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Brain Waves: 3 Escaped Poems 
Roger C. Morris 
 
 

Almost Sober 
 

We started Friday after work at 
Casey’s on west 7th street in St. Paul. 

 
After a few drinks, loose tongues 

Wagged about your old flame, 
Now living in Chicago. 

 
You lamented your loss, and the more 
We drank the better she sounded. And 

The better she sounded, the more we drank. 
 

After closing time, we took a limo to the airport, 
And booked a red eye flight to Chicago. 

 
Now, somewhere over Wisconsin at 35,000 feet, 
You are maxed out, my Visa card is maxed out, 

And I am almost sober. By the way, who 
Ordered the airport limo? 
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A Memory 
 

I did not sign up 
To be your lifeguard. 

I was just a concerned father. 
 

I thought alcohol was 
Your addiction, but 

Then you dragged me 
Into a new storm. 

 
You chose a 

Needle 
And a spoon … 

 
Leaving me with 
Just a memory of 

Finding you 
 

At half past midnight 
Face down on 

Your bedroom floor … 
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Chronology 
 

My father is old 
And drags his shadow 

In the dust. 
 

I am an 
Aerialist Balanced on 
Thin threads of reality 
That bind my shadow. 

 
But, my son molds 

His shadow into mad shapes 
That float upon 

 
The slightest breeze … 
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Longing to Belong 
Judi Bergen 
 

“It’s true. Your grandfather 
hung himself from the rafters in 
the attic . . . in this house.” Aunt 
Ethel, who always wore her gray 
streaked hair pulled back in a 
tight bun, reached out and 
stiffly patted Amanda’s arm. 
“Rebecca Nelson had no 
business telling you that, and 
she lied when she said he was a 
thief. People thought he took 
money from the bank, but it 
was never found.” Her hand 
shook as she reached in a pocket of the apron she always wore to protect her faded cotton 
housedress and handed Amanda a handkerchief to wipe away the tears. “Your father 
searched every inch of this house when he was fourteen. I knew there was nothing to find, 
but I had to let him try.” Ethel was overwhelmed.  How could such a terrible thing happen 
on Amanda’s first day of school?  

“I … hate … Rebecca,” Amanda said between sobs. “Tomorrow I’m going to trip her at 
the playground.” She rubbed her eyes hard with the handkerchief.  “I hope she falls flat on 
her face." 

Ethel scowled. “It’s a sin to think awful thoughts like that.” Her voice gathered strength, 
confident she was telling Amanda what she needed to hear. “You must beg God’s 
forgiveness, or you will be punished.” She’d done her duty by the child, so she reached for 
the tray filled with cookies. “I just took these out of the oven. Have one.” 

“I don’t want a dumb cookie.” Amanda shook her head, her dark curls flying every which 
way. 

“They’re chocolate chip, baked just for you.” 

“I’m not hungry,” she said, stomping her foot. Yet she slowly reached for one and sat 
down at the table. 

Wishing her hands would stop shaking, Ethel poured Amanda a glass of milk. The picture 
she could never forget surfaced again — her daddy’s warm body swinging from the rafters. 
If she’d come right home from school that day she could have gotten to him in time. She 
had known something was wrong when she saw the front door left wide open. Her daddy’s 
black derby sat on the chair by the door, the hat he always wore when he left the house, 
because it covered his bald spot. 
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“Daddy, where are you? Why’d you come home 
so early?” Ethel had wandered through the house, 
finally climbing the creaking steps to the attic, 
hoping he left in a hurry that morning, forgetting 
to grab his derby and close the front door. Then 
she saw his body, hanging from the rafters. 

As Amanda nibbled on the cookie, Ethel picked 
up the phone, forcing her voice to sound calm 
when she asked the operator to call the office. 
“Mary, I know how busy the doctor is, but we 
need him at home.” She would say no more 
because she knew, as certain as she knew the sun 
would rise every morning, that the telephone 
operator, Helga, was listening. 

“I’ll get him for you,” Mary briskly replied. 

Carlton answered after what seemed like an 
eternity to Ethel. “The waiting room is full.” She 
heard him take a deep breath and slowly exhale. 
“I’ll come as soon as I can. I swear everyone in 
Turtle Creek is sick today.” 

Ethel hung up, straightened her shoulders and 
sat down across from Amanda. “I want to hear all 
about your first day of first grade. You know, I’ve 
always thought Miss Williamson looks like a soft, 
plump teddy bear.” 

Amanda smiled. “I like her. Today she asked 
me to stand up in front of the class to recite the 
Pledge of Allegiance with her.” She searched Ethel’s 
eyes for approval. “I’m the only one who knows it 
by heart. School’s good, but I’m never talking to 
that dumb Rebecca again.” 

“Amanda, don’t call anyone dumb. I hope you 
didn’t show off in class. Remember what I told 
you. Just pretend you don’t know how to read. 
The other kids won’t like you if they think you’re 
acting like you’re better than them.” Ethel took 
both of Amanda’s slender wrists in her chapped 
hands. “You don’t have to play with Rebecca, but 
you must be nice to her in school. Her father is 
the president of the bank.” 

She abruptly let go of Amanda’s wrists. “I have 
to start supper; your father is going to try to come 
home early.”  

“I want him now. Why does he have to take 
care of everybody else?” 

“He’s the most respected man in town, 
Amanda. People come from all over the county to 

doctor with him. You must always be proud of 
him.” 

“But you told me never to be proud.” 

“You know what I mean. Why don’t you finish 
that book you started last night?” I need to talk to 
Carlton about that child. Ethel, fuming, marched 
to the kitchen to start supper. Of course he won’t 
see the problems the sin of pride causes. He is too 
trusting. He even thinks it’s a good idea that, in 
1947, a black man is playing baseball on a white 
man’s team. This is not a good year, she decided 
as she started to scrub carrots. I pray that more 
bad things don’t happen to that child. 

Amanda snuggled into the overstuffed armchair 
in the living room and lost herself in her book.  
She didn’t hear her dad’s footsteps as he entered 
the room. He leaned down to her level and softly 
said, “Sorry I couldn’t come sooner. How was the 
first day of school, precious?”   

“Good, except for that dumb Rebecca.” She 
quickly put her book down. “Will you pick me up 
and twirl me around?”  

He stood up and swept his faded blond hair out 
of his eyes. Then he gently picked her up and 
hugged her before he twirled her.  

Ethel stood in the doorway watching. When he 
put Amanda down she said, “I’m so glad you’re 
home. I’ve made your favorite dessert, and …” 
her voice trailed off as she realized he wasn’t 
listening. 

Carlton put Amanda down to lower himself 
into an overstuffed armchair. Then he reached for 
his child and sat her on his lap. 

Amanda asked, “Is it really true that grandfather 
killed himself in our attic?” 

In a low voice, rubbing her back, he responded, 
“Yes, sweetie.”  

Amanda buried her head in his chest. “But it’s 
not true that he was a thief, right?” She burrowing 
her head deeper. 

Ethel pulled one of the straight backed dining 
room chairs close to them, and sat down while he 
continued to rub Amanda’s back. “You’ll 
understand this better when you’re older. Your 
grandfather was very sad because he was accused 
of doing something he said he didn’t do. Nobody 
believed him.” 
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Ethel rose to her feet, standing straight as an 
arrow. “Will this town never change? I’m calling 
Mrs. Nelson to tell her to stop spreading rumors 
about something they think happened almost 
twenty years ago.” 

“Just let it be. You’ll only stir things up more. 
As long as there is no proof that someone else 
took the money we have to live with this. It’s time 
to eat,” Ethel said, rapidly leaving the room. 

Amanda lifted her head from Carlton’s chest 
and went nose to nose with him. “What money?” 

“Your grandfather was president of the bank a 
long time ago when money went missing from 
several accounts. He was the last person in the 
bank the night the money disappeared.” 

“Aunt Ethel says you looked for the money.” 

Carlton answered softly, “It’s never been found. 
We have to put all this behind us, forget about it.” 

 “But what should I do about Rebecca? Auntie 
says it’s sinful to think of ways to hurt her.” 

Carlton eased Amanda down. “Just hold your 
head high when you see her, sweet one, and 
ignore unkind remarks she or anyone else makes 
about your grandfather. It probably won’t happen 
again.” 

“You know it will, Carlton,” Ethel said as they 
sat down to eat at the heavy dining room table. “I 
will never forget how everyone would stop talking 
when I entered a room, and Reverend Swenson’s 
refusal to bury our father in the cemetery made 
things even worse.” 

“I focus on how kind so many people were to 
us after Dad’s death,” he replied. 

Amanda played with her food, lining the carrots 
and peas in neat rows. “Tell me what they did.” 

“Your aunt was fourteen when he died. I was 
seven. People brought us food for months after. 
They would just show up to help when major 
projects, like painting the house, needed to be 
done. They made it possible for us to stay in our 
home.” He turned to look at Ethel. “But of 
course, without you here I would have gone to an 
orphanage. I don’t know how you did it.” He 
directed his gaze back to Amanda. “She worked at 
the grocery store, finished high school and 
managed to run this big house. She gave up a lot 
for me, Amanda, and still is taking care of us.” 

Ethel cleared her throat. “Amanda, be sure to 
eat your potatoes.” 

“Why Ethel, I think you’re blushing,” Carlton 
teased his sister. 

The air felt lighter to Ethel by the time they 
finished eating. She gathered plates and started 
doing the dishes. Carlton took Amanda’s hand 
and led her back to the big chair. “Let’s see how 
many great school smells we can come up with.” 

“Paste,” Amanda said as she settled herself on 
his lap, “and my favorite is new crayons.” 

“That’s a good one. What about the smell of 
varnish?” 

“I could almost see myself in the varnish on the 
floor in the hallway. It smells good, but chalk 
smells like dust. You know what? I was the only 
student who got to recite the Pledge of Allegiance 
with Miss Williamson today. I love school.” 

“And so did I. You know, people in Turtle 
Creek helped me a lot with college expenses. I 
wouldn’t have been able to go to medical school 
without their help. Don’t ever forget that.” 

“Is Aunt Ethel happy here, Daddy?” 

“Of course, sweetheart.” 

“But she never smiles.” 

“She’s a very serious person, but you, young 
lady, think way too much. Now it’s time for me to 
read the paper.” Carlton gently lifted her off his 
lap. 

Ethel rinsed the soap bubbles off of each dish 
with scalding hot water. She didn’t understand 
how they could waste time talking silly. She always 
had work to do. 

It stormed that night. The air was filled with 
strange noises. Branches clawed against the house, 
wind smashed against window panes and rain 
pummeled the roof. Ethel couldn’t sleep. She 
finally drifted off when the storm stopped, only to 
awaken just before dawn, sensing something, or 
someone, was staring at her. She sat up straight. 

Amanda stood in a patch of moonlight framed 
in the doorway. Ethel’s voice quivered. “What’s 
wrong?” 

“I want Daddy. I’m afraid.” 

Ethel felt the surge of maternal longing she 
used to feel when Amanda was an infant and she 
had wished Amanda was her baby. “I’m glad you 
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remembered that you’re not supposed to bother 
your father during the night. He needs his sleep,” 
she said in a loud whisper. “I’ll go upstairs with 
you, there’s nothing to be afraid of.” 

Raising her voice, Amanda said, “But I hear 
noises in the attic.” 

Ethel replied, “It’s just the storm, probably tree 
branches hitting the roof.” 

“No, it was footsteps, not branches, on the attic 
floor,” Amanda insisted. 

Ethel got out of bed, shivering, feeling clammy 
all over. She had to regain control. “You have an 
overactive imagination, Amanda Macgregor,” she 
half-scolded. “Now I’m taking you up to your 
bed, and you will sleep.” She grabbed Amanda’s 
arm and pulled her up the stairs. Amanda 
whimpered as she buried her face in the pillow. 
Ethel pulled the cover up around her, and in a 
softer voice said, “You need your rest. Think 
about one of your favorite Winnie the Pooh stories. 
You’ll be asleep before you know it.” 

Ethel could not go back to sleep. The next 
morning, when Carlton got up, he found Ethel 
scrubbing the kitchen floor. Her hands felt raw. 

“You work too hard,” he told her. 

Ethel cleared her throat. “I’ll be fine. I can rest 
this afternoon. I need to wake Amanda.” She 
briskly walked up the stairs. Amanda was sleeping 
with the quilt pulled over her head. Ethel gently 
removed the quilt, saying, “You have to get 
dressed.” 

Amanda rubbed her eyes. “I don’t want to see 
that dumb Rebecca. She’ll poke fun of me.” 

“I know Rebecca was mean, but kids quickly 
forget the horrible things they say.” Ethel 
hesitated. “Maybe today she’ll want to be your 
friend.” 

“I don’t want Rebecca. I have a friend who is 
better than she will ever be.” 

“And who is that?” Ethel laid out a long 
sleeved cotton dress she had sewed, for Amanda 
to put on. 

“Joey Oscarson. I knocked him down when I 
was running away from Rebecca. He scratched his 
elbow on the sidewalk. At first I didn’t see the 
blood because I was crying, and because he has so 
many freckles.” Amanda pulled her slip over her 
head. “He didn’t care about the blood. All he 

cared about was me. When he walked me home 
he said he lives close by. Joey’s my best friend.” 

Ethel started to talk fast. “He lives in that 
tarpaper shack on the end of our street. I’m glad 
he helped you, but he can’t be your best friend. 
For one thing, he’s older than you.” 

“Only two years,” Amanda said as she put on 
her white anklets. “His house looks fine to me.” 

Ethel sat on the bed and asked Amanda to join 
her. “This is hard for you to understand. His 
mother doesn’t act like the other ladies in town. 
Besides, Joey’s a boy. You’ll find girls in your class 
to play with.” 

Amanda grabbed her dress and tried to pull it 
over her head as Ethel helped her find the sleeves. 

When it was time to leave for school, Ethel put 
on her new, wide brimmed hat. She planned on 
walking with Amanda, but Joey was waiting by the 
front door. 

“Good morning, Miss Macgregor.” Joey 
brushed a shock of carrot red hair out of his eyes. 
“I thought I’d walk with Amanda. If anything bad 
is said about her grandfather, I’ll deal with it.” 

Ethel was both pleased and displeased. “If 
you’re sure it’s not too much trouble. The lies 
really upset Amanda.” 

“I know, ma’am. Rebecca had no business 
talking like that. You have a good day now.” He 
took Amanda’s hand. “That’s such a pretty hat 
you have on, ma’am.” 

“Why, thank you, young man.” Ethel tucked a 
stray strand of hair under her wide-brimmed hat. 
“You come right home after school, Amanda.” 

Joey and Amanda took off, Amanda skipping. 

Ethel decided to take a little walk, as long as she 
looked so good in her new hat. Besides, it was a 
nice day, and she hadn’t visited her daddy’s grave 
recently. When she passed the tarpaper shanty on 
the north side of the street she looked closely at 
the weathered shingles desperately hanging on to 
the roof. Joey’s mother, Daisy hung clothes on 
the line, singing, “’I’m forever blowing bubbles, 
pretty bubbles in the sky. They fly so high, they 
reach the sky, and in my dreams they fade and 
die.’” 

Ethel walked by without stopping to greet 
Daisy. She wondered why she was hanging out 
the wash so early. Of course, I should have 
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thought of that, she muttered to herself. It is 
because Daisy has to work at the grocery soon. 
She wouldn’t be that industrious if she had a 
choice.  Ethel reached the cornfield on the edge 
of town, annoyed when she realized she was 
singing the end of Daisy’s song. “’Fortune’s 
always hiding, hiding everywhere, ‘cause I’m 
forever blowing bubbles, pretty bubbles in the 
air.’”  

She thought about Turtle Creek, the only place 
she’d ever known. Ethel approached the cemetery 
just beyond the cornfield. All sizes and shapes of 
houses were mixed together in Turtle Creek, but 
only Daisy’s house had no siding on the exterior 
walls. Her husband had died when Joey was five. 
Ethel remembered that well. He was working as a 
hired hand on a farm when a bull charged him. 
He was a foolish dreamer, Daisy’s husband, with 
big plans that never worked out. He never should 
have taken that job. He knew nothing about bulls. 

When she got to the cemetery she paused for 
breath, and then walked around the fence on the 
north side to a small patch of land, where there 
were three graves. One had fall flowers planted by 
the gray tombstone. She knelt and traced her 
finger over the lettering. Here lies Carlton 
Macgregor the First, Born January 28, 1883. Died 
November 4, 1929. God have mercy on his soul. 

“Well, Dear Daddy, here I am again. I’ll always 
take care of you.” She carefully pulled out some 
of the weeds around the tombstone. 

 “I don’t know what to do about Joey 
Oscarson. He seems nice, but I don’t think 
Amanda should spend much time with him.” She 
searched for more weeds. “However, he did 
defend you. I know you didn’t take that money.” 
She vigorously pulled out the last weed.  
“Reverend Swenson’s death from cholera was 
God’s punishment for his refusal to bury you in 
the church cemetery. And for that horrible 
sermon at your funeral, all that talk about your 
lost soul. How could he be so self-righteous?  
Pride is one of the worst sins.” 

Ethel gathered the weeds in her apron and 
carried them to the ditch at the edge of the road. 
After she threw them away, she hurried to the 
cemetery entrance. When she came to her 
mother’s grave, she stopped to read the beautiful 
inscription carved into rose colored granite telling 
of the death of Elizabeth Anne Macgregor when 
Carlton Macgregor the Second, her brother and 
Amanda’s father, was born.  “Mother,” she 
begged, “how I wish you hadn’t left us so early. 
Life would have been so much easier if you had 
stayed.” Ethel straightened her spine, adding, “It’s 
so sad that you never even saw him. Carlton was a 
beautiful baby. I know you would be proud of 
your son, and I’m doing the best job I can with 
his daughter.”  

