful hello or a smile and perhaps a wave as you or they drive by the house. If my neighbors have children and these children are respectful in their playing in their comings and goings and basically how they speak to me will determine what type of neighbors they are.

I also enjoy a neighbor who is not afraid to come to my aid if I am trying to accomplish  something that should have been attempted by two people rather than just one (me), like lifting something out of the van, perhaps something  large  bulky  and even heavy. To me a good neighbor is the type of person (s) who talks to me whenever we met or see each other whether it is at the local store or from their side of the fence.

I have never wished to have the type of neighbor that knows everything about me or me about them. Never had I been or wanted a neighbor who would be knocking on the door wanting to have coffee every morning along with long talks.

One thing for sure is that when you move into a home or someone moves into a home next door it is only a short amount of time before one can pretty much judge as to whether or not they will be good neighbors.  Should they have children and allow them to play in my yard whenever they want to then there is not going to be many smiles from my side of the fence. 

If they have pets and allow their pets to do their business on my front lawn then they are not going to be good neighbors as far as I am concerned.

In the four homes that we have lived in I had the pleasure of having what I called good neighbors. On the day that we finished moving into our present home our next door neighbor(s) Christine & Joe along with their three children rang our doorbell and with a homemade cake in their hands came over to introduce them selves and to welcome us into our home and the neighborhood. 

I believe that to have good neighbors one must also be a good neighbor by being considerate of those living around you. I would like mention that over the years of me being a neighbor to other people I have: shoveled snow from their steps and walks, mowed their lawns, lent them tools and such, given them transportation when required and have treated my neighbors the way I would like to be treated. At the beginning I quoted Robert Frost and now another quote “Love thy neighbor as thyself."  Amen ...

A Piece of Jewelry

September 26, 2008
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Back in the late 1950’s my Uncle Alfred Silvia, or better know to me as Ti Sonny, was serving our country as a Sailor in the Untied States Navy. Being in the United Sates Navy gave him and other sailors the opportunity to travel the vast oceans and anchor at many ports, for; fuel, rations, mail pick up and also allowing enough time for the crew to sight see as a tourist. 

One of the many places that my Uncle was able to visit and explore was the Rock of Gibraltar; to many Europeans this Rock is also known as The Rock of Hercules. Due to its strategic position in the Mediterranean Sea it was and still is today a vital position for any country to own and control.

During one of my Uncles’ visits he obtained a small stone or rock from the Rock of Gibraltar itself. Today this would not be permissible for any visitors to do. This small 2 inch by 2 inch rock was kept only as remembrances of his visit to the most world know rock.

Eventually my Uncles four year enlistment with the United States Naval department ended. Not to long after his Honorable discharge from the Navy, my Uncle and his wife moved to California, approximately 2800 miles from where he was born, being, Portsmouth, Rhode Island.

My Uncle started a very successful landscaping business and he and my Aunt enjoyed the California; weather and easy pace back in those early days. My Uncle was a man that could use not only his brain but also his hands. Whatever he chose to do or make was soon mastered. 

Dating back to the mid too late 70’s, Silver, Gold and Turquoise inlays became a Western trademark. Anyone and everyone Living in; California, Nevada, Arizona and Utah owned either a large Silver or Gold bracelet either plain or inlaid with Turquoise. Beautiful large Silver watch bands were being used by both Men and Women. It was the rage, as the saying goes.

Well, my Uncle being a craftsman of all sorts started his own Jewelry business making and selling all sorts of Western Jewelry as being described. He could hardly keep up with the heavy demands. It seemed that he had his own type of individual designs that people loved and just had to have one of his designs.

One such piece of Jewelry was sold and then resold to none other than the King of Rock and Roll “Elvis Presley." Anyway in the year 1975, I join the Prudential Insurance Company of America, as an agent. A couple of years later I received a package in the mail postmarked, California, it was from my Uncle Sonny.

I opened the package to find enclosed a; Pinky ring, and Tie pin. Also was this little block of a stone/rock. There was a note enclosed, that informed me that not only do I work for the Prudential Insurance Company, know as The Rock, I now have an original piece of the Rock of Gibraltar.

