Slowly, I eased my way into a dream world of a small round cheeked hill with tall yellow stemmed grass and hopping chirping millions of critters at my feet. Breathing the moistened morning air, and feeling the rays of first sun kiss my ear. Where should we put some water? Of course; at the bottom of the hill. We'll call it generic creek for the purposes of daydreaming matters sake. I'll have a cup with me too, and drink right from the snow melt chill of an Appalachian spring. There'd be loads of fish in it. I can spend all day with my pant legs rolled up, soaking my feet, and fishing. The cool warm buzzing sipping outdoors.. 


 Looking calmly back down at my work, I realized my fingers were several inches away from a great angry roatating blade. Since I didnt have anyone to share it with, I didnt pretend to be surprised. This sort of thing happens a lot, I decided. People like me must come close to catastrophe time and time again." Jeez, I wish I could leave the mill right now. What've I got another hour and a half?" Looking out the small sawdust covered pane of glass to my right I spotted the ducks making their nightly trip to the feeder. I wondered how they stayed warm on those chilly fall evenings. I guess it must be the race to get to the food first that brings them out of the shed at all.


   Chuckling a bit, I thought of Ms. Abbot arguing with the grocer man about the expense he was causing her in cinnamon sticks. The Avery's tree plantation had sent her brothers family up a bunch of fruit trees, at the appropriation of the state senate. Ms. Abbot had written to them to tell of the terrible loss to their pear trees due to the bad air that the mill was causing. The new trees had taken root in a lovely way the first year, and the second year had brought forth a bountiful quantity of the most disgusting sour apples you can imagine. The deer dont seem to mind however, and Ms. Abbot was in a race with them to make a profit off the apples by turning them into sweet piney apple pies that she had so graciously mastered the art of producing in mass quantities. The whole town was knee deep in them. Turns out she's quite a sales woman too.  





 For the love of nature, and all her splendor, its the drive to turn a profit that drives our bodies away from our minds. The life purveyor. 





Walking down Town Seat road with the sun setting low behind the church. A few scattered children that belong to the Holmes family that run the Farmers Union supply store were standing at the corner helping old man Locke settle a few large crates of baby chicks in his flat bed cart. His Missus had recovered from her illness, after three years of being bedridden. Her once large brood of proud Romney Marsh had been almost entirely sold off since she hadnt been well enough to spin. She kept just one, and declared that enough, but said she had always fancied keeping some hens, and would try that instead.  On a whim, I stepped into the postal depot to see if I'd recieved any word from professor Meyer or  great aunt Ginny, or any of the many folks from the uplands that liked to keep me up on all the local musings. No luck today, but Sidlo was glad to see me. His ears perked up, and eyes shown proud as he showed off his drooling jowles and sidled up to my leg, nearly knocking me over in his fit of unbridled joy.  Timothy shook his head, and made his usual tongue in cheek comments about me being part canine. "he aint set up all day til you popped in he-ah.. suppose he's got an idea that you should be his girly friend"; "Thanks Tim" I replied.. "I'm really not sure he might not prefer Ms Towsons Pekinese though; she had it specially sent by train from Ohio".


 "Oh? is that so? Well I'll tell you, I got this mutt from a cow glop on a barn floor ten years ago, and he's been a great throw rug ever since... til you walked in that is"





Poking through the thick underbrush, I made my way up along the stone wall separating a set of modest stone graves apart from the wild beyond. I kissed my fingers, and held them out towards Grenetta... my young cousin who had passed away only last fall. A wide eyed quite child with an eerie wisdom for her short life. Her mother cried more to think of the child going to hell, than the loss of her living flesh; Grenetta contended it was pointless to pray to god because he was cruel regardless.  I ended up spending a great deal of free time discussing this matter with her in the end. Her mother thought it would bring about a change in her heart; "Lil' Etta"(as I refered to her in a series of short poems written to her) was dear to me, and I dare hope the likewise was truth.


   Such were my poems to her;





 Lil'Etta my better bit of fondness so


must you restless be as hot as snow?


fragile, and coughing, your wise darkened eyes


neverending stream of ageless sighs


my miss though we part, and ere to stray


always I'll know you were mine for a day





"If god didnt take her, then he didnt deserve her" I thought. Then I corrected myself; I didnt think that kind of indifferent negativity expressed my true hopes for her. I really believed she had gone to some sort of heaven, where she would be well enough to be get about, and enjoy life like everyone else. I walked home in the near dark, enjoying the stars, and cool fresh air. 











 