“Time to leave,” Ethel muttered to herself. 
“Time to go home to scrub the kitchen floor 
again.” 
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John MacLean 
 
 
 

The Night my Father Died 
 

The night my father died, he spoke in French, 
A language he had spoken as a child. 
He’d slept then in a basket on a bench 
While grandma’s songs his loneliness beguiled. 
 
His grandma played piano, was well read, 
And sang in her genteel Acadian. 
Not knowing how to say Mamma was dead, 
His father fled to whiskey and Siam. 
 
In two years, Da returned, big face aflame 
With traveler’s visions and a drunkard’s vow. 
This foreign child of his he would reclaim; 
This foreign speech of his, he’d not allow. 
 
My father learned of buildings, cash and ships, 
His grandma’s songs and French of little use. 
He hid them somewhere safe behind his lips, 
Where childhood and adulthood make their truce. 
 
But in the final moment of release, 
Was it his mother’s voice that set him free? 
“Don’t let him take me from my basket, please,” 
In her lost language came his final plea. 
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Arnetta L. Lane 
 
 
 
 

Ode to Cool Breeze 
 

He was so slim a cool breeze could sweep him away 
And that is his where his name derived from 
I didn't come from his seed but he treated me like his rose 
He doted on me and watched me grow 
Came to every track meet and basketball game 
Although I wasn't very good and didn't start 
He watched from the front row and cheered me on 
As my lovely Mother watched next to him in awe 
An Ode to Cool Breeze the slim man that smoked Newports 
But made sure my little sister wasn't around to inhale the fumes 
He danced at the drop of a dime to oldies music 
And was easily the life of any party and made everyone smile 
Took me to an auction and got me my first car 
He walked me down the aisle to my husband in May 
Although that didn't last, he never went away 
An Ode to Cool Breeze, the man I simply called “Dad”. 
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Three Poems 
Andy Roberts 

 
 

The Nest 
 
We would keep the fans going in August, 
my wife and I, for the nest was empty 
and the droning was our music. Each fan 
sang a different pitch, one note only, 
though the oscillating job varied. 
The big blue one in the kitchen was bassy, 
moved the most air, and we sat in its spell, 
just the two of us, eating too much in the empty house. 
How we grew fat was no mystery, 
we were in thrall to loneliness, and fed our stale bread 
to the geese at the reservoir. A raccoon lived there 
who would wade out and steal from the geese, and he reminded me 
of our youngest. He held my heart in his hands 
as he chewed the wet bread, and I thanked him. 
I was glad he lived at the base of the spillway 
and waited for me with my plastic bag. 
The rush of water over the low head dam a drone, 
a constant, like geese eating green grass. 
How it broke up waiting for phone calls, so infrequently 
punctuating the dull music of fans, monotonous years of adjustment. 
That’s how we did it, grew fat with the necks and beaks, 
our youngest out there, midstream, stealing the hearts of us all. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Equinox 

 
Southward down Jackson Pike to Portsmouth, 
avenues of light through mid-morning cumulous 
stripe oak, maple, dogwood carpeted hills of Southern Ohio, 
this first day of summer. 
Sprays of wild day lilies orange in ditches  
splash fields of green field corn. 
Trailers in clearings where the poor  
scratch out a living selling firewood,  
recycled junk from perpetual yard sales 
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Switchbacks up ridges gapped with metal-armed robots,  
lifting electricity to West Virginia and Kentucky. 
Down the top of the last ridge 
and the Scioto Valley opening up on either side,  
twenty miles wide. 
Small fields of dark green tobacco, 
red faded barns where shocks are hung to dry. 
Twenty cars piled up behind a black Amish buggy 
pulled by a white horse, redbearded driver  
grinning at his apple cheeked bride,  
two solemn children squinting in the heat. 
 
I pull out, pass twenty cars and the buggy in a throaty blast,  
Honda responding as I step into the accelerator, 
Dylan gargling on the CD player: 
“Listen to that Duquesne whistle blowing.” 
I pass a town called Knockemstiff  
Cross Little Pee Pee Creek. 
Everybody has a burn barrel. 
I remember the scent of calf brains boiling in a pot.  
My grandfather liked them cold on rye 
with onions, salt and pepper. 
 
Six white crosses hammered into the shoulder 
sobering reminders to slow down, pay attention. 
Stop signs perforated with bursts of .22 holes.  
(“Equinox,” stanza cont’d.) 
White chestnut blossoms against green leaves.  
Trailers with dripping air conditioners  
cantilevered out of bedroom windows.  
Purple wisteria crowning the tops of lattice slices. 
 
A stooped back old man in cheap jeans  
held up by red suspenders 
feeding strips of chipboard into a burn barrel 
tipped with licking flame. 
Brindled Pitbull mix running  
circles around the old man and barrel,  
leaping for the joy of it. 
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Coast to Coast 
 
A determined squirrel could leap, 
from the first maple of Massachusetts, 
to the east bank of the Mississippi without ever touching the ground. 
When the country wore an overcoat of evergreen, 
oak, hickory, sycamore, ash. 
Before they surrendered 
to the broadax and crosscut saw,  
the chainsaw of progress. 
 
I still believe a good goal-oriented squirrel  
could leap, coast to coast, across some small country 
without getting his feet dirty. 
 
Hope housed in the loops and folds of hippocampus, 
keeps me going in my definition of progress. 
Coast to coast, limb to limb, the squirrel and I, 
trusting the integrity of twig and dream 
to carry us over the top. 
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Coward’s Blood 
Dan Munson 
 
The Setting: Outside of a small house 
in the country. Location is anywhere 
where both North and South had a 
foothold during the Civil War, such as 
Southern Pennsylvania or Maryland. 
The Time: Early during the Civil War. 
The Characters: EUGENIA: Middle-
aged, but maybe looks older. She raised 
two girls on her own after her husband 
was killed fighting in the Mexican-
American War. 
ROSE: Eugenia’s youngest daughter. 
Wants to get away from home and away 
from her sister. 
IVY: Eugenia’s oldest daughter. She likes 
to have a good time – especially with the 
boys. 
JOHNNY: A deserter from the 
Confederate Army. 
BILLY: A deserter from the Union Army. 
 
(Lights up on the front stoop of an older house. There is a border of hedges around the side and a window in to the parlor from 
the stoop, as well as the front door. EUGENIA, an older woman, gentle of heart and strong of will, comes on to the stoop from 
the front door and calls out.) 
EUGENIA: Ivy! Ivy Grace! (A pause as she waits for an answer. She looks up.)  
Lou, watch over that young girl. She’s every bit your daughter.  I watch over best I can, you know I do, but 
raising two girls alone in times like these ... (She sighs.) She needs watching, I know she does, but I can’t be 
there for her every minute. (A beat.) That child would pull the devil’s tail if I weren’t looking and she 
thought it would get her some attention 
(Eugenia takes some wet clothes out of a basket and drapes them over the railing of the stoop. From off stage we hear:) 
ROSE: Ma?! 
EUGENIA: Is that you, Rose, honey? 
ROSE: (Entering, carrying two heavy buckets of water.) It’s me, Ma. Where the heck is Ivy? 
EUGENIA: Watch your tongue, Rose, honey. 
ROSE: She’s supposed to get the water today.  
EUGENIA: I don’t know where she went, hon. 
ROSE: I hauled yesterday, and the day before that. 
EUGENIA: Well you could’ve waited and made her bring it in when she shows up. 
ROSE: Sure, if I didn’t want to wash today. 
EUGENIA: You don’t need two whole buckets for washing. 
ROSE: Well as long as I had to go down there, I figured I might just as well get the two buckets. 
EUGENIA: (Proudly.) That’s my Rose. 
ROSE: Why you hanging the wash on the rail? 
EUGENIA: (Simply.) The line’s gone. 
ROSE: Gone? (Rose goes to look around the side of the house.) 
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EUGENIA: Well, it wasn’t 
there this morning and I don’t 
‘spect it just popped right back 
up and tied itself around those 
trees any time in the last hour 
or so. 
ROSE: Who’d want to steal a 
bit of clothes line? 
EUGENIA: Oh, them boys’ll 
take anything that isn’t tied 
down. 
ROSE: It was clothesline, Ma. 
It was about as tied down as 
anything gets. 
EUGENIA: (Stops whatever she’s 
doing and thinks for just a moment, 
then laughs.) I guess you’re 
right. Them boys are getting 
braver by the minute. 
ROSE: But why a rope? Can’t 
those soldiers get as much 
rope as they need? 
EUGENIA: There’s nothing 
plentiful except blood. An 
enterprising lad will take a 
length of rope hoping to find 
someone who needs it and is 
willing to make a trade. 
ROSE: Trade for rope? Trade 
what? What for? 
EUGENIA: Oh, Rose, honey. 
If you need a length of rope 
and don’t have any, but 
someone else does, you’ll trade 
just about anything, depending 
on how strong your need for 
the rope is. 
ROSE: I don’t understand. 
EUGENIA: Maybe it wasn’t 
wanting the rope so much as 
just wanting something and 
the rope was handy. 
ROSE: I don’t like the idea of 
those soldiers being so close to 
our house. Close enough to 
take our rope. 
EUGENIA: It is a might 
uncomfortable at that. 
(Pause.) 
 

ROSE: Who do you think it 
was, Ma? Northern, or 
Southern soldiers? 
EUGENIA: Northern, 
Southern, them are all just 
boys.  
ROSE: I’ve seen both out near 
town. On Tuesday, the 
Confederates were pulling 
back, to the woods. But they 
weren’t in any hurry. On 
Thursday I saw the Union 
soldiers looking around. 
They’re both still here. I can 
feel it. 
EUGENIA: There’s going to be 
a mighty battle, sure enough. 
ROSE:  I don’t like hearing 
them gun shots. 
EUGENIA: They can’t ever 
seem to get enough of fighting 
and killing. 
ROSE: The cannons are the 
worst. Like thunder on a 
sunny day. 
EUGENIA: Those boys ought 
to be home plowing fields not 
dying in them. 
ROSE: They scare me, Ma. 
EUGENIA: (She stops. Looks her 
daughter in the eye.) You stay 
scared, Rose, honey. Fighting 
does funny things to boys. 
Makes them think like men 
but with a boy’s heart. (There is 
a pause as they both look out to 
where the battle is likely to be.) 
When your sister returns, have 
her go down to fetch two 
more buckets of water. If 
there’s going to be fighting, 
there’s going to be boys hurt 
and dying. We’ll help them 
how we can. 
ROSE: All of them, Ma? 
EUGENIA: All that we can get 
to. 
ROSE: North and South? 

EUGENIA: North, South, East, 
West. Doesn’t matter what 
part of the field they’re lying 
on. We’ll help who we can. 
ROSE: What I mean is… 
EUGENIA: I know what you 
mean, Rose, honey. I’m telling 
you that when a boy is dying, 
he doesn’t have any special 
colors. When a boy is 
screaming from pain and will 
be losing a leg or an arm, there 
is no telling what part of the 
country he comes from. Every 
boy deserves the chance to 
grow in to a man… be a 
father. Stay home with his 
girls… (Eugenia looks off, beyond 
Rose.) 
ROSE: Okay, Ma. 
EUGENIA: You go on in, 
Rose, honey. We’ve got plenty 
to do to be prepared. 
ROSE: What about Ivy? Why 
isn’t she…? 
EUGENIA: You let me worry 
about your sister. She’ll be 
doing what she can. 
ROSE: Yeah, but it seems she 
can’t do much. 
EUGENIA: On with you. Shoo, 
shoo. 
ROSE: One of these days, Ma, 
I’ll be gone, and then you’ll 
see. (Rose exits in to the house. 
Eugenia looks off again. It seems 
that she must see something. She 
turns her head to call, but manages 
to keep her eyes on her original 
spot.) 
EUGENIA: 
Ivy! Ivy Grace, do you hear 
me?! (Eugenia turns quickly to the 
spot that she had earlier been 
looking at.) S’cuse me, boy. 
Have you seen Ivy? (From 
behind the hedges we see the face of a 
young boy, Johnny, slowly, sheepishly 
appear.) 
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JOHNNY: Sorry, Ma’am? 
EUGENIA: Have you seen my 
daughter? 
JOHNNY: I reckon I don’t 
know your daughter, Ma’am. 
EUGENIA: Oh, my. You’re not 
that Conklin boy, are you? 
JOHNNY: No, Ma’am. 
EUGENIA: My, Lord, but my 
eyes aren’t what they used to 
be. I could’ve sworn you were 
that Conklin boy. 
JOHNNY: No, Ma’am, I’m 
sorry I’m not. 
EUGENIA: I can see that, now 
that I look. (Pause.) Well, have 
you got a name? I can’t be 
calling you the Conklin boy 
now that I can see that you 
ain’t him. 
JOHNNY: I’m… Johnny, 
Ma’am. Jonathan Thomas 
Taylor. Most folk just call me 
Johnny. 
EUGENIA: I’ll be calling you 
Johnny too, then. I like to 
think of myself as most folk. 
Can I get you something to 
eat, Johnny? (Johnny looks torn. 
There is a deep hunger in his eyes, 
but at the same time fear. He looks 
over his shoulder and then back at 
Eugenia.) 
JOHNNY: I’d like it, Ma’am, 
but I’m not sure I can … 
EUGENIA: Do they know 
you’re gone yet? 
JOHNNY: I’m sorry? 
EUGENIA: You’ve left your 
regiment. 
JOHNNY: Oh, no! No, Ma’am. 
I’m no soldier. You’ve got the 
wrong idea about me, Ma’am. 
EUGENIA: Oh, Johnny. 
You’ve got the look about 
you. The look of a boy who’s 
seen too much and who wants 
to get away. You can shed 
your grays but I can still see 

the soldiering days in your 
eyes. 
JOHNNY: No, Ma’… 
EUGENIA: The one thing you 
said true is that you’re no 
soldier. (Johnny reacts defensively.) 
It’s no crime, son! Only the 
soldiers think that every male 
has to have the same 
soldiering constitution. But 
not every boy can look in to 
his brother’s eyes and run him 
through with a pitch fork. Am 
I right? 
JOHNNY: (Ashamed.) Yes, 
Ma’am. 
EUGENIA: Now, do they 
know you’re gone yet? 
JOHNNY: I don’t think so. 
Rightwise, not when I left. 
Who’s to know what’s 
happened since I’ve took off. 
(Eugenia nods.) 
EUGENIA: Rose, honey! (To 
Johnny.) You need some shoes. 
JOHNNY: (Looking down.) I 
hardly even notice anymore. 
EUGENIA: I’ve got a pair that 
might work for you. 
JOHNNY: I’d be obliged, 
Ma’am. 
EUGENIA: They’re mighty big 
shoes you’d be filling. They 
belonged to my husband. 
JOHNNY: I wouldn’t want to 
be putting either of you out. 
EUGENIA: No. You go ahead 
and be putting them on. Lou’s 
been gone since before Rose 
was born. We’ll see what 
happens. (Rose appears in the 
door.) 
ROSE: What is it, Ma? I’m 
trying to … (Rose sees Johnny.) 
EUGENIA:  It’s the darndest 
thing, Rose, honey. Your 
cousin Johnny dropped in on 
us, all unannounced. He came 
by so fast he done lost his 
shoes. 