My Uncle Sonny had made me the ring and tie pin from an actual piece of the rock of Gibraltar, that he had taken as a personal souvenir from his original visit  to “The Rock of Gibraltar” while on a European Tour with the United States Navy, many years ago.  Amen  
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A Place I Would Like To Visit

January 9, 2009
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Not only would I like to visit the birthplace of My Lord Jesus, I would have loved to have been at the very stable where Mary and Joseph awaited the birth of Jesus in the city of Bethlehem.

Imagine the only person in the world who knew who her son was the Savior as promised and foretold about by the Prophets. The Jewish Hierarchy knew about a Savior to be born to the Jewish people had been promised for many years. Yet when Jesus was born the only people to visit him were lowly Shepard’s, who were an insignificant lot. 

Shepard’s took care of and protected their sheep that is all they were good for, to produce sheep’s hair that would be turned into wool used for protective garments. These first visitors who kneeled before the Savior Child, The King of Kings” gave their love to this Baby called “Jesus." 

This new born King came into this world to serve all of mankind; however, he was not born in a beautiful Hostel/Inn with all the luxuries of a warm fire and soft bed, no his warmth was the breath of the barn animals as he lay in his swaddling cloths before their feet.

Three men of wealth, actually Kings were guided by a bright star to Jesus birthplace, a barn stable and yet somehow they knew who this child was and they paid him Homage and left Precious gifts for him, for they must have sensed that this child would one day become the King of Kings.

The people of the world today for the most part have no idea just how those poor Shepard’s must have felt, while in the presence of this Holy gift, the Son of God, the Savior of the world, a  promise being fore filled before their very eyes, the eyes of the lowly Shepard’s.

Yes, I would love to kneel on the exact spot where the wooden manger was placed on that Holy night of long ago, in an obscure city named Bethlehem, whose name became know only because of this Christ Child called “Jesus."  

Amen
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A Place I Would Like To Visit

January 9, 2009
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As a baby lies within its mother’s womb during the nine month gestation period, it would seem to this unborn child that this is the safest place to be. After birth, this child has to feel the safest when it is wrapped within a warm and soft blanket that is held close to mother.

As the years go by this child has to feel the safest while being close by mother and father, perhaps close by their younger brothers and sisters. There is safety within the confines of their home. These children feel very safe when visiting their grandparents or perhaps aunts and uncles. Safety comes from past experiences they have felt over a period of time.

Then it off to school and in the beginning they do not feel quite so safe because they are now placed into a large group of girls and boys that they do not even know, each of them are  complete strangers to each other.

They do not feel the safeness that they had to leave at the front door of their home, because here at school there are different rule that each child must follow to ensure discipline from all the students. 

Teachers and aides have replaced their parents and very often school yard bullies have replaced their siblings left at home. School year after school year the rules change a bit and the feeling of being safes differs from child to child. For those children who get along well with large groups of other children they seem to fair well. However, for the child who does not socialize that much must not feel as safe as being at home with their family.

A safe place in high school becomes even more of a challenge to many, especially children who do not adapt to quick unforeseen changes. Often a safe place is found being on a school team, where everyone wears the same uniform and becomes a team member and fitting in that way. 

Off to college and maintaining good grades, may present a place that no longer feels safe due to the pressures of keeping up with studies and home work and the social atmosphere within the college campus.

Things have changed and there are not too many safe places within this world that we now live in. The unborn baby can no longer feel safe within its mother womb. The little baby wrapped in that warm blanket, may possible shaken like a cocktail being prepared, because the diapers were not changed all day long and the baby cried too hard and long.

Going to school in the first grade is no longer a guaranteed safe haven for children as they learn the three R’s. High schools offer opportunities to join certain groups and even membership into one or more gangs that operate within the schools systems throughout America. Even with iron bars and metal detectors there is not all that much that is safe within the high schools these days.

College offers so called safety when one becomes a member of a certain fraternity, pledging to obey the rules of the pledge, even if that means a hazing worst that the Marines dole out at basic training. 

Do you want to go to a safe place? Then close your eyes, allow your mind to connect with your Divine Soul and do your best to communicate with your Heavenly Creator, our God, our safe nest who will for ever and ever keep us safe in the palm of his hand.  Amen . . .

A Safe Place

May 4, 2007
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As a baby lies within its mother’s womb during the nine month gestation period, it would seem to this unborn child that this is the safest place to be. After birth, this child has to feel the safest when it is wrapped within a warm and soft blanket that is held close to mother.