ROSE: My cousin? 
EUGENIA: Johnny. Little 
Johnny Taylor. ‘Course he’s 
grown up some now. No 
surprise you don’t recognize 
him. Why don’t you go and 
find him a pair of your pa’s 
shoes. 
ROSE: Pa’s shoes?! Ma…! 
EUGENIA: The boy needs 
shoes, Rose, honey. You want 
to give him a pair of yours? 
(Rose looks at Johnny and with a 
nod of her head indicates that he 
should go on in the house.) 
JOHNNY: (To Eugenia) Thank 
you, Ma’am. 
EUGENIA: It’s Eugenia. 
‘Course you just call me Aunt 
Ginny. (A beat.) Like always. 
(Johnny nods and goes in to the 
house. Rose stands and watched him 
for a moment as he goes and then 
turns to her mother.) 
ROSE: Should I be scared of 
my cousin? 
EUGENIA: Absolutely. 
Bringing him in to our home 
doesn’t change anything. But it 
might save a boy and give him 
a chance to grow in to a man 
in a more natural way. 
Working for it. Not having it 
thrust on to him. (Pause.) 
ROSE: That’s real nice, Ma. 
But you’re wrong. Having him 
here does change things. It has 
to. (Before Eugenia can ask her 
what she means, Rose goes in. 
Eugenia sits down and grabs a sheet 
from the railing and starts to tear it 
in to strips. She hums a tune that is 
comforting to her.) 
IVY: (Swaggering in.) What are 
you doing to our sheets, 
Mom? 
EUGENIA: Good Lord, Ivy, 
girl! Where in tarnation have 
you been? 
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IVY: What are you doing to 
the sheets? 
EUGENIA: Making bandages. 
IVY: Rose get hurt? 
EUGENIA: No, your sister is 
just fine. 
IVY:  Then why you making 
bandages from our best 
sheets? 
EUGENIA: The boys’ll be 
needing them. 
IVY:  Boys? What boys? And 
why’re they going to be 
needing your bedsheet-
bandages? 
EUGENIA: Good Lord, girl, 
where’ve you been? You’ve 
got two good eyes, why aren’t 
you using them? 
IVY: (She sits down on the porch 
railing and, exposing as much leg as 
possible, laughs.) What are you 
talking about, Mom? 
EUGENIA: The war, Ivy, girl. 
Haven’t you noticed there’s a 
war going on? 
IVY: You mean the fightin’? 
EUGENIA: A hundred boys 
lying dead up at Turner’s Field 
and all you can say is, You 
mean the fightin’? It’s a war, 
Ivy, girl. (A beat.) I swear, you 
could walk through the Devil’s 
garden and not notice that 
every flower is burned to a 
singe. (Ivy laughs.) And just 
what do you find so funny, 
young lady? 
IVY: The Devil’s garden? 
EUGENIA: What I’m saying is 
that you don’t take notice of 
what’s going on around you. 
IVY: Oh, I notice, Mom. 
EUGENIA: (Ignoring Ivy – if she 
even heard her.) It’s a war. Going 
on all around you. A war right 
here, between our own people. 
This isn’t some war fighting 
off invaders. It’s a war 
between brothers. Brothers in 

flesh, brother states. They’re 
calling it a civil war. 
IVY: (Laughing again.) That’s 
good, Mom. A civil war. The 
Devil’s growing burned to a 
crisp flowers and now we have 
a civil war. (The front door opens 
and Rose comes out, followed by 
Johnny, who stays back, just in the 
door frame.) 
ROSE: Ma, is Johnny going to 
be staying with us and… well, 
well, well. Look who came 
tramping home. 
IVY: (Ignoring the remark, eyeing 
Johnny.) Who’s your friend, 
Rose? 
ROSE: Well oh-my-gosh. Have 
you been away that much? 
You don’t even recognize your 
own cousin Johnny Taylor? 
IVY: Cousin? 
ROSE: He just happened to 
drop in. 
IVY: Mom? 
EUGENIA: You heard her. 
He’s your cousin. 
IVY: (Looking him over.) He’s 
NOT my cousin, Mom. You 
think I’m some kind of fool? 
None of my cousins look this 
good. 
EUGENIA: Rose, you take that 
boy to the shed and give him a 
pitchfork. He can spread some 
hay around the garden. (Rose 
and Johnny exit.) Ivy, girl… (She 
sighs.) Sometimes I DO think 
you’re some kind of fool. (She 
looks around.) If I wanted the 
world to know he wasn’t your 
cousin, do you think I would 
have said he was? 
IVY: I don’t think the world 
cares what goes on on our 
front porch. 
EUGENIA: Maybe not the 
world, but parts of it are 
definitely interested. 
 

IVY: So you took in a run-away 
soldier. I think it’s kind of 
exciting. 
EUGENIA: How’d you know 
he… 
IVY: I’m not near as much fool 
as you like to think, Mom. 
And don’t worry. I won’t be 
letting on if anyone should 
come looking for him. I told 
you, I think he’s cute. Why 
would I want to get rid of 
him? 
EUGENIA: You keep your wily 
ways away from that boy. 
There’s part of him that’s still 
a soldier and there’s no telling 
what you might bring out of 
him. (A beat.) Your sister’s 
been doing your chores again. 
IVY: I’ll have to thank her. 
EUGENIA: You can thank her 
by doing some work. (A beat.) 
Turner’s Field wasn’t the end 
of the fighting. There’ll be 
more. I wouldn’t be surprised 
if we saw fighting in our own 
back woods. Don’t tell your 
sister. She’s scared enough as 
it is. But we got plenty work to 
do in order to be ready to help 
out when the shooting’s done. 
(She starts to exit in to the house. 
Ivy shakes her head, smiling at her 
mom. She looks around and starts 
to leave, the way she came. Just as 
she gets to the corner of the house, 
Rose steps out, in front of her.) 
ROSE: Going somewhere? 
IVY: Somewhere. Yep. 
ROSE: I’ve been doing your 
chores for you. Again. 
IVY: Thanks. (Tries to leave.) 
ROSE: But I haven’t done 
them all. 
IVY: Then maybe you should 
get busy. 
ROSE: Ma wants more water.  
(She tries to shove the buckets at 
Ivy, but Ivy lets them drop.) 
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IVY: Let Mom get her own 
water. 
ROSE: One of these days I’ll 
be out of here. Then you’ll see. 
IVY: Ha. You’re not leaving, 
Rose. You’ll stay where your 
roots are. But me... I’m 
spreading out. Looking for a 
new home. I’m not going to 
stay and do Mom’s bidding all 
my life. (A beat.) 
ROSE: What do you think of 
the boy? 
IVY: He’s cute. 
ROSE: I mean, why did Mom 
take him in? 
IVY: Come on, you can figure 
it out. It has to do with Dad. 
ROSE: You think? 
IVY: Dad died fighting the 
Mexicans. By hiding some lost, 
scared soldier boy, Mom 
thinks she can save Dad. 
ROSE: Save him? 
IVY: I didn’t say it made any 
sense. (She holds up some of the 
pieces of the torn bedsheet.) Do you 
think she’s ripping up these 
best sheets for some strange 
boys who might die in the 
woods out yonder? ‘Course 
not. She’s rippin’ ‘em up so 
she can save a piece of Dad.  
(There’s a pause as Rose thinks 
about this for a moment.) 
ROSE: Well whoever she’s 
saving, Ma wants you to get 
more water so that we can 
wash these here strips. (She 
tosses a bucket to Ivy.) 
IVY: (Tossing it back.) I’m not 
your errand girl. Get it 
yourself. 
ROSE: I’ve already done most 
of your chores for the week. 
Go get Ma her water. (Throws 
the bucket at Ivy.) 
IVY: (Throwing it back at Rose.) 
No! Listen, little sister, I’m not 
doing any favors for you and 

I’m sure as heck not doing 
anything to help Mom on her 
crazy crusade. If those boys 
want to shoot each other up 
then I say, Go right ahead. If 
Mom wants to try and save 
‘em, fine. But leave me out of 
it. If she really is thinking that 
she’s saving a part of Dad, 
then I say she’s just plumb lost 
her mind. First off, he’s been 
dead some fifteen years now, 
and second, he wasn’t worth a 
whole lot of saving anyway. 
He had a mean streak that 
would come out on Mom or 
me or anyone who happened 
to be in the room with him at 
the wrong moment. Let him 
stay dead. 
ROSE: You shut up about Pa! 
(Takes a swing at Ivy with the 
empty bucket.) Your whole life is 
about disagreeing with Ma, 
isn’t it? If she loved Pa, then 
you gotta say he was a real 
bastard. If she wants to save 
some boys from dying, then 
you gotta say she’s lost her 
mind. You’re nothing but 
wickedness, and I’m not going 
to be helping you out 
anymore. Ma wants you to get 
a bucket of water, then you get 
her a bucket of water. (She 
swings the bucket at Ivy again. Ivy 
manages to catch it and the two 
struggle. Johnny walks around the 
side of the house with the pitchfork, 
and wearing shoes that are a might 
too large.) 
JOHNNY: Can I help you girls 
with something? (Both stop 
struggling but both are holding the 
bucket.) I’ve spread most of the 
hay over the vegetable garden 
out back and was wondering if 
there was something else I 
could do to help you out 
some. 

IVY: (Easily pulling the bucket 
away from Rose.) Why sure, 
Johnny. Maybe you could help 
me get some water from the 
well a ways off down there. 
JOHNNY: Why sure, Miss. I’d 
be pleased to help you out. (He 
leans the pitchfork up against the 
railing and grabs a second bucket. 
Ivy leads him away.) 
IVY: I was planning to do it 
myself, but that well sure 
seems a long way off when 
these buckets are full. (To 
Rose.) Now you’re missing you get 
to know we haven’t had I want to 
quit calling me you said we were all 
where’s your ball Americans for the 
Maybe you’ll figure it out 
some day, Sis. (They exit, almost 
immediately, William “Billy” Reed 
enters. He is a Union soldier.) 
BILLY: Excuse me. That boy. 
He wasn’t a soldier was he? 
ROSE: (Startled.) Huh? 
BILLY: The one who left with 
your sister. He wasn’t any 
soldier, was he? 
ROSE: Ma! 
BILLY: He wasn’t wearing any 
uniform, but you can never tell 
with them Rebs. 
ROSE: Mother! 
BILLY: No. Please. I don’t 
mean you any harm. (Eugenia 
comes rushing out.) 
EUGENIA: Rose, honey, what 
is it? 
BILLY: I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I 
really didn’t mean to scare you 
or anything. It’s just… I saw 
that other boy… he looked 
okay, but I just wanted to 
know if he was a Confederate 
or Union soldier or anything. 
ROSE: He means Johnny, Ma. 
He went to help Ivy with the 
water.  
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EUGENIA: What a dear boy. 
No, that Johnny is my 
nephew. 
BILLY: Oh that’s a relief. If he 
were a soldier he’d be 
wondering about me. If he 
were Confederate he’d want to 
kill me, and I don’t want to 
die. 
EUGENIA: None of us does, 
dear boy. 
BILLY: I’ve had too much of 
dying and I don’t want any 
more. I’m supposed to be at 
my post, watching the 
perimeter of camp, but I 
couldn’t. I had to leave. 
EUGENIA: I understand. 
BILLY: I kept seeing Bobby. 
Everywhere I looked. 
Rose: Bobby? 
BILLY: My friend. Since we 
were both weed high back in 
New Hampshire. We signed 
up to fight this war together 
and we fought side by side. 
Until last week.  
EUGENIA: 
What happened last week? 
BILLY: 
We were crouching behind 
some trees and fence posts 
and rocks at the edge of some 
woods, and we could see these 
Rebs, doing the same thing on 
the other side of this big field. 
EUGENIA: Turner’s Field, I’m 
sure of it. 
BILLY: Then the Captain 
called out the orders to charge 
and Bobby and me, we stood 
together and started marching 
across that field. 
EUGENIA: (Anticipating.) 
Oh, dear boy. 
BILLY: We didn’t take more 
than three steps when Bobby 
stopped marching. I was a step 
ahead of him and when I 
turned to see why he stopped, 

I saw this body standing there 
without a head. It looked like 
it was about to take a step 
when it toppled right in to me. 
It was Bobby. What was left of 
him. (A beat.) I don’t want to 
die like that. I don’t want to 
die. 
EUGENIA: You don’t have to, 
son. What’s your name? 
BILLY: William Reed. My 
friends … Bobby …just called 
me Billy. 
EUGENIA: The first thing you 
need to do, Billy, is to get out 
of them Blues. 
ROSE: Ma …you’re not going 
to… 
EUGENIA: 
Wearing them blues, folks’ll 
recognize you for a deserter 
right off. (He has his coat and hat 
off and is just starting to work on 
his pants.) Maybe you ought to 
wait to shed the trousers in 
private. Rose, honey, can you 
show Billy here where … 
ROSE: Pa’s old clothes are. I 
think I’ve got the idea here. 
BILLY: Oh, thank you. Thank 
you so much. 
EUGENIA: You just call me 
Aunt Ginny. 
BILLY: You’re a life saver, 
Aunt Ginny. A real life saver. 
EUGENIA: Bless you, Billy. 
ROSE: Come on. (They exit. 
Rose takes a moment to look at her 
mom and shake her head.) 
EUGENIA: I’m tryin’, Lou. I’m 
saving them. Two at a time, 
maybe, but I’m saving them. 
(She sits and folds up Billy’s 
uniform and leaves them neatly on 
the porch. Then she starts to rip 
more sheets.) And after the 
fighting, we’ll be there, the 
girls and I, and we’ll save some 
more. (A beat.) You’d be 
pleased with the girls, Lou. 

They’re good girls, both of 
them. Rose is a little emotional 
at times, and Ivy finds a way to 
get in to mischief a little too 
often, but they both have 
good hearts, keen minds, and 
strong wills. These boys seem 
like good boys, too. Take them 
out of their uniforms, and 
they’re just boys   – nothing 
soldier about them. ‘Course 
they had the good sense to get 
away. (A beat.) You could have 
done that, Louis. Get away. 
Come home to your babies, 
your little girls. And me. I 
would have liked that, Lou. To 
have you home here. (Rose 
enters. She may have heard some of 
the end of the speech.) 
ROSE: Who you talking to, 
Ma? 
EUGENIA: No one, Rose, 
honey. 
ROSE: You praying? 
EUGENIA: Not exactly. (A 
beat.) I was talking to your 
father. 
ROSE: Pa…? You mean Ivy’s 
right? 
EUGENIA: Right about what? 
ROSE: She said you were 
doing all this because you were 
trying to save Pa. 
EUGENIA: Save him? Rose, 
honey, your father has been 
dead fifteen years. How does 
Ivy think I’m going to save 
him? 
ROSE: It’s what she said. 
EUGENIA: I haven’t lost my 
faculties, Rose, honey. I know 
what the here and now is all 
about. I do all this because it 
needs doing. I’m not going to 
save your father, but think for 
just a moment, honey. 
Wouldn’t you have liked it if 
someone had taken him in and 
he was able to make it home 
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to us? We’re not just saving a 
couple of wet behind the ears 
boys. We’re saving futures. 
We’re helping families. It’s too 
late for Louis to come 
marching home, but Billy and 
Johnny will be able to live 
another day and hopefully find 
their ways back to their loved 
ones. They won’t be going 
back the innocent boys they 
started out, but they will go 
back. 
ROSE: Billy’s story. Was that 
true? 
EUGENIA: About his friend? 
 (Rose nods.) I reckon it was. 
You don’t make up stories like 
that. He can run away his 
whole life and never be able to 
get away from what happened 
to him. 
ROSE: It’s so sad. (Off stage we 
hear Ivy laugh.) 
JOHNNY: (Off stage, entering.) 
Of course the lieutenant had 
to clean it all up afterwards. 
IVY: I can’t believe things like 
that happen in the army. I 
thought everything was so 
rigid. 
JOHNNY: It usually is, but 
sometimes you just need a 
release. (Look at each other.) 
Well, here’s the water. 
IVY: Thank you for carrying it 
for me. 
JOHNNY: It really wasn’t all 
that far. 
IVY: But I never could have 
done it myself. 
ROSE: Oh, that’s true! 
EUGENIA: Thank you, 
Johnny. You’re being a real 
help to both Ivy and Rose 
here. 
JOHNNY: It’s my pleasure, 
Aunt Ginny. If there’s 
anything else I can do, just… 
(Billy steps onto the porch.) 

BILLY: These clothes are a 
pretty good fit. There’s just… 
(Billy sees Johnny and the two just 
stare at each other. It is as if they 
both know, without any other clues 
that each represents the enemy.) 
IVY: Mom? 
EUGENIA: Now wouldn’t you 
know it; we are an incredibly 
fortunate family. Not only has 
your cousin Johnny come to 
help us out in some difficult 
times, but cousin Billy made 
the difficult trip as well. Now 
of course, being cousins from 
opposite sides of the family, 
you two probably haven’t met 
before. 
JOHNNY: No ma’am, I don’t 
believe I’ve had the pleasure. 
BILLY: Me either. 
EUGENIA: Well. Johnny, this 
is Billy. Billy, Johnny. (They 
both look and simply nod to each 
other. Johnny may quietly say, 
“How do.” Both are wary of the 
other, and at the same time a bit 
afraid. They are both deserters, after 
all.) 
IVY: And I’m Ivy, Billy. It’s 
been so long I feel like I don’t 
even know you. 
BILLY: I’m real glad to meet 
you. (A beat. He glances at 
Johnny.) Again. 
IVY: I really think that I need 
to get to know you better, 
Billy. 
ROSE: (Giving Ivy a hard push.) 
You stay away from him. 
You’re not going to get him to 
do all your chores for you, too. 
IVY: (Shoving Rose right back.) 
Don’t be pushing me, little 
sister. I got a right to get to 
know my own cousin. 
ROSE: (Pushing again, but with 
less result.) He’s not your 
cousin, and you know it. Now 
lay off of him. 