As the years go by this child has to feel the safest while being close by mother and father, perhaps close by their younger brothers and sisters. There is safety within the confines of their home. These children feel very safe when visiting their grandparents or perhaps aunts and uncles. Safety comes from past experiences they have felt over a period of time.

Then it off to school and in the beginning they do not feel quite so safe because they are now placed into a large group of girls and boys that they do not even know, each of them are  complete strangers to each other.

They do not feel the safeness that they had to leave at the front door of their home, because here at school there are different rule that each child must follow to ensure discipline from all the students. 

Teachers and aides have replaced their parents and very often school yard bullies have replaced their siblings left at home. School year after school year the rules change a bit and the feeling of being safes differs from child to child. For those children who get along well with large groups of other children they seem to fair well. However, for the child who does not socialize that much must not feel as safe as being at home with their family.

A safe place in high school becomes even more of a challenge to many, especially children who do not adapt to quick unforeseen changes. Often a safe place is found being on a school team, where everyone wears the same uniform and becomes a team member and fitting in that way. 

Off to college and maintaining good grades, may present a place that no longer feels safe due to the pressures of keeping up with studies and home work and the social atmosphere within the college campus.

Things have changed and there are not too many safe places within this world that we now live in. The unborn baby can no longer feel safe within its mother womb. The little baby wrapped in that warm blanket, may possible shaken like a cocktail being prepared, because the diapers were not changed all day long and the baby cried too hard and long.

Going to school in the first grade is no longer a guaranteed safe haven for children as they learn the three R’s. High schools offer opportunities to join certain groups and even membership into one or more gangs that operate within the schools systems throughout America. Even with iron bars and metal detectors there is not all that much that is safe within the high schools these days.

College offers so called safety when one becomes a member of a certain fraternity, pledging to obey the rules of the pledge, even if that means a hazing worst that the Marines dole out at basic training. 

Do you want to go to a safe place? Then close your eyes, allow your mind to connect with your Divine Soul and do your best to communicate with your Heavenly Creator, our God, our safe nest who will for ever and ever keep us safe in the palm of his hand.  Amen . . .

Smiling Moon

September 22, 2009

––––––––
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There is a smile among the stars

In the darkened sky, not far from heaven

Certainly not far from the human eye

[image: j0105428]

This smile comes from the Moon itself

Perhaps a reflection of God’s delight

To give us some light on a darkened night

As the Crescent Moon stays within our sight

AMEN

A Toy, An Exit Sign, & The Color Blue

July 2, 2008

––––––––
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Being a single Mom meant that Dianne had only one other person in the world to help her after Jimmies accident. That person was her Father, James (Jimmy) Monroe.

Little four year old Jimmy was named after his Grandfather who little Jimmy loved and adored. Grandfather Jimmy lived in another state which entailed a three hour plane flight to his grandson’s hometown.

Dianne called her Father about his Grandson’s (Jimmy’s) injury the night before. She was frantic and in shock. All she could say to her Father was; “Jimmy went after a ball that rolled into the roadway and was hit by a car,” and that Jimmy was in the Hospital awaiting surgery on his left arm. “Please Dad, won’t you come here as soon as you can."

Dianne’s Father assured her that he would be on the next plane. After arriving at the airport, Grandfather Jimmy rented a car and drove to his daughters’ home. It was early morning the following day. It was 7:00 am to be exact when he knocked on the outside door frame. He knocked so hard that the door shook from his violent knocking. After awhile, Dianne appeared and opened the door. Once inside, he immediately held his daughter in his strong arms and rocked her gently.

“What happened honey? How did this happen?” He asked. 

Dianne sobbed. “I was rolling the Blue ball you gave to Jimmy as a present and it rolled between his little legs and into the street. Jimmy turned as he yelled. ‘I’ll get the ball Mommy!’ NO! I kept yelling to him, NO! Jimmy! Mommy will get the ball, just stay where you are.

“Then all of a sudden a car appeared. Braking, the driver tried to stop the car. All I could hear was the screeching of the brakes and my own screaming for Jimmy to stop running and not run onto the roadway. It was a blue car Dad, and it hit poor little Jimmy. 

“The emergency wagon was here in minutes and put Jimmy in the back and I went with them to the ER. When we got to the hospital they did not even attempt to park in the emergency entrance as there was already an Emergency vehicle parked there. So, they backed up to the door near the sign that read “EXIT ONLY." They opened the Exit door and wheeled Jimmy straight into the emergency room. 

“Dr. Sheppard was already there as he had just finished up with another emergency. He examined Jimmy and then he came out and spoke with me. He told me that Jimmy was unconscious but the X-rays showed no brain damage. However, that did not mean he didn’t suffer any trauma. Only time will tell.

“Dr. Shepard also told me that Jimmy had a fractured left rib and a broken elbow. He taped up the rib to allow for little to no movement, but just for a few days. Then he set the elbow. Jimmy will be in some pain, though mostly from the rib, but they want to keep him in the hospital for a few days to make sure that there are no hidden head injuries and that the rib is also mending itself. They also want to make certain that the elbow is not causing any severe pain. Then Dr. Shepard suggested that I go home and get some rest. He gave me a sedative to take before I lay down to rest.

“Dad, I guess that is why I did not hear you knocking on the door. I must have been in La-La Land.” 

“Dianne I called you back last night but your answering machine was not on and I wanted to let you know that I would not be able to catch any planes until early this morning.”

“Dad, I am going to take a quick shower and then we can be off to the Hospital to see Jimmy,” Dianne said. When they arrived at the hospital they took a peek into the emergency recovery room and Jimmy was sound asleep. The Charge Nurse came over and gave Dianne a hug and told her all is good and that Jimmy had a very peaceful night.

“We will get him up in one hour and see how he is while awake,” the Nurse announced. She then asked the two if they had eaten any breakfast, glancing down at her watch. 

“No,” Dianne stated. 

“Listen, our cafeteria is open and they have a great reputation for fine cafeteria foods,” the nurse replied.

Grandpa Jimmy said, “Well, I hope they have the whole cow there because I am hungry enough to eat it all.”

After they talked and finished breakfast, they saw Dr, Shepard enter the cafeteria. He quickly spotted Dianne and headed towards her table.  “Hello Dianne, I was coming down for a coffee and bagel. I just finished my morning rounds and just left Jimmy’s room.”

“Dr. Shepard, this is my Dad, Jimmy,” she said introducing the two. 

“Dianne your son is quite a young man. As I was examining him he wanted to know what happened and why he was in the hospital. So I explained all that I knew about the accident.” He then asked, “Will I be aright, will my arm be crooked, and will I be able to kick my ball. Where is my ball? Did the rescue truck bring my ball with them?”  

“If all goes as I expect it will, Dianne, your son will be released first thing tomorrow morning,” the doctor said.

“Thank you, Dr. Shepard, Thank you!” Dianne echoed.

The doctor turned to Jimmy. “Well, Grandpa, how about us going up to the 4th floor to see your little man.”

“Hey, I thought you’d never ask,” Jimmy smiled.

As soon as they walked into Jimmy’s room his little face lit up like a brand new Christmas tree. Little Jimmy hugged his Mom and Grandfather at the same time. Now that they were here, he felt safe and secure. That’s when all the questions came out as he wanted a complete run down of what happened to him. Dianne stroked her son’s head tenderly and explained in minute detail his accident. Although the accident occurred because of Jimmy was at fault, and not the driver of the car, she did not provide him that detail, only that what he did was dangerous and not to do that again.

“Moms, do you think I’ll ever find my ball?” Little Jimmy asked.

“Hey grandson, don’t you worry about that ball being lost because I’ll get you another one when we take you home in a few days.” 

“Thanks, Grandpa, I want another blue one, if you can find one.”

“You got it Jimmy,” his grandfather replied.  Amen...

Air

September 11, 2005

––––––––
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The air that we breathe into our lungs to sustain our mortal life is an invisible substance that consists mostly of oxygen. From the very moment of our birth we will require this unseen gift every second of our entire lives. 

Certainly without this unseen chemical all life as we know it would perish and earth would become a desolate planet much like the Moon or even Mars and countless others that are in our universe.

I believe that air comes forth from the very breathe of God our Creator as he gently blows into our newborn lungs at the instant of birth his very own breathe, the breathe that empowers us at that very instant to continue to inhale this air this love from Our Father in heaven.