EUGENIA: Rose, honey! Hush! 
IVY: (Pushing, and the girls are 
now in a real struggle.) I’ll do 
what I want, little sister! 
ROSE: He needs 
understanding and care. 
Something you know nothing 
about. 
EUGENIA: Girls. Girls! 
IVY: Why don’t you let him 
decide what he wants? 
ROSE: Because you won’t let 
him decide. 
IVY: You mean because he 
might want me. (Rose screams a 
little and starts hitting her sister, 
who just laughs while fending her 
off. Billy and Johnny both try to 
separate the girls and Eugenia grabs 
them each by an ear and ushers 
them in to the house.) 
EUGENIA: You two get inside 
this house right this minute. I 
thought my days of separating 
the two of you were over. Ivy, 
you leave those two boys 
alone. They can help around 
the house, but I don’t want 
you to be making me ashamed. 
And Rose, you keep your 
mouth shut. 
ROSE: Ma, I don’t like lying… 
EUGENIA: (Giving Rose’s ear a 
tug.) Shut, I said. Now inside, 
both of you. (They exit. There is 
an awkward pause as Billy and 
Johnny look at each other.) 
JOHNNY: You’re not really 
their cousin, are you? 
BILLY:  (Wary.) No.  
JOHNNY: (After a beat.) Me 
either. 
BILLY: Really? 
JOHNNY: No. 
BILLY: You a Reb? (There is a 
long pause as Johnny considers his 
answer.) 
JOHNNY: Yank? (Suddenly, they 
know everything they need to know 
about each other.) 
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BILLY: Why you here? 
JOHNNY: I was cold, hungry, 
lonely, and I didn’t want to do 
this anymore. It didn’t seem to 
make any sense. I didn’t really 
know why I was doing any of 
it. You? 
BILLY: I don’t want to die. 
(Johnny nods his head knowingly.) 
My best friend died right next 
to me, and I don’t want to die. 
JOHNNY: If they catch you 
here they’ll probably shoot 
you. 
BILLY: They won’t catch me 
here. 
JOHNNY: No? 
BILLY: I don’t. Want. To. Die. 
I’m not going to let that 
happen. I’m going back to 
New Hampshire to my little 
brother and sister. I’m going 
to teach ‘em NOT to fight. No 
one should die from fighting. 
Ever. 
JOHNNY: Why’d you join up 
in the first place, then? 
BILLY: Bobby, my friend, and 
I did it together. Seemed like 
the right thing to do. 
Everybody was joining up to 
put down the up-rising South. 
Seemed like we had fought not 
too long ago to be a free 
country, and now the South 
was trying to split us up 
already. 
JOHNNY: It wasn’t like that. 
BILLY: And of course keeping 
slaves didn’t seem right, even 
if they were Negroes. 
JOHNNY: We never had a 
slave, my family. 
BILLY: Really? 
JOHNNY: We didn’t have the 
money to keep a slave.  
BILLY: But you would have, if 
you could have. (Johnny simply 
shrugs – yes, his family probably 
would have had a slave if they could 

have afforded it, there simply wasn’t 
anything wrong with it.) 
BILLY:  (Looking him over.) 
We’re not so different, I guess. 
JOHNNY: You and I have 
nothing in common. 
BILLY: Sure. We’re both 
deserters. Cowards. 
JOHNNY: I’m no coward. 
BILLY: Come on. We’re both 
here. Admit it. You don’t want 
to die any more than I do. 
JOHNNY: I’m not admitting to 
any Yankee Federal that I’m a 
coward. It isn’t so. I’d die ten 
times over for the South. 
BILLY: That so, Reb? Then 
why you here? 
JOHNNY: It’s the killing that I 
can’t stomach. 
BILLY: Killing? 
JOHNNY: I don’t think I can 
take another man’s life. (A 
beat.) They tell us to aim low 
so that we’re not firing over 
your heads, and that if we 
wound a man, so much the 
better because it takes two 
good men out of the battle in 
order to carry a wounded man 
off, but I can’t do it. I’m not 
ready to pull another man 
down like that. (A beat.) You 
ever take part in one of those 
coffee for tobacco trades? 
BILLY: No, but I’ve heard of 
‘em. 
JOHNNY: Well I have. A 
couple of us stole out of camp 
one night and met up with a 
group of Yanks and we 
swapped some fine Southern 
tobacco for a few, lousy 
pounds of coffee. The Yanks 
got the better deal, I’m sure of 
it. But while we’re trading, 
we’re swapping tales of camp 
life, telling jokes, and 
everyone’s agreeing that we 
ought to decide this war with 

one good game of baseball. 
And the whole time, I’m 
looking at these Blue Coats 
and seeing men, not a whole 
lot different from the men 
back home, except that they 
drink piss-poor coffee and talk 
a bit strange, and I think ‘How 
could I ever kill one of these 
men?’ How could I kill a man 
when I’ve looked into his eyes, 
shook his hand, and told him 
how real pretty the girl in his 
photograph is? I can’t. I can’t 
do it. But then there are the 
commanding officers, trying to 
get us riled up and ready for a 
battle. They tell us that the 
Federals are raping our land 
and our women and killing our 
livestock and that we need to 
put you in your place, but I tell 
you, I’ve been marched 300 
miles and then some from my 
home, and I’ve been in the 
fields that don’t look anything 
like what I’ve got back home, 
and if I’m looking at you 
Yanks on the other side of 
these fields, then how is that 
you’re 300 miles behind my 
back doing all that to my kin? 
BILLY:  (After a beat.) So you 
are a coward, like me. (With a 
sudden fury, Johnny rushes and 
grabs Billy by the lapels and pushes 
him back to the porch.) 
JOHNNY: I just said, I’m no 
coward, Yank. I will gladly die 
to save my kin. I just ain’t 
been pushed enough to put 
another soul into the earth. 
Maybe you’ll change that for 
me, Yank? 
BILLY: Not me, Reb. I am a 
coward. I don’t mind telling 
you straight out. When Bobby 
died, he died for the both of 
us. I’m not ready to do it. 
(Johnny lets Billy go.) Maybe you 
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aren’t a coward, but you can’t 
go back. You’d be shot for a 
deserter.  
JOHNNY: I know! I can’t go 
back to my regiment because 
I’m a deserter. I can’t go 
home, because I’ve disgraced 
my family. And I sure as heck 
can’t go North. Y’all talk too 
damned funny up there. 
BILLY: Guess it would’ve been 
easier if you’d’ve just been a 
coward. 
JOHNNY: (Grabbing Billy again 
and getting right in his face.) I’m 
getting a might sick of your 
talk of cowards, Yank! I’ll 
rectify my ways right now, if 
you’d like! 
BILLY: (Weak in the knees.) 
I don’t want to die. (Eugenia 
comes out of the house. She sees the 
boys but it doesn’t seem to register to 
her that there’s any sort of tension.) 
EUGENIA: You boys getting 
to know each other? 
JOHNNY: A sight too well, 
Ma’am. 
EUGENIA: I apologize for my 
girls. They do get a little 
carried away with each other, 
now and then. 
JOHNNY: No need to, Miss 
Ginny. The air’s been a little 
thick with tension all over this 
here country of late. A little 
family squabble is nothing to 
fret over. 
EUGENIA: Aren’t you dear? 
Maybe you can give Ivy a hand 
in the parlor. 
JOHNNY: (Already heading for 
the door.) Of course. 
EUGENIA: She’s sorting 
through the linens, looking for 
anything we can make 
bandages out of. We’ll be 
going to the fields to help the 
boys who’ve been wounded. 
(Johnny stops abruptly and looks 

and Eugenia. Billy, still a bit 
shaken at the ferocity of Johnny, 
also stares at Eugenia.) 
EUGENIA: Oh, don’t you 
worry, boys. The girls and I 
will be playing the nursemaid. 
You two can stay here and 
mind the house. 
JOHNNY: Thank you, Ma’am. 
I hope you’ll be taking extra 
special care of those soldiers. 
(Directed somewhat at Billy.) 
Some good men will be out 
there dying for their cause. 
(Johnny exits, but not before he 
hears Billy say:) 
BILLY: And some better ones 
will be out there doing the 
killing. 
EUGENIA: Killing and dying. 
Dying and killing. Why is it 
you men folk think this is so 
necessary? Dying and killing? 
You think that killing a man 
doesn’t affect anybody other 
than the man dying, and 
maybe the regiment he fights 
with who has to fill his spot. 
But you don’t think about that 
man’s family. You don’t think 
about the lives you’ve affected 
beyond the battlefield. The 
man who falls might be 
leaving behind a wife and 
children. A wife who has to 
now raise her young ones by 
herself. Two girls who nightly 
ask about their Pa until they 
get tired of asking and then 
forget that there ever was a Pa 
in their lives. A wife who now 
has to find a way to provide. 
BILLY: Miss Eugenia, you 
might be surprised by this, but 
we do think about those 
things, sometimes. Each time I 
see a man fall, he calls out to a 
buddy to tell his girl that his 
dying thoughts were of her, 
and I do wonder about who’s 

waiting for someone who’ll 
never come home. I’ve seen a 
photograph or two of some 
mighty pretty young ladies in 
some Rebs’ pockets and I 
wonder what we’re taking 
away from them ladies. But 
you know something, it 
doesn’t matter a hoot ‘n holler 
what I think. There’s always 
some man with a lot more 
stripes on his sleeve telling me 
to move on. And come right 
down to it, I’d much rather be 
thinking about some other 
guy’s family missing him, than 
some Reb thinking about my 
family missing me. 
EUGENIA: But why does 
anyone have to be thinking 
about any other man’s family 
in that way? 
BILLY: You don’t have to 
convince me. I’m doing my 
part. In ten days I plan to be 
back in New Hampshire and 
trying awful hard to forget 
what I’ve seen. 
EUGENIA: Oh, don’t forget it. 
Remembering is the only way 
to keep it from happening 
again. 
BILLY: I’m sorry, but what 
I’ve seen I don’t want to 
remember. Not that I’ll have 
much choice, most likely. (Rose 
has been listening just inside the 
door.) 
ROSE: It really affected you, 
didn’t it? 
BILLY: It did. 
ROSE: I can’t imagine what 
you’ve been through. What 
you’ve seen. 
BILLY: I hope you never do. 
EUGENIA: She’ll get a taste of 
it after the next encounter. 
When we go to help the 
wounded. 
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BILLY: It’s a good thing, to 
want to help those men, but 
I’d ask that you not take her 
out there. It’s not a sight for a 
pretty young lady. 
EUGENIA: She can help. 
BILLY: There’s a corps of men 
whose sole job it is to go out 
to the battlefield and remove 
the wounded men who might 
be saved. 
EUGENIA: We’ll help the rest. 
BILLY: I’m sorry Miss Ginny, 
but anyone still out there when 
you arrive is a dead man, 
whether he calls out to you or 
not. 
ROSE: (Shivering at the thought.) 
Oh. 
EUGENIA: My girls are strong.  
ROSE: I’m not, Ma. I’m not 
strong. Not like Ivy is. I can’t 
see the things that Billy here 
has seen. 
BILLY: And you shouldn’t. 
EUGENIA: You’ll see. You’ll 
learn. You’ll remember. Maybe 
you’ll even save your father. 
ROSE: Pa’s dead, Ma! I can’t 
save him fifteen years after he 
died! 
EUGENIA: I don’t mean your 
Pa. I’m saying that any boy 
you help out on that field 
might be somebody’s father. 
You could help send 
someone’s Pa home. (A pause 
as she reflects to herself.) … 
Walking through the field, 
coming home from his war 
because someone helped him 
survive… (To Rose.) Those 
boys’ll be wanting water. Get 
busy and fill those canteens, 
and when they’re filled, start 
filling our old ginger bottles. 
I’ll empty some jars in the root 
cellar. (Eugenia exits around the 
side of the house.) 
 

ROSE: Take me with you. 
BILLY: What? 
ROSE: Take me with you. To 
New Hampshire. 
BILLY: I can’t. 
ROSE: Then take me as far as 
New York City. Or Boston. 
Or… or… anywhere. Take me 
with you. Take me away from 
here. 
BILLY: I can’t do that to your 
mother. I may not agree with 
her, but she’s helped me. She 
let me come here and hide. 
She let me out of my uniform 
and gave me these clothes. 
ROSE: Those clothes are 
nearly twenty years old. 
Doesn’t that say something? 
That she’s kept Pa’s clothes 
cleaned and ready for all this 
time? (A beat.) I can’t stay here. 
I have to leave. I want to leave 
with you. 
BILLY: You don’t know a 
thing about me. Except that I 
run away from my problems. 
ROSE: I don’t believe that. I 
think you might run away 
from a nightmare, but I’m the 
one running away, leaving my 
problems behind. 
BILLY: I might be married. 
ROSE: I’m not asking for 
anything other than a traveling 
companion. And if you have 
me with you, you’re not as apt 
to be caught. Your 
commander might have people 
looking for a deserter, but not 
a man and woman traveling 
together. 
BILLY:  (Out of excuses.) 
Why me? Why not the Reb? 
ROSE: I don’t know for sure. 
Maybe it’s because I like your 
self-confidence. 
BILLY: My self-con…? 
ROSE: You know who you 
are. 

BILLY: Yeah, a deserter. A 
Union Army regular, deserter. 
ROSE: Maybe so, but you’re 
comfortable with it. 
BILLY: I wouldn’t say I’m 
comfortable. 
ROSE: You know why you’re 
leaving. (A beat.) I heard what 
you told Ma about seeing your 
friend die. You know that it’s 
something you don’t want to 
go through again. You say that 
you don’t want to die. But I 
think it’s more than that. I 
think that you don’t want to 
see anybody die. (He doesn’t 
deny this.) I also heard you say 
that you wanted to go back to 
your brother and sister and 
teach them so that they 
wouldn’t ever want to kill. (He 
nods slightly.) I heard 
compassion in your voice. I 
heard a man who’s already 
seen more than any man 
should in one lifetime. A man 
who’s lost his best friend. I 
heard a man who knows why 
he’s leaving and knows where 
he’s headed. (Billy stands to let it 
sink in. Rose may be correct; Billy 
just hadn’t realized it himself.) 
ROSE:  (Softly.) I didn’t hear 
you mention any wife. (She 
smiles coyly but genuinely. Billy 
laughs slightly.) 
BILLY: There isn’t any. (A beat, 
as they share a look, wondering if 
the other is thinking the same 
thing.) But there isn’t any hero 
standing here, either. 
ROSE: I never said… 
BILLY: Oh, you did. You as 
much as implied that what 
drives me to run away is a 
good thing. Something that 
others should strive for. But it 
isn’t that way. If there were 
more people running away 
from their guns, there’d be… 
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ROSE: Peace? 
BILLY: Chaos. You really 
think you want a country full 
of men who do what they 
please; don’t follow orders? 
ROSE: I want to be with one 
man, heading to New 
Hampshire. 
BILLY: What would you do 
there? 
ROSE: I’ll worry about that 
when I get there. 
BILLY: You think you could 
like New Hampshire? It’s a bit 
different than here. 
ROSE: Tell me about it. 
BILLY: It’s beautiful. It’s 
green. It’s the most green state 
in the entire union. I love 
looking out my window in the 
morning and seeing the light 
from the sunrise bringing the 
trees on White Mountain to 
life. 
ROSE: If the state’s so green, 
why do they call it White 
Mountain? 
BILLY:  (Laughing.) Well, I can 
see that we’ll have plenty to 
talk about on our way. 
ROSE: Let’s get some clothes 
for you. I can gather what I 
need in ten minutes. (She 
impulsively gives Billy a big hug. It 
lasts just a tad longer than a simple 
thank-you-hug. She pulls away and 
then leads him in to the house.) 
Come on. (Johnny enters, carrying 
the pitchfork, followed by Ivy.) 
JOHNNY: Ivy, please. 
IVY: I thought you wanted to. 
JOHNNY: I do. I did. I… I 
can’t, Ivy. 
IVY: Sure you can. Just put 
that pitchfork down and we’ll 
move some hay around in a 
different way. 
JOHNNY: No. I’m going to go 
cover the garden, as I 
promised your Ma. 

IVY: You said the garden was 
done. 
JOHNNY: I’m going to cover 
the flower bed, back where 
your clothesline was. 
IVY: Those are nothing but 
wild flowers. We never tend 
‘em and they come back every 
year anyway. (A beat.) You 
want to cover something wild, 
well… 
JOHNNY: Ivy, please! 
IVY: What’s with you, Cousin? 
I’ve never seen a boy go so 
cold so fast. Least not before 
getting together. 
JOHNNY: I don’t know. It’s 
that Yank you got staying here. 
IVY: Billy? Don’t pay him any 
mind. He’s more a coward 
than you are. 
JOHNNY: I’m not a coward! 
IVY: Then you are one very 
lost hero, ‘cause your regiment 
is about four miles back that 
way. 
JOHNNY: You don’t 
understand. 
IVY: No, I don’t. I see you 
here because you don’t want 
to be fighting. You ran away 
from your commander and 
your fellow soldiers. You ran 
away from the fighting. The 
word I learned for that kind of 
man is Coward. 
JOHNNY: But I’m not a 
coward. A coward is someone 
who’s afraid to die. Like the 
Yank. Someone who won’t 
spill his own blood for what 
he knows is right. I am not 
that man. I would die, ten 
times over if I could, for the 
glory that is the South. Here. 
(He shoves the pitchfork in her 
hands.) Run me through. And 
if I still have breath, I’ll laugh 
and ask you to do it again. 
Glory to the South! 

IVY: (Shoving the pitchfork back at 
him.) You’re odd. (She goes to sit 
on the porch steps.) And you’re a 
coward. 
JOHNNY: I am not… 
IVY: No. You are a coward. If 
not, tell me why you’re here. 
JOHNNY: Because I don’t 
know how to kill! (A beat. Then 
Ivy starts to laugh.) 
IVY: Oh, Johnny-Reb Taylor, 
you are a funny one. Don’t 
know how to kill. Well, there’s 
plenty of learning 
opportunities available. 
JOHNNY: I never took another 
life in all my days. I can shoot 
at trees and run through straw 
scarecrows, but if I even think 
about there being a real person 
on the other end I start … I 
get… (He is working very hard to 
prevent himself from 
hyperventilating). 
IVY: All right. Calm down. I 
get the idea. But the truth is, 
you’re still a coward. 
JOHNNY: Don’t say that. 
IVY: You could still be out 
there, with your regiment. You 
can’t hurt anyone, but you’re 
willing to die… so why don’t 
you? Why aren’t you out there 
taking a bullet so one of the 
real soldiers can continue the 
fight? 
JOHNNY: Don’t you think I’ve 
tried? But at every battle I see 
the killing and I wonder what’s 
wrong with me, why can’t I do 
it, too? Then I imagine myself 
in the battle, shooting and 
killing just like the others and I 
start… to… I… (He is heaving, 
not quite vomiting, but close Rose 
and Billy enter from the house. They 
are carrying bundles, obviously ready 
to leave for good.) 
ROSE: (Seeing the look on 
Johnny’s face.) Gee, Ivy, I see 
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you’re working your charms 
again. 
IVY: Looks to me like you’ve 
found some of your own. For 
a change. 
ROSE: It so happens that I’m 
traveling with Billy. I’m finally 
getting out of here. Away from 
Ma and away from you. 
IVY: (Laughing.) Haven’t you 
figured it out? You’ll never get 
away from Mother. 
BILLY: Sure she will. I’m 
taking her. All the way to New 
Hampshire. 
ROSE: All my life you’ve been 
pushing me around. Well not 
any more. (She physically shoves 
Ivy.) You can stay out of my 
life. I’ve found someone who 
is going to take me away. 
From you. From here. I’m 
going to be happy in my life 
and you can’t stop me. 
BILLY:  (Trying to restrain Rose 
from attacking Ivy.) Hey, easy, 
Rose, easy. That’s enough. 
ROSE: No, it’s not enough. 
You don’t understand how 
much I’ve had to take from 
her my whole life. 
BILLY: I understand. I have 
brothers and sisters back 
home. 
ROSE: But it’s more than that. 
EUGENIA: (Entering from the 
house.) What’s the commotion 
out here? 
IVY: Take your little soldier-
boy and leave. 
EUGENIA: Leave?  
ROSE: I’ll leave when I’m 
ready. (She shoves Ivy again.) 
EUGENIA: Who’s leaving this 
house? 
IVY: Little sister, you’re not 
going to get any more free 
shoves. 
EUGENIA: Where you leaving 
to, Rose-honey? 