As we breathe in this invisible chemical of love how often do we take time to give thanks to our Father our Creator?  So at this very moment I give Thanks and Praise to you Heavenly Father.

Praise to thee my Creator my God for the uncountable breathes of fresh air that you have given to me since the day of my birth when you placed your loving and Holy lips to mine and blew into me your gift of love and life, your gift of Holy air.  Amen
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Airports

January 20, 2006
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McCarran Airport, located here in Las Vegas, Nevada has been the destination of many of my short trips to either pick someone up or drop some off. I call this a P & D procedure, meaning I am in the process of either picking some one up or dropping someone off at the departure point of the airport.

Long gone are the days when I would park the car and accompany my relatives and friends to the departure section of the airport where they, and I, would wait until their plane arrived for their departure.

As I sat talking and waiting for their plane I would notice so many other people huddled together hugging and kissing and some crying. I often thought about how many of these people would never again see each other again. Perhaps an elderly parent, relative or friend, would die before another visit was completed. 

It is so hard to say goodbye to a loved one and yet, I used to sit with each of them waiting for their plane to arrive. Truly the waiting appeared hard on everyone’s emotions and spirits. During this time and age, only a person with good reasons could accompany another to the departure gate.

I could do so with prior clearance when I took my underage grandson to the airport whenever he had to fly as an underage minor. Once we are at the departure gate, I was allowed to wait until the plane arrived before turning him over to the airport personnel.

Times have changed for most of us. Today, we pretty much drive to the departure area, help with the unloading of luggage, and then it is a quick hug, kiss and goodbye before airport security waved you on.

My favorite place at any airport is the pick up area. This is where you witness in many instances, the excitement of happiness and joy lifted to its highest degree as people smile and shriek with delight, while tears of joy and happiness roll down their cheeks as they hug and embrace each other. 

I enjoy being a part of the mix of people who all come together at the arrival gates or baggage area and I love to see elderly passengers embrace with their children and grandchildren. The other moving and special part of any arrival area is when you see a service man or woman in uniform meeting and greeting their wife/husband, girlfriend/boyfriend or anyone for that matter it becomes a moment that brings tears to their eyes, and of course mine....Amen!
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An Awkward Moment

December 9, 2005

––––––––
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One of the most awkward and embarrassing moments of my life was when I was a manager working with a newly hired salesman. We were at the prospective client’s home to make a sales presentation to the wife and husband. 

Seated at the head of the table, I started to cough, and it persisted, so the lady of the house, who was sitting at the far end of the table, stood up and told me that she would get me some water, I thanked her as she went to get the water at the nearby sink faucet, which was maybe five feet from the table and within hearing distance.

As she was filling the glass with water, I tried to make small talk and asked the husband who was seat directly to my right “when was the Baby due.” An instant reply came forth from the lady at the sink, “There is no Baby expected.”  OOOOPPPPPS 

I then looked at my new salesman seated at my right and then back to the husband before I said, “Thanks for the water,” as she was at my side by now with a glass of water. Nothing was said about the matter and our entire sales presentation went on without any dirty looks or other possibilities from her or her husband. 

We were at their home for about 90 minutes and ended up completing two sales, one on her and one on the husband. No apologies were offered for the incident which was a genuine mistake, after all, the lady did in fact look like she was having a baby and it even looked like she might have it that night.  

An incident similar to this one had happened prior to this when I was an agent at an interview without any manager to help me out. Same thing, I just kept the interview professional and continued on with a sale.

After returning home that evening my wife asked how my night went with the new agent. I explained to her what happened at the interview. I then made a promise to my wife and to myself that I kept until the day I retired twenty some years later. That Promise was this:

Unless I actually seeing a baby being born right in front of my eyes, I will never, ever ask a women “when is the baby expected?”......Amen.
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Ardis Money

September 13, 2006

––––––––
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There is a Lady I know

A friendly type of Soul

Who can tell you stories

From long ago...

Her eagerness to smile

Would make one drive

For miles.....

Ardis, is her call name

And Money be her last name

Her middle name must be Friend

Because that is what she is to me.

Amen

Army Buddies

March 4, 2005

––––––––
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My service in the United States Army began on July 7, 1964 when I enlisted in the Rhode Island Army National Guard. Three short months later on October 10, 1964, I, and sixteen other enlistees, boarded a train from Providence Rhode Island headed for Fort Dix Army Base located in the State of New Jersey.

At arrival we were placed in an area call the Reception Center. This is where literally thousands of new recruit’s were placed until their orders were processed for their military assignment to a basic training company. It was actually at this Reception center that I met a lot of soon to be Army buddies by name.

Gene Brousseau, George Bruno, Jan Eckhart, Chris Lalli, David Hallman, John Lawton are the names that have remained with me all of these years.  Forty years later and I am still in contact with “Dave Hallman."

Going back to my reception center days floods my mind with all sorts of good memories. It was 04:30 when the drill sergeant came in the reception barracks where we were all sleeping and flipped all of the overhead lights on with a flip of an open hand on all light switches at once. Not to many of us recruits have seen light at 04:30.

Along with all this bright light along with the drill sergeants screaming at the top of their lungs for us to hit the floor on all fours a few push ups to start our new day. Well, Gene Brousseau, who was at the first bunk to the right of the entrance, never saw the light or heard the drill sergeant and kept his snoring at a moderate level. 

The drill sergeant came over and physically shook Gene to awaken him. BAM (and this was not Chef Emerald Lagasse adding some sort of extra spice to his ingredients), the drill sergeant was staggering back as Gene was out of control being awaken this way and without any premeditation, swung because the harsh manner he had been summoned out of his sleep.  

Even though he was a day old recruit no charges were ever pressed and that drill sergeant never again shook Gene. He would come in and with his foot on the metal headboard shake the bed and Gene awoke and sometimes still swinging. Gene later told us that he was this way at home while living with his parents. They had to keep calling out loud or poke him with a long broom handle as he very often awoke in the same condition that we witnessed. To be clear, I made sure that my bunk was never near his.

George Bruno was a person with great artistic ability but could not stand eggs because he was allergic to them. This brings me to one of the first memories I had at the chow hall, which seated 5000 men at one sitting. I was standing right behind George in the chow line during our first breakfast at this huge Mess Hall as they called them back then. As we held out our trays in a military fashion (arms straight out) the cooks would place the breakfast meal on our trays, one station at a time, adding a menu item we selected to have for breakfast.

When going through the chow line, it was George’s turn to receive his egg portion of the meal but he said no thank you and was about to move to the next station for that portion of the breakfast meal. This was when I pleaded with George, “Please George take the eggs and then give them to me.” 

“No!” he said. “I cannot stand to have them on my plate because I am allergic to them and will become ill.” 

“Please George, please George!” I kept on repeating until he finally accepted them onto his plate. Once we sat down, I retrieved them. Now seated, we began eating breakfast. I was always hungry and yet never gained an ounce even with eating George’s share of eggs each morning.  

Reception Center was about a four or five day stay and off to our assigned basic training company which turned out to be “N” Company or as the Army called it November Company. Waiting for us were four buses parked outside of our reception barrack. As our names were called in alphabetical order, we boarded our assigned bus.

Standing on the ground just next to the entrance door of the bus was the new and permanent Drill Sergeant assigned to each Platoon that made up our entire November Company here at basic training. Once loaded we were driven to our new Company area not that far from the reception center. However, after arriving to our (World War II) barracks we were let out of the bus about 100 yards from the barracks at a place called Hialeah. Ironically that is the same name of the famous race track for horses somewhere in Florida.

The same Drill Sergeants that seemed meek and mild on the ride over to Hialeah were now standing up front besides the bus driver. They were yelling at the top of their lungs to get off of THEIR bus. That we were all a bunch of low life and should have never been allowed to ride on their buses. As we ran down the aisle to get off the bus, an angry looking drill sergeant pushed each of us out the door and onto those who had fallen. Another Drill Sergeant standing at ground level at the foot of the door was pulling up anyone that had fallen by his shirt neck and throwing their duffle bag at them while yelling at them to form ranks. One by one, they lined up.

A few feet away stood another drill sergeant yelling at us to put down our duffle bags and hit the track. Hialeah track that is, meaning to start running. They had us running far longer than I wished and by the time we were allowed to stop, many of the recruits were vomiting even while the hostile sounding drill sergeants yelled at them to stop their vomiting. We all became quite familiar with this race track during our 13 week experience here at basic training.