BILLY: Come on, Rose. Let’s 
go. 
ROSE: I’m not ready yet. 
BILLY: Please. I don’t like this. 
ROSE: I have to say my 
goodbyes. (She turns to Ivy. Gives 
her a huge shove.) Good-bye. 
IVY: (Quickly returning the shove.) 
That’s it! I told you I wouldn’t 
stand for it anymore! (The girls 
are shoving and struggling with each 
other.) 
ROSE: Can’t take it, can you 
Ivy?  
IVY: I can take and give it 
better than you ever will. 
EUGENIA: Rose-honey! Ivy-
girl! You two stop this 
nonsense right now! 
ROSE: You’ve been shoving 
me around my whole life. A 
little shoving back rubs you 
the wrong way, doesn’t it? 
EUGENIA: You girls behave! 
IVY: I haven’t even started to 
push you around little sister! 
EUGENIA: Stop this. Stop this 
right now! (Billy and Johnny both 
reach in and try to separate the 
girls.) 
BILLY: Rose. Rose, come on! 
JOHNNY: Ivy. Leave her 
alone. (They are separated just long 
enough.) 
IVY: Well, my frightened little 
soldier boy. You finally got the 
courage to step in to a little 
fight. Of course it was 
between two girls. 
EUGENIA: You watch your 
tongue, Ivy-girl! Now what’s 
this all about? 
ROSE: I’m leaving. With Billy. 
I’m not going to live anywhere 
near this little bitch anymore. 
IVY: Don’t you be calling me 
names, little sister. 
ROSE: Yeah? Well what are 
you going to do about it? 

IVY: (Grabbing the pitchfork out of 
Johnny’s hands.) I’m going to 
run you through. 
ROSE: I’d like to see you try it!  
(Ivy starts to thrust and Rose starts 
to attack, in to the pitchfork, but 
Johnny grabs the back end of the 
pitchfork, preventing the thrusting 
attack, and Billy grabs Rose, 
pulling her back. There is 
pandemonium and shouting.) 
ROSE: Let me go. I’ll kill her! 
EUGENIA: Stop this. Stop! 
IVY: What do you think you’re 
doing? 
BILLY: Let’s go. Get away 
from here. Come on. 
JOHNNY: You can’t do this. 
You can’t! 
IVY: I can do it. Just watch me 
kill the little brat! 
EUGENIA: Girls, girls! 
JOHNNY: Why are you doing 
this? 
IVY: Let go! 
BILLY: Come on! 
ROSE: Let me go! (Very 
abruptly, the lights change. The 
lights grow dim on the four 
characters downstage and they 
suddenly begin to move in slow 
motion. A light spotlights Eugenia 
on the porch. The action downstage 
continues in slow motion while 
Eugenia delivers her speech.) 
EUGENIA: Boys fighting boys. 
Girls fighting girls. Sisters and 
brothers. How does it stop? 
When do we stand up and say: 
That’s enough? (A beat.) And 
when do people listen? I’ve 
done right by our girls, Lou. 
They’re good. Both of them. 
But they fight tooth and nail. 
Maybe it’d be better if they’d 
had a father to help watch 
over them. Someone to help 
discipline. I can only do so 
much. But you never made it 
home, Lou. You were off 
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fighting, too. Fighting a war 
that shouldn’t never have 
been. It’s a vicious cycle that 
has to be broken. But how? 
How do you change the nature 
of man himself? (A beat.) I’m 
doing what I can. I know it 
isn’t much, but to strip off a 
man’s armor you have to start 
with a single chink. I took in 
these boys to show them that 
there are people who don’t 
expect them to fight, and to let 
them know that they can still 
hold their heads up high when 
they return home. BECAUSE 
they’ll return home. And 
maybe they’ll teach their 
children that it’s okay not to 
fight. And if their children 
learn that lesson, there’s hope 
for us all. (During the speech, in 
slow motion action, Billy is trying to 
pull Rose away from Ivy and the 
pitchfork. Johnny is still holding the 
pitchfork back and he and Ivy 
struggle for control of the tool. In 
doing so, they turn themselves 
around. Johnny gives a hard tug and 
Ivy decides to let the pitchfork go. 
At that moment, as the pitchfork is 
going backward, toward Rose, Billy 
pushes her out of the way and takes 
the pitchfork full in the stomach. 
Johnny turns, horrified, to see what 
has happened. Ivy smiles. they 
return to full speed as Rose shouts:) 
ROSE: NO!! (Though at full 
speed, everyone is frozen as Billy 
falls to the ground. Rose drops to 
him, lifting his head.) 
BILLY: (With dying breath.) 
Hey, Reb. Looks like we both 
conquered our fears. (He dies. 
Rose sobs into Billy’s face. Ivy drops 
down to check Billy out. Johnny 
stands, transfixed, shocked. He 
takes a couple of deep breaths, but 
doesn’t otherwise move as the others 
flurry around him.) 

EUGENIA: Rose-honey. Get 
the water. Quickly now! Ivy-
girl. The bandages. We’ll get 
him to Doc Craver and he’ll 
be… 
IVY: It’s too late, Mom. 
JOHNNY: I did it. 
EUGENIA: Ol’ Doc Craver can 
stitch him up. A month of 
bedrest and he’ll be ready for 
his journey home. 
IVY: I think he’s already made 
that journey, Mom. 
EUGENIA: And when he gets 
there, he’ll… (A beat.) Oh, 
dear. 
JOHNNY: I… did it. 
IVY: Well, Johnny. Where’s the 
heaving? The vomiting? 
Where’s that cowardly fear of 
killing now? 
EUGENIA: Leave the poor boy 
alone, Ivy. 
JOHNNY: It’s all right ma’am. 
She doesn’t bother me none.  
(He looks down at Billy’s body.) 
EUGENIA: Why don’t you go 
inside, Johnny. Get yourself a 
good drink of water and lie 
down for a while. We’ll take 
care of this, the girls and I. 
Don’t concern yourself about 
it anymore. What’s done is 
done. (Johnny starts to the house, 
but stops at the railing where Billy’s 
Union coat is draped.) 
IVY: What’s done is done? 
What kind of talk is that, 
Mother? 
JOHNNY: Your Ma’s right. 
The Yank is dead and nothing 
on the good Lord’s Earth is 
going to change that. 
EUGENIA: There’s enough 
dying going on to last ‘til the 
end of time. We have to see to 
it that Johnny stays safe. 
There’ll be time enough for 
mourning once the living go 
home. 

JOHNNY: Mourning? Begging 
your pardon, Ma’am, but I’m 
more likely to celebrate. 
EUGENIA: Don’t speak that 
way. It’s one thing to put off 
mourning, but I’ll not have 
you talking ill about the dead 
boy. 
JOHNNY: But it’s not about 
the fact that Billy is dead… 
IVY: Wow. Won’t Billy be 
surprised. 
JOHNNY: It’s that a Union 
soldier is dead. And I did it. 
There’s one less Yank in the 
world to be killing good 
Confederate boys, and I did it. 
ROSE: You bastard. 
EUGENIA: No, Rose, honey. 
It’s the bloodlust. He doesn’t 
know what he’s saying. 
ROSE: You stupid, brainless, 
backwoods, coward. You 
didn’t rid the world of a Union 
soldier, you killed a boy going 
home to his kin. Look at him! 
He’s wearing my Pa’s clothes, 
not a uniform! 
JOHNNY: The Yank who wore 
this jacket is dead, and I’m 
heading back to my unit. 
EUGENIA: Back? 
IVY: They’ll hang you for a 
traitor. 
JOHNNY: Maybe so. I’ll even 
give ‘em the rope. (He holds out 
a wad of clothes line.)  
It’s your own clothes line. I 
cut it down last night. I was 
thinking of hanging myself. 
IVY: Too bad you didn’t think 
a little harder. 
EUGENIA: You can’t go back 
there, Johnny. Think about 
why you left. 
JOHNNY: I am, Ma’am. I left 
because I didn’t think I 
could… didn’t think I had it in 
me to take a life, but I know 
now there’s a spark of a good 
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soldier, a good man, inside of 
me. I just need to fire it up 
some. 
EUGENIA: That kind of fire 
don’t need kindling – it needs 
putting out. 
JOHNNY: It needs fanning. It 
needs to be out there among 
all the other fires, blazing 
north. 
EUGENIA: Killing a boy 
doesn’t make you a man. 
JOHNNY: I think, Ma’am, that 
maybe it does. But even if it 
doesn’t, I know that it makes 
me a good soldier. He was a 
Yank and I killed him. It ought 
to get easier with each one. 
EUGENIA: No. No, it ought to 
get harder. 
JOHNNY: I thank you for 
letting me wear these boots. 
I’ll be needing them to keep 
up the fighting. And I reckon 
I’ll take along this jacket of his. 
It might help my story some 
when I explain that I killed the 
Yank. (He checks the pockets 
quickly, removing a photograph of 
Billy’s somber-looking family. He 
offers the photo to Rose, who refuses 
to take it. He lets it drop. He nods 
to Eugenia.) Ma’am. (He looks at 

Ivy, and nods a good-bye. She 
simply stares at him, not sure what 
to make of his change. Rose refuses 
to look at him, though she has 
stopped crying over Billy. He tosses 
the wad of rope, which lands near 
Rose. He exits.) 
EUGENIA: Let’s get that boy 
off the front yard. We’ll give 
him a nice resting spot out 
back near the dogwood. (Rose 
and Ivy stand, as though to get to 
work, but Rose picks up the 
photograph and satchel Billy was 
carrying and slings it over her 
shoulder.) 
ROSE: No, Ma. I’m moving 
on. 
EUGENIA: Rose, honey? 
IVY: Where you think you’re 
going? 
ROSE: New Hampshire. 
IVY: There’s nothing for you 
there. Not now. 
ROSE: You’re wrong, Ivy. 
You’re always wrong. Haven’t 
you seen that? Billy’s shown 
me the way out of here. And 
somebody has to go there and 
tell his family that he won’t be 
coming back. 
IVY: And you think that you 
can do it? 

ROSE: I have to. But there’s 
more than that. I have to tell 
them how he felt. What he 
thought about fighting and 
dying. I have to make sure that 
no one in his family tries to 
follow in his footsteps. That’s 
what he wanted most. To 
make sure his little brother 
never went to war. And that’s 
what I’m going to do. Make 
sure no one in his family 
makes the same mistake.  
EUGENIA: (Plucks at something 
imaginary in front of her and says:) 
Chink. 
ROSE: Ma? (A beat, as they look 
at each other.) Bye, Ma. (Eugenia 
doesn’t say anything; she can’t. She 
smiles – sad to lose her daughter, 
but happy for the future. Rose looks 
at Ivy.) 
ROSE: Maybe you’ll figure it 
out. (Rose exits opposite side of the 
stage where Johnny exited.) Ivy 
folds Billy’s hands, preparing 
to move him. Eugenia steps 
off the porch, between Ivy and 
the departing Rose. She 
watches Rose leave as lights 
fade to black.)
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Sixty-one 
Larry Johnson 

 

In 1961, as a junior high athlete, I did the 50-mile hike, promoted by the Kennedy 
administration to encourage fitness. When I turned 50 in 1996, I intended to reproduce the 
feat to promote re-election for our great Senator Paul Wellstone. I was instead too sick to 
crawl, after prolonged exposure to mold and other toxins in a school treating teachers and 
children like Vietnam Veterans exposed to Agent Orange.  

Then, quite spontaneously in 2007, panning a 61-mile hike on my 6lst birthday, the effort 
rose again, this time to promote strategies for less war, fewer veterans, and for both a new 
bridge and a peace statue at the Lake Harriet Peace Garden in Minneapolis. My grandson, 
Tyler, same age in 2007 as I was in 1961, elected to do the walk with me. We hiked for two 
days, because we would be covering 11 miles more than I had hiked in 1961, and because I 
was 46 years older. We also walked for Tyler’s great uncle, Kale Solberg, whose name is 
etched on the Vietnam Memorial Wall in Washington, D.C.  

On August 9, 2007, at 6:10 a.m., we got on bus #61 in downtown Minneapolis, right at the 
corner where the light rail takes you to the Mall of America. The Mall, built on the spot 
where the Minnesota Twins started playing at Metropolitan Stadium in 1961, is also where I 
began my first 50-mile hike nearly five decades earlier. We took bus #61 to Highway 61 and 
headed north on the famous road that follows the Mississippi from northern Minnesota to 
the Gulf of Mexico. At 6:10 that evening, we brought together members of Veterans for 
Peace and the VFW for a ceremony to honor the sacrifice of service members at the 
Veterans Memorial in Lindstrom, Minnesota. My grandfather and uncle, both veterans, are 
buried in Lindstrom, as is my father, who died at age 61. 
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My mother, whom I believe did her best to 
prevent me from being drafted during the 
Vietnam War, also lies at rest in Lindstrom, the 
town where she grew up. On August 10, we left 
again at 6:10 a.m., crossing the bridge into 
Wisconsin, then heading south to Osceola, where 
we crossed back into Minnesota. It was a 95-
degree day, but we drank a lot of water, walked in 
shade as much as possible, and eventually crossed 
the Lake Street Peace Bridge for a 6:10 Ceremony 
of Peace at the Minneapolis Midtown Market. 
Midtown Market, which was established to reflect 
fair trade and cultures from around the world 
took over the old Sears building when it closed. 

 

Growing up conservative Protestant in the 50s, 
my neighborhood friends and I were taught to 
think of the Catholic Kennedy Presidency as a 
disaster. After all, the Pope was the antichrist. 
Still, we were inspired by the charismatic leader 
who said, “Ask not what your country can do for 
you, but what you can do for your country.” 

My dad mapped out a route for us in the car. 
All of my friends all planned to go on the 50-mile 
hike, for the President, and for our Country. I had, for 
several years before 1961, knocked on doors 
weekly to collect my paper route money, so I was 
familiar with excuses. But never had I heard the 
excuses I heard when I knocked on doors to wake 
up friends to walk with me, as patriots.  

I ended up taking the challenge alone, not even 
telling my parents of my solo hike because I was 
afraid they might try to stop me. Leaving the 
baseball stadium near my home, I headed south 
on old Cedar Avenue, walked west through 
Lakeville, and headed home down the roadbed of 
I35W freeway, which was under construction in 
1961. Halfway out, my body desperately wanted 
me to use my emergency dime to call for a ride, 
but that wasn’t even an option. Intent on beating 
a Marine I heard about who completed the hike in 
8 ½ hours when set out, the walk took me 13 ½ 
hours, but I finished proud – not ready to do it 
again soon, but proud.  

Most of the promotion that influenced me to 
take a 50-mile hike focused on Marines finishing 
the course, but somehow I never processed the 
idea of the hike grew out of an extreme military 
test.  For me it was just one more physical 

challenge, and my ongoing athletic training 
enabled me to finish well under the 50 miles in 
less than 20 hours, the standard for Marines. 
True, I wasn’t wearing a fifty-pound pack required 
by the Marine Corps, but I only weighed 89 
pounds. The event put me in line, when I was 
drafted, to pass the army basic training PT test so 
far ahead of everyone else, they gave me an early 
pass from Fort Sam Houston to San Antonio. I 
was rewarded with a Sunday in town. In full dress 
uniform, I went by myself, making it the loneliest 
day of my life up to that moment.  

In the periodic table, 61 is the number given to 
the highly radioactive element Prometheum, 
named for a Greek god, Prometheus, who made 
men from clay and defied the bigger gods by 
giving humans fire. Zeus punished him with 
eternal torture by fire. Having spent the 50s, 
hiding under desks as protection from atom 
bombs that had already vaporized two cities, I 
think we may have defied the gods by creating 
nuclear weapons. 

After I finished walking 61 miles and obsessing 
about the number 61, people asked, “So what are 
you doing next year? Walking 62 miles?” It was 
never my intention to become mechanical. The 
mystical experience leading to the 61-mile hike 
was rather one-of-a-kind, starting with an 
overpowering feeling, almost an inaudible voice, 
saying you must do this to finish the funding for 
the Peace Garden. I have each year since then, 
done some sort of symbolic, shorter walk, each 
emerging from a place of intuition.  

I did listen to my sister Karol, who said I 
should do 70 miles on my 70th birthday, because 
the 61 story said my dad died when he was 61. 
“Mom was 70 when she died,” Karol said right 
away. “It’s only right you do 70 miles when you’re 
70.”  

Almost immediately, I began making plans, 
thinking it would take me three days, because it’s 
further again, and I’d be older still, and it would 
be a statement about cancer and nuclear radiation. 

We were told nuclear power would improve 
life, but we’re rarely allowed to think carefully 
about the connection between radiation and 
diseases like cancer. We are told nuclear power is 
cleaner than coal or oil, which may be true, but 
most of us have no idea that nuclear power plants 
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are considered so dangerous that private insurers 
won’t cover them. We pay property insurance bills 
to protect us from most things. Then we pay 
taxes to protect us from disasters at the nuclear 
power plant. Most have no idea, unless they’re 
compulsive and read the entire policy. The 
powerful, clever nuclear lobby even has some 
environmentalists, generally in favor of healthy 
clean energy, fighting wind power to save the 
birds. Some birds are killed by wind generator 
blades, but the missing piece is an astronomically 
larger number are killed by flying into house 
windows. I imagine nuclear power is cleaner than 
coal or oil, as claimed, but it’s far less clean than 
wind or solar. The taxpayer funded insurance 
policy has been an enormous hidden subsidy from 
the start. 

The 70-mile hike will end up at Lake Pepin, the 
place William Cullen Bryant said all artists should 
visit once a year. Bryant also wrote To a Waterfowl, 
saying, “He, who from zone to zone, guides thru 
the boundless sky thy certain flight, in the long 
way that I must trace alone, will lead my steps 
aright.” I don’t know if Bryant was referring to 
cranes, who love wetlands, but I defer to the 
International Crane Foundation, near Baraboo, 
Wisconsin, where biologists years ago observed 
cranes, worldwide, facing extinction. Like a 
modern Noah’s Ark, they began bringing 
different species of cranes, two by two, to 
Baraboo, where they worked on breeding and 
strengthening them, then returning them to their 
native areas if the locals would work on 
improving environmental conditions for the 
cranes. From the beginning, their premise was, 
“Cranes are a bit like the canary in the coal mine. 
If the environment is bad, the cranes are affected 
first, but it’s not doing the people any good 
either.”   

I’ll walk to that. 

Virtually everyone has heard JFK’s “Ask not 
what your country can do for you; no, ask what 
you can do for your country.”  Few know he also 
said, “War will end when the conscientious 
objector has the same status in the culture, as 
does the warrior.” 

Franz Jagerstatter, a Catholic farmer in 
Germany, was executed on my birthday, three 

years before I was born, for refusing to join 
Hitler’s army. He said something to the effect 
that, “Taking part in Hitler’s world would violate 
everything about my faith in God.”   

My church said, “Read the Bible daily.” So I 
read the Good Book cover to cover three times 
before I graduated high school. There were things 
that troubled me, like the command to go into all 
the world to save the heathen, at the same time as 
church leaders said, it was God’s will to kill the 
godless Communists before they destroyed our 
religious freedom.  I had questions, but accepted 
the answers of the only sincere spiritual leaders I 
knew. That was until I encountered the historic 
peace churches. The Quakers were liberal, but the 
Mennonites and Church of the Brethren had the 
same believe the Bible literally theology I grew up 
with. They refused, however, to kill, even in war, 
because that’s how the early Christians lived for 
the first 300 years. Some kept this belief even 
after Constantine made Christianity a state church 
and got theologians to engineer the Just War 
Theory.  

I have a University minor in history and 
political science, not because I was initially 
interested in those topics, but because I spent 3 
intense years taking every course I could to prove 
or disprove this difference on what it meant to 
follow the Bible literally. My conscientious 
objection statement is dated March 1970, 6 
months before I was actually drafted, and it’s in 
the vein of the wonderful song John Prine wrote 
in 1971: “Jesus don’t like killin’ no matter what 
the reason for, and your flag decal won’t get you 
into heaven anymore.”  

  When I went before the draft board, I signed 
the blank that said, if drafted, I would be a medic, 
but not carry a weapon or deliberately take lives.  
I had noble ideals about getting people back 
home where they belonged, but years later I 
realized the major reason I did that, rather than 
stay out and do alternative service, was to be less 
of an affront to my parents who would have to 
continue to live around their opinionated church 
friends. Unfortunately, it made little or no 
difference. Despite the fact I served as a medic in 
the military, I was judged severely for refusal to 
kill the godless Communists.
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Mark Metzler 

Sonja Henie’s Skates 
 

When I moved my father to the home in town 
I found a pair of lady’s skates in his war trunk, 
white hard leather that had once been soft, 
and rusted blades that still held an edge. 
They were too small for my mother’s feet, 
and too nice for anything they would have bought. 
His Parkinson’s made it hard for him to speak, 
But still I asked. From inside his eyes brightened: 
“Those are Sonja Henie’s skates. 
She gave them to me during the war. I sent them home.” 
Just as quickly, his eyes went dark. 
He was tucked away again in memory’s soft bed; 
maybe thinking of her. 
I had never heard the story, 
and I couldn’t believe he’d skip one this good, 
even if happened during the war. 
I chose to believe him, his imagined voice so young. 

“It was in Australia in winter. 
She came to visit our troops, 
Olympic champion and biggest movie star in the world, 
and they needed someone to skate with her, 
just lead her out and then skate off, 
So they chose me, me the boy from no place, 
where everyone was Norwegian and loved Sonja Henie. 
I skated out with her, and she kissed me on my cheek, 
And then she kissed me on my lips. 
I skated right into a snowbank. 
After the show she took off her skates and gave them to me, 
And she made me promise I would never tell. 
And I never did until now.” 

Maybe he was saving the skates 
for the daughter he never had, 
the one he would have told the story to 
and taught her to skate like a champion. 
Maybe was waiting for Sonja Henie to return 
and reclaim the skates, paying with another kiss. 
Maybe he had just forgotten. 
So, I looked at them closely one more time 
searching for her name sewn inside, 
but the years had destroyed anything I could find. 
When he’d fallen asleep, 
I put Sonja Henie’s skates inside a black trash bag 
and took them to the road 
to rest with his other dreams. 
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Three Poems 
Ron Hardy 
 
 

Midlife Crisis While Watching a Nature Program 
Octopus marginatus 

 
On the one hand, look at all you’ve accomplished: 
career, house, children, money in the bank. 
Your life has taken a certain comfortable shape 
and there isn’t all that much you’d wish to change. 
On the other hand, you will never be a marine biologist, 
scanning the ocean floor with your submersible camera, 
on the lookout for an octopus walking on two legs. 
Your eyes will never widen behind your mask, 
and you will never gesture in slow-motion 
to your fellow marine biologist, the water champagning 
with the excitement of your quickened breath, 
because you have just seen what looks like a coconut 
sauntering along the ocean floor with a purposeful stride 
that makes you think of John Cleese with tentacles 
and a coconut suit. No predator with a taste for sushi 
will go after a coconut rolling along with the current, 
water-logged terrestrial junk, not worth a second glance. 
But your human heart goes out to the octopus: 
no bones, no spine, nothing but head and feet, 
and a brain devoted entirely to escaping notice— 
little sea-nerd on rubbery legs, pretending to be tough. 
You admire something so soft and determined, 
so adaptable. How wonderful not to mind 
how ridiculous you look, to be self-contained 
like an octopus. How much harder for humans 
to adapt. Especially now, when we are who we are, 
when we will never be marine biologists looking 
in astonishment at the octopus disguised as a coconut— 
when we can only look out the window at the boat 
our middle-aged neighbor suddenly brought home 
when his wife had left him and his children had all grown up. 
 
- Previously published in Red Cedar Review 
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Nest 
 
I keep thinking today 
will be different: 
the poem I write 
will have long lines 
and won’t refer to itself. 
It will reach out its long arms 
to embrace the world. 
My poem won’t be about birds, 
but the birds themselves 
will carry my poem, 
line by line, 
to build their nests. 
The oriole will lay her eggs 
in my poem— 
ink-scribbled, 
parchment-colored eggs, 
like the fragments 
of some medieval manuscript. 
But there will be no similes 
in my poem, — 
only the oriole herself 
and her fragile eggs. 

 
- Previously published in West Branch 
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Jane Austen’s Toes 
 
“There is, for instance, no mention of toes in any of 
her work … Nor are there any hips, thighs, shins, 
buttocks, kidneys, intestines, wombs, or navels …”  
Carol Shields, Jane Austen (2001) 
 
Jane Austen never mentions toes, 
although she must sometimes 
have thought about her own— 
blistered, perhaps, and sore 
from walking in pattens with wooden soles, 
especially (one would guess) 
under the ball of her big toe, 
just where the arch of the foot begins— 
though such details are absent from her books. 
 
 
I’m not surprised she never mentions 
intestines or kidneys. I myself prefer 
to let them do their work 
unimagined. And somehow 
the absence of a womb 
in her work is unsurprising. 
We are left to imagine, if we must, 
Mr. Darcy discovering Elizabeth’s toes, 
along with her hips and thighs, 
her nipples and navel, 
and all the other parts 
the author never mentions— 
the body beginning where the novel ends. 
 
We can infer from letters 
that she herself possessed a body— 
she mentions stockings, shoes, 
shawls, shifts, and stays 
(“not made to force the bosom up at all”), 
the soft sibilant shuffle of silks— 
though even clothing 
can become tiresome. 
“I hate describing such things,” 
she says of a bonnet. 
Her women are embodied 
mostly in words, in the delicacy 
and daring of language. Even Fanny, 
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for most of the novel nothing 
but silence and scruples, 
begins to materialize— 
not when men start to notice her looks, 
but when she finds her voice. 
 
It’s the voice we think of, 
not the body or even the face 
in Cassandra’s watercolor 
that we want to think of as pretty. 
Standing at the foot 
of her grave, we find it hard 
to imagine a body 
lies there at all. The stone 
mentions only her soul, 
her character, and her intellect, 
but is silent on the subject of her bones. 
 
- Previously published in Apple Valley Review 
 2008 Nest of the Net. 
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Rural Economic Development Roundtable (RED) 
 ψ Shelia Kiscaden ψ Gary Smith ψ 

ψ Dean Harrington ψ John Torgrimson ψ 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Common Sense Bookstore, Plainview, Minnesota, December 1, 2015 
 

Four veterans of policy, politics and prosperity in southeast Minnesota joined Folk Opera’s 
Tom Driscoll at Common Sense Books in Plainview to discuss rural economic development, long-
term strategies for small town sustainability, and the regional implications of soaring economic 
opportunity created by Destination Medical Center, DMC, in Rochester, home of the Mayo Clinic.  

ψ Former State Senator Sheila Kiscaden currently serves as an Olmsted County commissioner. She 
is co-chair of Southeast Minnesota Together regional workforce project, and concludes a six-month 
appointment by Governor Dayton to the State Task Force on Health Care Financing in January 2016. 

ψ  Gary Smith, executive director of Rochester Area Economic Development Inc., RAEDI, is current 
chairman of the Rochester school board. RAEDI plays a key support role in the Mayo Clinic Business 
Accelerator. Last year, RAEDI launched Journey to Growth, an ambitious regional initiative aimed at 
maximizing DMC opportunities in towns and rural areas surrounding Rochester. 

ψ Retired Plainview bank executive Dean Harrington currently operates Common Sense 
Development L.L.C., a solar energy business. Dean plays an active role in Up for Discussion: Next Steps 
for Plainview, a community group exploring sustainable rural development chaired by Sally Harrington, 
Dean’s wife. In addition, he has been a driving force behind the Jon Hassler Theater, which closed 
last year, and the vibrant Rural America Arts Center, home to the Rural America Writers’ Center and 
Common Sense Bookstore. 

ψ John Torgrimson is the executive director of Seed Savers Exchange, a plant seed bank and farm 
located near Decorah, Iowa. Previously, John owned and edited the Fillmore County Journal weekly 
newspaper for 13 years following many years working throughout southeast Asia as director of the 
international aid organization OXFAM Hong Kong.  
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JT: It might be worth knowing 
that Dean and I both worked 
on the Experiment in Rural 
Cooperation/1 board going 
back I don’t know how many 
years ago that was now. But 
that group received funds from 
the legislature to buy back 
research from the U-of-M on 
projects in a nine county area 
across southeastern Minnesota. 

GS: What, try to convert them 
into business opportunities?  

JT: Business, or it could be on 
a particular issue, like a supply 
chain thing. We did some stuff 
with the second-grade apples 
trying to get them into Lund’s 
to create a pie product line. 
Second-grade apples. Dean 
worked a lot on trying to get 

what are 401(k)s to be locally 
invested. He researched that till 
his hair turned white. A lot of 
projects, many of them eco-
nomically driven. When I had 
the paper, I interviewed Tom 
Gillaspy, State Demographer 
back then. He started off by 
talking about the fact that in 
parts of Northwest Minnesota, 
there are so few people living in 
                                                           
1 Better known today as RSDP, Regional Sustainable Development Partnerships connect greater Minnesota communities to the U-of-M 
Extension in order to help solve problems and take advantage of new opportunities. RSDP joins local talent with extension advisors and seed 
funding to drive sustainable development in rural areas.   

rural areas, the definition of 
frontier, which is six or less 
people per square mile, was 
now coming back in play. 
Essentially, you had 85 year 
olds doing Meals-on-Wheels 
for 95 year olds. We talked 
about migration and popula-
tion, and he was saying that 
there has to be a regional 
economic engine, an anchor 
that is going to hold people 
together. Those will be the 
communities that thrive or that 
have opportunity, because 
people migrate to them. I grew 
up in Austin in the 50s and 60s, 
and Austin then was probably 
the same population as 
Owatonna, Winona, Roches-
ter. Well, something happened 
along the way, and today 
Rochester is clearly the eco-
nomic driver in this region. 

GS: There are about 40,000 
people commute to Rochester 
to work every day. There are 
about 110,000 working there, 
total. Rochester’s population is 
about 110,000, so you can do 
the math. People are coming to 
work in Rochester. Look at the 
buses that leave Rochester. 
They go to every community 
within 45 miles, even further, 
to bring people in to work. And 
if you look at particularly the 
smaller communities, there’s a 
number of our communities 
that are doing better than 
others, Plainview being one of 
them. The reason that is, they 
also have their own economic 
base, they have an employer or 
business there selling its goods 
or services to somebody out-
side the community, outside 

the state, outside the area. The 
communities that don’t have an 
economic base are the ones 
that are stagnating more, and 
there is pressure on them 
demographically. People have 
to make a living, and they end 
up leaving the community. So, 
by and large, in southeast 
Minnesota, yes Rochester is 
clearly the economic engine, 
the driver, because so many 
people are coming from every 
community to work. But, there 
are also a number of communi-
ties that have their own 
economic base if you will, and 
that’s making those communi-
ties a little more vibrant than 
those that don’t have the base. 
Growing up in Iowa, my 
parents moved off the farm 
and left a small community for 
the big city to work in factories, 
manufacturing. And as they 
and their relatives and neigh-
bors did that, those communi-
ties started to lose population, 
the school district consoli-
dated, those communities have 
stagnated. And they are still 
stagnated for the most part 
today. And that region of Iowa 
down there, there’s not been an 
economic growth engine like 
the medical sector or the high-
tech sector. Rochester is fortu-
nate to have its root in sectors 
that led to economic growth of 
the whole southeast Minnesota 
region, primarily because of 
IBM and Mayo. IBM, of 
course, back in the 90s, kind of 
subsided and Mayo picked up 
that task. But we also had about 
30 companies around the same 
time take advantage of the 

There has to be a 
regional economic 
anchor that holds 
people together. 

IDENTIFY DRIVERS OF THE  
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labor force and skill sets that 
were there in the community, 
because people liked living in 
Rochester and they didn’t want 
to leave. By living here, I mean 
literally they live within 45 – 50 
miles of Rochester. You can 
find people in Plainview that 
work at IBM or Mayo or other 
places. There is this inter-
connectedness that we have. 
Of course, at the base, also in 
southeast Minnesota you can’t 
forget about the Ag sector. It’s 
been a very healthy sector long-
term over the years with its up-
and-down cycles. We all know 
about those up-and-down 
cycles too.  