The old buildings that were called barracks were our home away from home whether we liked it or not. We were in the Army Now! Again, because of the alphabetical order of last names, I was assigned a bunk on the second floor along with Chris Lalli and John Lawton and 27 other men unknown to me at that time. George Bruno, Jan Eckhart and David Hallman were on the first level. 

Most of the time revile sounded at 05:00 and you had better be ready for roll call by 05:30 outside in the freezing winter weather, rain or shine, well actually, there is no shine at 05:30 in the mornings there. After that, it was line up for breakfast and while doing so the drill sergeants would walk up and down the line looking over each recruit in a concerted effort to find the littlest thing out of order. If they found something, they would give the Command “Give me 25!” Of course, that meant push ups. I imagine at one time or another we were called out to receive this type of punishment, even if our military clothing was in perfect order. If you even looked like you were giving the drill sergeant a prolonged glance, he would shout, “Recruit, are you eye balling me!” If he thought you were, the next thing to come out of his mouth was, “Drop and give me 25 recruit!”

Thanksgiving Day in 1964, at basic training, was about the loneliest I had ever felt in my entire six months away from home. It did not take long before all of us realized just how great it would be to return home. We were all at the point where we really missed and appreciated all the things we once took for granted. 

One of our training exercises consisted of crawling on the ground under and over barbed wire fencing, for which we were timed. During the first period of our training we did all of our crawling during the daytime, which was pretty easy. However, when it was time for a pass or fail grade, they had us conduct this grading exercise after night fall and with live rounds. Every fifth one was a tracer bullet which meant that when they were firing over our heads one could see a line of greenish light starting from the muzzle of the weapon being fired to the end of the light that simply vanished into the night horizon. 

I always crawled as fast and as low as possible so as not to become a casualty on the training fields. As we prepared for another live round night time crawl, I looked around and saw Chris and John, who were next to me. Half way across the line of qualifiers I spotted Dave. He was smiling while I had the look of a man who might be shot if I messed up during this night crawl by not staying low enough on the earthen floor.

The orders were given and when it became pitch black, our superiors cut off all of the spot lights around the area. Not long into the crawl the tracers start whizzing by overhead. It looked like a nearly connected green line and just inches above my head. It was far too low for me, so I dug in as best as I could. It took awhile before Chris, John and me, were at the end of the crawl, safe at last. 

Seconds after reaching the end, I heard a voice call out my name, “Ollie!”

“Dave!” I answer back. 

“Yes!” he said. That’s when I spotted him off to the side puffing on a cigarette. 
”David, how long have you been here?” I asked. 

“Awe, a long time.”

“How did you get here so fast?” I followed up.

“Oh, I just crawled as fast as I could on my hands and knees and before I knew it, reached the end a few minutes before anyone else.” 

“David you could have gotten shot and killed,” I shot back.

David then laughed his famous laugh and said, “Do you really think the Army would fire live rounds so low to the ground that it could possibly hit a solider, wounding or even killing him? No way,” he said with confidence. “Those bullets were so high up that I could have walked to the end, if I wanted to. Of course, I would have been spotted by one of the drill sergeants, but that’s part of the thrill.”

I could not believe what he just said and each time we spoke of this night, David would laugh, and then I would join in laughing. I quickly found out that this was only the beginning of his way of doing things, Army or no Army.

Every morning after getting out of bed, we all made our bunks to include military folded corners. We had to make sure that the Olive drab green Army blanket was tucked so tight that a drill sergeant could toss a coin at an angle and it had better bounce off of the blanket. If not, he would tear the blanket and sheets off of the bed and you would have to remake your bunk and face even tighter scrutiny from him. Most of the time this happened only once. No one wanted to be called out and embarrassed by the drill sergeant while you stood helplessly watching him throw all of your bed-ware onto the middle of the barracks in front of your fellow recruits. 

Many a day, right after breakfast, I would return to my second floor area and just lie on the top of my bunk until we had to line up in formation for the start of our training day.  Chris would be sitting around and he would watch David come up the stairs and tip toe to the bottom of my bunk and ever so cleverly untie my boot strings and then retie them around the metal foot board.