DH: When we talk about 
workforce development or im-
pact of DMC,/2 here’s a line of 
reasoning based on premises 
that have come out of Up for 
Discussion: Next Steps for Plain-
view – we’ve had two commu-
nity meetings and a survey, and 
now we have 11 development 
ideas and advocacy groups for 

                                                           
2 Destination Medical Center is the largest public and private partnership in the history of Minnesota, an ambitious $5.6 billion, economic 
development plan spanning two decades. DMC will use $585 million in state, county, and city tax dollars to leverage $3.5 billion of investment 
from Mayo Clinic and $2 billion in proposed private funding to attract additional private investment estimated to exceed $5 billion. Planners and 
lawmakers expect the funds to generate 40,000 jobs over 20 years, effectively doubling Rochester’s population while generating new tax revenue 

and businesses in the city. The DMC 20-year promise: Employment: 35,000 - 45,000 new jobs in Minnesota from growth of Mayo Clinic and 

the DMC initiative. State Revenue: $1.9 - $2.2 Billion additional State of Minnesota tax revenues. Private Investment: $5+ Billion private 
investment projected by Mayo Clinic and other private entities. City Revenue: $270 Million additional City of Rochester estimated tax revenues. 
Construction Jobs: 2,000 - 2,700 new construction jobs on average annually. County Revenue: $218 Million additional Olmsted County 
estimated tax revenue. 

about five of them, and 
probably four of them will 
continue – at any rate, it started 
with a look back to ask what 
has been the impact of growth, 
much of it Rochester growth, 
but not entirely, on offerings 
and opportunities in 
Plainview. I agree 
that the DMC is an 
opportunity for 
communities like Plainview, 
but Next Steps is meant to take 
a more limited view based on 
our experience. So, I just want 
to throw this out as a 
hypothesis, not as a thesis, and 
I want to make that clear, it is 
very much open to discussion, 
but the premise we end up with 
is that if you segment the 
income categories of the Plain-
view workers who will be 
attracted to DMC – it could be 
any major development 
anywhere – but there will be 
some very high-income top-
management, there will be 
some higher middle-class kind 
of jobs and opportunities, there 
will be middle and lower 
middle-class, and on down 
spectrum – Plainview has 
tended to have very, very few 
of the top income group. I can 
think of one doctor who’s lived 
in Plainview, and my wife and I 
have been here 40-some years. 
Not many upper management 
workers. But we have a lot of 
what we think of as middle-

income people who live in 
Plainview and work in 
Rochester. And we can guess at 
why that might be, but I think 
it’s the lifestyle package that we 
can offer in a smaller commu-
nity like Plainview. It’s not the 

same as what a community of 
100,000 people, or 50,000 peo-
ple, can offer. You know, this 
is just a sparser population and 
it won’t support some of the 
lifestyle package elements that 
people with higher incomes 
want. And so, without saying 
that’s good, bad or otherwise, 
we’re expecting that to be kind 
of the income pattern in the 
future. We hope to attract 
earners in line with Plainview’s 
mean household income of 
$50,116, something like that. 
Mean household income in 
Rochester is $66,000. Plainview 
is not even on the high-end of 
the non-Rochester communi-
ties. We are kind of in the 
middle of the pack, a bit below.  
So one of the development 
ideas that’s come out of Up for 
Discussion is, okay, how can we 
be a good community for the 
level of household income that 
we’ve tended to attract in the 
past? And if that’s the income 
cluster of our growth for the 
future, what does that mean? 

Dean Harrington 

We have this interconnectedness. 
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How do we do the best we can? 
The Well-being Advocacy Group 
that met earlier this morning 
asked the economic question, 
“Can we help that income 
group,” to use a sports meta-
phor, “punch a little higher 
than its weight in terms of 
using its income better, and 
doing a little better for them-
selves? Can the community 
participate in that? And if so, 
what does that mean?” A lot of 
the people who work in 
Rochester work at Mayo, and a 
lot of them have middleclass 
incomes, not higher end in-
comes. Certain things in the 
lifestyle packages that middle 
income workers are looking 
for, Plainview seems to be able 
to provide. We want to make 
sure we continue to provide it.  

SK: One big driver of the 
economy is that agricultural 
farming has changed. The 
dynamics of how much farm 
labor you need. We’ve got all 

this mechanical equipment that 
allows farmers to manage very 
large tracts of land, and they 
don’t need as much labor. And 
for dairy, they went to very 
large operations, mechanized 
and those as well, at the same 
time as we have fewer and 
fewer people wanting to do 
manual labor. This makes us 
more reliant on an outside 
labor force. This area, when I 
represented it in St. Paul, the 
dairy farmers were trying to get 
visas for people from Denmark 
and other places to come work 

here because they couldn’t get 
the labor locally. We’re 
certainly seeing truck farmers 
around the Metro area, and in 

our area, tend to be from the 
immigrant community. So I 
think that’s been a really big 
dynamic change, and it forces 
people off the farms and into 
other occupations. And even if 
they are not forced out, if 
they’re choosing to farm, they 
have time to take on a second 
job, and often do. This region 
has a history based on 

agriculture. That led 
us to food produc-
tion, food pro-
cessing. And so if you 
think about Austin, 

Owatonna, 
Rochester. We have a lot of 
food processors, you know the 
names of all of them…  

GS: … we have thousands of 
people in food processing …  

SK: … and we don’t think 
about it. When we talk about 
why Rochester is a driver, we 
never talk about food 
processing and agriculture, but 
that is another one of our 
interdependencies. Communi-
ties like Winona are turning 
down manufacturers because 
they don’t have the workforce. 
Go over to Owatonna and you 

get Federated Insurance, and 
manufacturing. Hormel in 
Austin. We have a lot of 
economic diversity in this re-
gion beyond what we always 
talk about coming out of 
Rochester. And so, our corner 
of the state is unlike other parts 
in that we have a bit more 
diversity. A little bit more to 
the west: you’ve got a different 
topography for agriculture, 
which drove different crops, 
which drove different types of 
food processing, and they 
never got a lot of manufactur-
ing because they weren’t along 
the Mississippi, they weren’t in 
the right corridor. So one of the 
economic drivers, agriculture, 
has fundamentally changed. 
Then technology took off. And 
healthcare has been expanding. 
If you turn the clock back 40 
years ago, Mayo Clinic, I’m 
sure, never would have 
dreamed of being the kind of 
international organization it is 
today. It was this little, high-
quality, scientifically-based re-
search place on the prairie. Our 
real economy is being driven a 
lot by the change in agriculture. 
At the same time, we’re seeing 
the reverse brain thing, that 
people have left, gone to 
school, worked elsewhere, 
don’t like living in the big cities, 
want to have families and are 
willing to come back if the jobs 
are there. 

GS: And there might not even 
be there-there, there being that 
I can live here and work there 
and it’s all one big community 
to me. 

SK: Something we’re kind of 
blind to, which I learned this 
past year, is that we’ve got 
commuting going out of 

Shelia Kiscaden 

Another driver for all of society 
is the two career household. 



 

Lost Lake Folk Opera     43 

Rochester. We’ve got buses 
running to manufacturers 
outside of Rochester every day, 
taking workers to manufactur-
ing plants in Wisconsin, Spring 
Grove, Minnesota. The com-
muter philosophy now – Gary, 
you and I have been around 
here for a long time; we would 
not have considered commut-
ing to the Cities to work every 
day – people are doing it all the 
time. Workers are commuting 
every day from the Cities to 
jobs in Rochester. And so the 
other driver for all of society is 
the two-career household, the 
two working-parent house-
hold. If you’re at the median 
income level, you really pretty 
much need to have both 
parents working so you can 
have the quality of life you 
want. Women’s roles have 
really changed. Women want a 
career outside of their home, 
they expect it. So that’s 
changed the dynamic. For the 
college educated folks, people 
who want careers, think of all 
the places that are talking about 
trailing spouse programs. You 
can’t attract the workers if 
there isn’t something for both 
spouses.  

GS: We need a new term for 
that. We all recognize the 
trailing spouse thing, but the 
term ‘trailing spouse’, doesn’t 
make a person feel they’re 
equally as important. 

SK: Another phenomenon – 
both my kids are living it – you 
never have to go to the office. 
You can telecommute. That’s a 
great opportunity, because if 
you have the broadband, you 
can live by the trout stream and 
commute into Cisco Systems 
and San Jose.  

JT:  As long as you’re wired. 
I’m in a little desert in rural 
Lanesboro of about maybe 40 
households that have to use 
dial-up or satellite connections. 
So last night, the weather being 
what it was, I didn’t have 
Internet. I call it the 
Shitternet. You’re right, 
broadband is an equalizer. 
But it’s also an unregulated 
utility – I guess it’s not a 
utility – but there is not this 
onus on companies to invest 
where return is not going to be 
advantageous. But about the 
changes in agriculture. That I 
think is probably single largest 
thing to change the landscape 
of rural towns. I moved to 
Lanesboro in the mid-80s, right 
about the time of the farm 
crisis, and you still had all the 
elements of what a small town 
was in terms of goods and 
services. You had a hardware 
store, a drugstore, you had a 

grocery store, with all of those 
elements in play. And people 
still went to town and congre-
gated. You know? Friday night 
the stores would stay open until 
seven or whatever it was. The 
farm crisis changed things. You 
had larger farms, fewer people 
working on the farm. You 
could still be a crop farmer, 
corn and soybean, and work in 
town. You could use your 
vacation to harvest and plant. 
That really changed the land-
scape of small communities. 

DH: And social fabric too.  

JT: Oh, absolutely. But the 
other thing I was going to say, 
at least in Fillmore County, 
you’ve got tourism that’s kind 
of new. You’ve got to have 
some kind of economic ele-
ment other than Rochester. I’d 
say that Ag is still huge, at least 
in Fillmore County, and you 
have tourism. You have some 
light manufacturing too that 
supports Rushford, Harmony, 
Chatfield; they still have a good 
number of manufacturers. 

GS: That’s a point Sheila 
brought up. Southeast Minne-
sota has a fairly diverse 
economy in terms of sectors. 
You’ve got healthcare, technol-
ogy, manufacturing, agricul-
ture. I like to tell people, we 
have lots of water, there is lots 
of water, it’s just that we have a 
couple of really deep holes, so 
that looks like there’s more 
water than there really is. 
You’re going to be walking 

Cell towers dot rural areas, but 
broadband communication is lacking. 

The farm crisis really 
changed the landscape of 

small communities. 
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shallow water a long way 
before you hit that hole. In my 
view, we need to use DMC, the 
momentum that that’s created 
– and this is why Journey to 
Growth/3 exists – to grow those 
other sectors of our economy 
to the extent we can. We do 
have a good base of employ-
ment. Technology is going to 
happen. The nature of work is 
going to change. How we 
define a job is going to change 
over the next 10 to 15 years. 
You know, people doing the 
job today might be sharing that 
job with somebody else tomor-
row. Just because they’re not 
going to be able to afford to 
move away. They’re going to 
need healthcare; they’ll need all 
this stuff. I think the term semi-
retirement will come more into 
view. That’ll be one of the 
solutions to our workforce 
issue, that people just won’t 
retire. They’ll need to work. 
But I think also, to the extent 
that we do have a diverse and 
growing economy – I mean 
we’ve got to get people to go 
into manufacturing, because 
these are good paying jobs – 
but we’ve taught two genera-
tions of kids now, three genera-
tions almost: No, you don’t 
want to work in the factory, it’s 
dirty work, you don’t want to 
do that. Well, the factory today 
isn’t what the factory was in 

                                                           
3 Journey to Growth (J2G) is a comprehensive five-year strategy coordinated by RAEDI and the Rochester Area Chamber of Commerce to grow 
and diversify the economy of counties, cities and towns surrounding the Rochester metro area. While healthcare will always be critical to the 
Rochester economy, J2G planning is focused on creating a competitive environment for business growth across a wide range of employment 
sectors. J2G’s regional approach complements Mayo Clinic’s DMC initiative, the city of Rochester and Olmsted County’s forthcoming 
comprehensive plan, and any number of local and regional planning efforts that will launch in the coming months and years. 

4 SE MN Together is a Southern Minnesota Initiative Foundation sponsored project to address the labor shortage within the region by creating 
opportunities for smaller communities to work together to identify and develop assets, and by developing capacity to partner with local businesses, 
Journey to Growth, DMC and workforce development agencies, as well as to address workforce needs. 

1950, or 1960 either. Every-
thing has changed. But to the 
extent you have these good, 
living wage jobs available, that 
is a base, an advantage that we 
have over other areas. You 
[Sheila] mentioned, out to the 
west, an area where maybe the 
base is not there, so those 
communities are going to feel 
more pressure, people leaving 
to go where the jobs are. I offer 
an assumption that if you’ve 
got the jobs, if you’ve got good 
jobs, you know, people will 
come for those jobs. They are 
not going to relocate for a $12 
or a $15 an hour job, in some 
cases not even for a $20 an 
hour job because chances are 
they can find that job wherever 
they’re at. But when you start 

to gain up to $30-$35, we have 
a real opportunity to compete 
for the talent and workforce. It 
may mean that manufacturers 
who need welders and machine 
operators, instead of trying to 
steal from each other – you 
know, we go and we think 

nothing of recruiting doctors, 
engineers, scientists, all that, 
going out and spending thou-
sands of dollars recruiting 
those people. We might do the 
same thing for the blue-collar 
worker. It may be that employ-
ers are going to have to take 
that strategy. When they’re 
stealing workers from each 
other, they’re raising the raising 
the cost of doing business. A 
little bit of that’s good, but 
hopefully with Southeast Minne-
sota Together/4 we’re going to see 
solutions, a multitude of solu-
tions. There’s not going to be 
one solution fits all. There’s a 
short-term problem and there’s 
a long-term problem regarding 
workforce. And what do we do 
about that? How does our 
workforce education system 
connect up to that? Does it 
really connect up? And how do 
we know it connects up better 
than the one next-door, or the 
one down in Iowa, or the one 
in Wisconsin or Illinois or 
South Dakota, North Dakota? 
Because we need to know that. 
If we can qualify and quantify 
that, it becomes our competi-
tive advantage and helps to 
feed our need for the most 
precious asset on the planet, 
and that’s the human resource. 
Combine human with natural 
resources that we have in this 
area. I think we are already a 
fairly diverse economy. We 

Two of downtown Rushford’s 
historic retail storefronts sit vacant. 
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should see the glass as half-full 
here, not half-empty. Yes, we 
have problems, like everybody 
else. The difference will be, are 
we going to find solutions to 
those problems that actually 
work? Or are we just going to 
continue to dance around and 
talk and talk about it? We have 
to get to the point where we 
actually find solutions that 
work. And I think that’s a 
challenge we all share and can 
face together. It unites us as 
one community, communities 
without borders. 

SK: I want to tell a story about 
door-knocking in Plainview. It 
was 2002. I was hoping to 
represent Plainview for the first 
time. I came over here door-
knocking. So in my mind, being 
a Rochester-centric person, 
lived in Rochester my whole 
adult life, and only represented 
Rochester, and suddenly, I 
might be representing Dover-
Eyota, Chatfield, Stewartville, 
so I had a big learning curve. 
And I had a whole set of 
assumptions about Plainview, 
really about everyone in these 
committees, but particularly 
Plainview, because it was not as 

interconnected to Rochester, 
wasn’t as close, had more of an 
agricultural base, had its own 
bank, a grocery store, which 
some of the other communities 
didn’t have. So I came and met 
with Dean at the bank, and 
with Ferman Lanning at the 
grocery store, got a little sense 
of what the business climate 
was. What’s the guy from the 
bottled water company?  

DH: Neil Weaver. 

SK: Yeah – I met with these 
guys, talked about their 
business base, what their 
concerns were, before door-
knocking. And this may not be 
significant to you at all, but they 
talked to me about how you 
maintain a grocery store in a 
small community, and how you 
stay viable, how a community 
banker deals with the 
community, and why that water 
company came to Plainview 
instead of where it was in 
Rochester, but how their 
principal customer was still 
Mayo Clinic because they were 
selling purified water for kidney 
dialysis, as well as internation-
ally. So I’m thinking about all 
these business issues while I’m 
door-knocking, and I’m over in 
one of the new housing 
additions, and it’s a nice 
summer afternoon, and a 
double car garage’s doors are 
open when I go up to this 
house to knock on the door. 
And the trunk of the car was 
open, and it was filled with bags 
from Target, completely filled 
with bags from Target. And 
that image stayed with me. If 
Ferman wants to keep this 
grocery store open – Elgin was 
asking him to open a grocery 
store and Elgin and he started 

out telling me, “I can’t make 
the numbers work, I just can’t 
make the numbers work. I can 
open a grocery store in Elgin, 
but it will fail. And then that 
might make this store fail. I just 
can’t do it.” But the people 
who were living here were not 
buying their groceries at his 
grocery store. They were 
buying them at Target – a trunk 
full of Target bags. And that 
image has stayed with me lo 
these 12-14 years, and the 
image of how interconnected 
we are now. I don’t remember 
if the couple that I talked to 
worked in Rochester. I believe 
they did, so was easy for them 
to stop [at Target]. So if you 
love your small community, 
then you have to support the 
businesses in that small 
community, and sometimes it’s 
hard. So the other story I will 
tell: we have a cabin up in 
Danbury, Wisconsin – that’s a 
really struggling town – and 
we’ve owned it for 15 years. 
There is a casino there now. A 
couple things do well. We 
loved the fact that there was a 
Hardware Hank, but it’s now 
closed. We loved the fact – well 
you can kind of go down the 
list of the stores that have 
closed in the 15 years. Open-
close. Open-close. When you 
go into Wayne’s Grocery Store, 
and you are going to spend 
more than you will spent at 
Target or Walmart or Hy-Vee. 
But if you want that grocery 
store to be there, you have to 
shop there. And so somehow it 
feels to me like – there is still 
isn’t a grocery store and Elgin 
by the way – how do you keep 
a small community viable so 
that you don’t just live there, 
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but you support it?  

JT: I live in the country, kind 
of between Harmony, Preston 
and Lanesboro. When I go to 
the hardware store, I go to 
Harmony. If I want to go to the 
grocery store, I go to Preston. I 
do my banking and my 
insurance in Lanesboro. Thirty 
years ago, you just went to one 
of the towns and you did all of 
those things there. Well, it’s 
actually probably easier for me 
to go to Rochester and do all 
those things than it is to go to 
all these different towns. So 
that’s competing. The goods 
and services that small towns 
used to provide are different 
now, and a lot of the shops on 
Main Streets are insurance 
companies or boutiques or 
something like that. We’re a 
much more mobile society than 
we ever used to be. I can 
remember, when I first moved 
to Lanesboro, there were peo-
ple who had never been to 
Minneapolis. They were scared 
to drive or travel drive that far. 
You know? It’s not that way 
anymore. I choose to live 
where I live because I like the 
area, its quality of life, what-
ever. But I’ve got to make that 

sacrifice. Lanesboro lost its 
grocery store, now there’s a 
small one, but the owners of 
groceries in Rushford, Preston 
and Harmony – the Hoinesses 
– when they were asked to look 
into opening a store in 
Lanesboro, they just could not 
make the numbers work either, 
like in Elgin. And so, even 

though the community was 
saying, “Come on, we’ll help 
you,” they couldn’t pull the pin 
and do it. Small towns need to 
have champions. I think in 
Plainview, certainly Dean is a 
champion, a banker and 
somebody who’s helped 
development. Each town has 
to have an anchor. Lanesboro’s 
got the trail and the arts, and I 
think that’s the anchor, but it’s 
really only an eight-month-a-
year operation. Each town has 
its own profile. That is one of 
the things I noticed when I had 
the paper, [Fillmore County 
Journal] each town had its own 
distinct profile in terms of how 
that community operated, who 
were the champions, what was 
working, what wasn’t working, 
what were its strengths and 
weaknesses.  