Once this was done David would yell “At ease” as this was the order called out whenever the drill sergeant entered your immediate area. I would jump out of bed only to discover that my shoe strings were tied to the end of the bunk. Of course David, Chris and all of the men laughed.

After untying myself from my bunk, David and I would then wrestle. This was my way of getting back at him. Many times during our wrestling matches we would hear someone yell out “At ease!” Both David and I would stand up at attention only to find out that we were the only two standing at attention. This was our comrades having fun at our expense because our drill sergeant was never in our area. 

One Saturday night during basic training and right after we had a change of command to include all new drill sergeants, my friend John Lawton asked Chris, David, and myself, if we wanted to go with him to the bowling alley and recreation center. “No thank you,” were the replies from Chris and David. If my memory is correct, Chris was not feeling well and David did not drink alcohol. He was quick to tell me, “If you can see how I am now, can you imagine if I drank?” That analogy always made me laugh. I told John that I was not yet 21 years of age and could not go along either. 

John rifled back. “You don’t have to be 21 on base to drink alcoholic beverages because 18 is the legal age here. Besides, the beer is only 0.3 alcohol.”

Having absorbed what he said, John and I dressed up in our Army Class A uniforms and headed over to the recreation center. From what I was told later, I had a very good time and consumed a little more than I should have. After arriving back at the barracks, I struggled to make my way to the top of the stairs. Seeing me, my friend Chris came over to help me. Still, not quite myself, I was rude to him. I shoved him aside and so hard that Chris nearly fell down the stairs. 

Undaunted, he returned to my side and together, Chris and John helped me get to my room. Hey undressed me and put away my clothing on hangers and made sure that all was ready for an early 05:00 revile call. Chris never let me forget about this incident and this became yet another war story for us.

Being at basic training and living in a two story building for all of those weeks reminded me of what it was like in the olden days when neighbors would visit with each other and talk about anything and everything under the stars. That was pretty much how it was for us in our barracks as some of us would go downstairs and talk to David, George, Jan, and Gene along with many other people we were beginning to become acquainted with. 

There was a young man whose footlocker was next to David’s and whenever he opened it, the insides looked like a drug store with all sorts of pill bottles and pills that he used for whatever reason. Somehow, the drill sergeants never discovered his stash and we never really asked why he needed this medicine if in fact, that‘s what it was.

During basic training we were given a fifteen minute break once per hour each workday. Even if we became separated during training or were attending different classes, we would meet outside during each break.  

On graduation day, we were given our individual orders, which told us where our next assignment would be. All of my friends were to report to Fort Leonard Wood, MO. They were all going to be trained as Combat Engineers. My orders had me reporting to Fort Polk, LA. There, I would begin my training in the culinary arts field. The more I thought about it, I began to wish that I had signed up for Combat Engineers rather than food service.

It wasn’t until I finished Individual Advanced Training (IAT), that I saw my friends again. It wasn’t long before we began to share our so-called war stories. Shortly after that, I reported back to my home base, “Company A  ~ 243rd  Combat Engineers” located at the Thames Street Armory in Newport, Rhode Island. 

Afterwards, in 1964l, I joined the Army National Guard. I signed a contract for six years of service. During the year 1970, I bade farewell to each of my fellow friends, some of them departing duty, as well. Before moving on, I must include one other person in this story. His name was Thomas G. Ouellette. SFC Ouellette was first and foremost, a high ranking sergeant. He had rank and longevity over me. He was also a mentor to me during drill times. Off duty, in civilian life, he became Tom Ouellette, a trusted confidante and a very close friend. Tom was a soldier’s soldier and a man’s man, thru and thru. 

By now, I had decided to make the Guard a career even if it meant being a part time solider one weekend per month, with two full weeks of active duty training away from our home area. Where did all of the years go, I sometimes wondered?

After serving almost 22 full years with The Rhode Island Army National Guard, I retired as a Sergeant First Class. However, this retirement was not considered a full retirement as I had requested to be “retired on inactive duty” which meant two things: I could be called back into service at anytime that they needed my services. This arraignment allowed my years of service to increase for pay purposes.The final results was retirement with 39 years, 09 months, and 17 days.

I have always maintained that the very best part of my military service was meeting so many great people from all walks of life who became close friends, both during the times that we served, and some to this day.  

The people who I have mentioned were part of my basic training and remained part of my unit until
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