SK: Do you get champions if 
you have bedroom communi-
ties? 

JT: That’s a challenge because 
there is a disconnect. A lot of 
these little towns have turned 
into bedroom communities. 
You work all day in Rochester, 
you come back on the bus. Do 
you want to be on the school 
board? “Yeah, well, I don’t 

know.” Do you want to be 
on the City Council? “I 
don’t know.” So, there isn’t 
that sense that I belong here 
and I want to work to 

improve and be a part of that 
town.  

GS: If you don’t have that, then 
what do you have? There has to 
be that sense of ownership. If I 
accept the premise of the 
question that people don’t 
want their town to die – I 
understand people wanting 
their community to survive, I 

understand that sentiment – if 
money is not coming into the 
community, money is going 
out. And if the only money 
coming to the community is a 
wage that’s being earned by 
somebody, if that money is 
actually being imported, you 
know, the job is someplace 
else, unless money being gener-
ated there in the community, 

then, that somebody is getting 
services from outside. Take 
Lanesboro. People are coming 
in, they’re bringing their money 
in, they’re going on the trails, 
shopping in the stores, they 
stay at the bed-and-breakfast, 
they’re doing all these things 
that help create the economy. 
If that’s not going on, there’s a 
whole different deal. I think we 
are going to have to realize that 
we are interdependent on one 
another. For those communi-
ties that want to grow and 
thrive in the 21st Century, 
they’re going to have to work 
together as a community and 
figure out, “How do we make 
our community the most 
attractive place it can be?” 
There will be plenty of jobs 
come in here. But why would 
somebody choose to live in a 
particular community versus 
one with Rochester’s focus? 

John Torgrimson 

Small towns need champions. 
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Answer that. Not everybody 
wants to live in Rochester. That 
is evidenced by the fact the 
communities around here are 
growing. They’re not neces-
sarily growing their employ-
ment base, but they’re growing 
because people choose to live 
there. It could be your schools. 
Right now, I suppose once you 
lose the community school, 
that’s probably the last line of 
defense. It seems like if you 
look around at any a commu-
nity that’s gone down, once 
they lost the school, once that’s 
gone, then really their commu-
nity has left. There might still 
be people living there, but you 
start to see the houses 
deteriorate because the money 
just isn’t there anymore. Retail 
is going to be a regional thing. 
If a retailer can’t buy at the 
scale they need in order to 
compete and get a return on 
investment, to make it worth-
while, who’s going to be 
incentivized to do that? Now 
maybe Kwik Trips, that model 
might be something, because 
basically Kwik Trip is building 
convenience stores. Those may 
be actually a good thing for 
communities to have because 
they give them a grocery store 
and a central place. But 
communities are going to have 
to work together as a commu-
nity to figure that out. I would 

look at the main street of 
Plainview and ask, “How do 
you reinvent that?” It’s 
probably not going to be a 
retail base, although maybe it 
would be retail, maybe it’s all 
specialty, maybe it’s all the-
matic or something that gets 
people from Rochester in the 
car to come here because it’s 
different, it’s unique. If you 
think in terms of a mall, you 
think of the small towns and 
their downtown areas as 
malls, shops redeveloped 
into something that’s 
interesting, and different 
from one next door. 
What’s going to attract 
people, you know, to be a 
destination for people to 
come in and shop? You 
don’t necessarily have to 
live there. It’s going to 
create jobs, it’s going to bring 
money into the community, it’s 
going to help those who want 
their town to survive This is 
not easy stuff to do. It just 
doesn’t come out of thin air. 
It’s about relationships, it’s 
about young people who care. I 
do believe that if you have 
enough people who care, the 
right people who care, you can 
almost do anything, if you get 
people on the same page. I 
don’t care if you are a 
community of 500, 5000, or a 
community of 100,000.  

JT: It doesn’t happen over-
night. The [Root River] Trail 
was certainly the big driver and 
then the arts followed the trail, 
and they’ve got a ready-made 
audience coming. It’s a destina-
tion. 

GS: Day-trippers. 

JT: I think the challenge for 
Lanesboro is how you make it 

year-long. Nine months of the 
year it’s a fairly vibrant econ-
omy, there’s a lot of activity 
going on … 

SK: … the trail, then the arts. 
Other communities say, “The 
trail and arts, that’ll do it.” But 
there is only so much market 
for trail and arts. All over the 
state, people are asking for 
trails to be built on the belief 
that is going to bring tourism. 
Now there is a little bit more 

said about health and well-
being for the residents. But 
most of the time they say, “Oh, 
this will be a great tourist 
attraction.”  Well, there are 
only so many weekends of the 
year you can go biking. There 
are only so many people who 
are bikers. My point is that 
sometimes we look at success 
and think, “Okay, now we can 
we can bring it to scale. Can we 
replicate that and rubber stamp 
it everywhere? 

JT: Same thing for business 
development. I mean, there are 
now nine restaurants in 
Lanesboro. 700 people. Nine 
restaurants. There are five an-
tique stores. Once you see one 
doing well … I don’t know 
how many B&B’s there are, but 
Lanesboro’s the B&B capital of 
the world. 

SK: You reach a volume where 
it will all go down. 

All over the state, people are 
asking for trails believing that it 
will bring tourism. We look at 
success and think, “Okay, can 
we replicate that and rubber 

stamp it everywhere?” 

Gary Smith 
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JT: Yeah. I think the challenge 
for Lanesboro too, is that 
people my age look at it as a 
safe, fun place to live, because 
of the last phase of their life. 
It’s got recreation. “I can go for 
walk on the trail. I can get 
involved in the arts tomorrow, 
and I can be player. I don’t 
have to worry about security. 
I’m not that far from 
Rochester.” Whenever. But 
they’re selling their home in 
Minneapolis, they’re buying in 
Lanesboro, so real estate is 
driven up, it’s harder for single 
families to get started now in 
Lanesboro, and that means 
there are fewer kids in school. 
So, I mean, not everything is 
rosy. And obviously, I’d say 
right now that Lanesboro Arts 
is really driving the community 
with this idea that the entire 
town is an arts campus. And 
that is to me really the anchor. 
The trail is a given, that and the 
fact that it is an aesthetically 
pleasing community. The other 
problem Lanesboro has is that 
physically it can’t grow. That 
creates its own problems. At 
the same time, they are, as a 
community, really engaged on a 
lot of different levels. There’s a 
Chamber. There’s a very active 
arts group. The city council is 
very engaged. It’s really posi-
tive. They’re trying to solve 
problems. 

GS: It’s not Utopia, but it 
works because people are 
making it work. Where people 
just live and commute, they’re 
not really trying to build the 

community. That’s a different 
dynamic. And I agree with 
Sheila, you can’t really replicate 
what another community’s 
done because there is only so 

much market. Maybe there’s a 
variation that would provide 
something totally different, a 
totally different experience that 
some community could take on 
out of nothing, out of creativ-
ity, ingenuity; the commitment 
of people in that community as 
well as the commitment to 
doing it, both financially and 
time-wise. This stuff is possi-
ble.  Down there in Lanesboro, 
it’s not necessarily what they 
did, but how they engaged and 
how they did it; not specifically 
the outcome, but the process. 
The process affected how 
people got together to come up 

with a solution to 
create the kind of 
community they 
envisioned for 
themselves, one 
based in realism. 

JT: When we moved there in 
1982, the small performing arts 
committee bought the old 
theater, which became the 

Saint Mane, which then created 
the atmosphere for a profes-
sional theater company to 
come in, which created the 
Commonweal. But it all started 
with this nucleus maybe 20 
people that decided they 
needed some kind of art thing 
to enhance the community. 
Maybe they put on one play a 
year. I don’t even remember. 
But you’re right, it started as a 
little seed, then someone else 
came along and took it to the 
next level. Harmony’s another 
good example of a town’s that’s 
got a little bit of agriculture, a 
little bit of manufacturing, a 
little bit of tourism. A nice 
clean town. It’s got part of the 
Fillmore Central school there. 
It has a small, active down-
town, a good grocery store, a 
hardware store. But again, they 
made it successful because 
they’ve been really engaged has 
a community. I’d say the 
anchor there is the EDA. They 
created an industrial park that 
has attracted new economic 
activity.  

GS: We learned at our last 
Journey to Growth meeting down 
in Chatfield that a thousand 
people a day commute out of 
Chatfield to go to work in 
Rochester. But a thousand peo-
ple a day come in from other 
communities to work in Chat-
field. So, things are all over the 
map. 

SK: We looked at the data for 
St. Charles. 400 workers live in 
St. Charles. Each day, 100 of 
them stay there for work. The 
rest go to Winona, Rochester. 
But they have 400 workers net 
in St. Charles every day because 
workers commute in from Wi-
nona and from Rochester. That 

Once you lose the community school,  
that’s the last line of defense. 

Despite much economic success, 
Lanesboro’s seasonal resort 

economy, like many traditional, 
small-town economies, has difficulty 

supporting a full-service grocery. 
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interdependence, commuting 
between communities, isn’t 
very visible. It is not that well 
known. 

DH: What’s Next for Plainview 
discussions have led us to 

develop a kind of a matrix of 
focus areas, possibilities, indus-
tries. Commuting to Rochester 
for Mayo jobs is certainly im-
portant. Another obvious sec-
tor is farm service and the farm 
production area. For that, we 
have a committee called Focus 
on Farming, consisting of a 
diverse group of farmers in-
volved in huge operations, for 
our area, down to small organic 
farms, and so forth. Plainview 
is thought of as a good farming 
community, so they ask, “How 
do we keep it that way?” They 
have an agenda and they will be 
pursuing it. Third, is to identify 
those industries where technol-
ogy is either encouraging or 
forcing decentralization. The 
corollary questions are, “Do 
they require too much expertise 
for the skills available in our 
community? Do the industries 
have a local, community mar-
ket, or a regional market?” – to 
ensure the manufacturer isn’t 
building something that is sold 
to East Asia, and so forth – 
“What can be scaled in 
production and marketing?” 
And so we’ve run across energy 
production as a possible focus 
area. There is clearly concern 

from utilities; but that’s why we 
got into solar by the way, 
because we see innovation in 
solar technology driving the 
cost down and the productivity 
up, and it has a local market. 
Electricity is something every-
body needs, so solar fits the 
matrix as something a commu-
nity like Plainview can do. We 
are also looking at the medical 
world. We’ve got six or eight 
people that work for Mayo 
using our telecommuting cen-
ter right across the street here. 
In some ways, the medical 
business is decentralizing, at 
least parts of it are. So that’s 
another one. Financial services 
is also a sector we see as 
equipped technologically for 
decentralization. Some areas 
are clearly not equipped. Retail 
is not decentralizing, it’s 
consolidating. That’s being dis-
cussed. We know that local 
loyalty will only go so far. You 
have to be realistic about 
that. They say we need to 
support local retailers. 
Well that kind of sounds 
like welfare. We need to 
do what we can to make 
sure that they offer a good 
value proposition so that 
people will shop there, but 
some simply can’t. Then, we’re 
looking at semi-informal eco-
nomic activity to understand it 
better. Over half of the 
economic production in the 
world never goes through a 
GDP marketing system. There 
are just all kinds of household 
economies. We’d like to under-
stand what is sustainable out of 
that, what isn’t, to help the 
middleclass and lower middle-
class punch a little above their 
weight by using more informal 

economic activity to supple-
ment income, to stretch the 
buck and to maybe make a little 
more money. So those are just 
some of the ideas that have 
come out of the discussions 
here. I’d have to say that DMC 
and Rochester is well thought 
of. You’ll hear a merchant 
barking about it once in a while, 
the Target bags filling the car 
trunk, but the discussions have 
begun to move to other local 
opportunities. Gary, I heard 
you talk at the Rochester’s 
foundation. You said, we don’t 
want the Rochester area to be a 
company town. We want the 
rest of the economy to grow as 
Mayo Clinic grows. So we don’t 
want to be too dependent on 
that economic engine. And that 
is kind of what is starting to 
shape up out of these planning 
discussions in Plainview.  

SK: Would you say more about 
that telecommuting center? 

DK: It came out of a business 
that closed and left Plainview.  

GS: Was that Haley’s?  

DK: Yes, Haley’s. The commu-
nity, our local development 
corporation, PADCO, and our 
EDA were active in promoting 
and acquiring those buildings, 
and made kind of an incubator 
out of it. And part of it is a 
telecommuter facility. Space 
rents for a modest amount a 
month to medical transcribers 

You have to be realistic. They 
say we need to support local 

retailers. Well that kind of 
sounds like welfare. 

ARE THERE ANY OTHER 

POSSIBILITIES BESIDES 

TOURISM TO SERVE AS THE 

BACKBONE OF SUSTAINABLE 

RURAL COMMUNITIES? 
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and so forth. I have talked with 
one telecommuter who said 
they’ll be retiring soon and they 
aren’t going to be replaced. 
That job will go somewhere 
else. But there are some pretty 
solid jobs. Our next-door 
neighbor is a graphic designer 
for Mayo Clinic. He rides his 
bike up to the telecommuter 
center every day and drives into 
Rochester probably one day 
every two weeks. 

SK: My daughter works for 
Cisco Computer Systems. She 
took a job with them when she 
was in the Twin Cities and kept 
the same job when she moved 
to Shreveport, Louisiana, and 
when she moved to Little 
Rock, Arkansas. She’s still in 
the same job in Vacaville, 
California. 

GS: She just chose to move? 

SK: She chose to move to be 
with her husband. Okay? Now 
she is really close to the 
headquarters. 

GS: Who’s the trailing spouse? 

SK: They live where my son-in-
law’s job is. So here are a cou-
ple observations. She is closer 
to the company headquarters, 
but she is still three hours away, 
because it’s California. She sees 
her team once every quarter. 

They either meet in San Jose or 
Chicago. My son works for 
TeamQuest out of Clear Lake, 
Iowa. He trails his spouse who 
took a job at the University of 
Iowa. TeamQuest sent him up 
to the Twin Cities. They’re 
opening a branch office in the 
North Metro because they 
can’t get Millennials to move to 
Clear Lake. So, why am I 
bringing this up? Because they 
both struggle with some social 
isolation issues. So, telecom-
muter centers may be a small 
community marketplace. My 
son is living in St. Paul right 
now, working at home while 
he’s waiting for his company to 
open that office. And he found 
he is going out to coffee shops, 
because he said, “I am more of 
an extrovert than I ever under-

stood. As much 
as I hated all the 

interruptions, 
people dropping 
in to talk to me at 
work, I really 
miss the 

interruptions, 
people talking to 
me.” And so he 
signed up for 
office space in a 

cooperative 
called CoCo. 

They have one in downtown St. 
Paul and one in downtown 
Minneapolis. There are all 
kinds of arrangements you can 
make to use the facilities. They 
have a conference room, places 
to hold meetings. They have a 
library. They have a kitchen. It 
reduces the isolation of tele-
commuters. Neither my son 
nor my daughter, who work at 
home, ever get out of their 
office to meet with people, 

except their teammates. They 
are isolated. I think that’s a 
potential opportunity for some 
communities, to say, “This is a 
beautiful place to live, and we 
have arrangements with large 
employers who use contract 
employees.” Learning how to 
manage your time working 
from home is difficult. But, for 
example, Plainview could offer 
to manage contract employees. 
You know what I mean? Maybe 
there’s something there as we 
move more and more toward 
telecommuting, whether it’s 20 
miles away from Plainview, or 
San Jose, California. 

JT: I like the idea of incubators, 
period, the notion that your 
community in some way is 
investing, whether it’s a revolv-
ing loan fund, or whatever it is 
that PADCO’s created, but it’s 
creating an atmosphere in 
which something can happen, 
and something can grow from 
that. My daughter uses CoCo 
too, or used it in the past. If she 
wanted to have a reception, 
there was a reception room. 
People come in there and 
think, “This is Emily’s office. 
Oh my God, look at that.” I 
think co-ops are underused, the 
whole co-op model. Houston, 
Minnesota used the co-op 
model to solve their grocery 
store problem. I know people 
in Minneapolis who used the 
co-op model to create a 
brewery called Fair State. It is 
successful. How do you raise 
capital? I think that is one of 
the challenges for small towns. 
Bankers love brick-and-mortar, 
but they don’t like innovative 
ideas, don’t want to fund them. 
Capital is just not there. But 
PADCO, and things like it, can 

Decentralization rather than 
consolidation is a determining factor 

in the Plainview Main Street 
redevelopment matrix: telecommut-
ing, renewable energy and financial 
services rather than competing toe-

to-toe with big box retailers. 
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step in and be that kind of 
broker, to provide capital, pro-
vide some financial assistance 
or structure that’s going to 
allow new development to 
come in. I like incubators. I like 
co-ops. 

GS: I think part of this is also 
innovation. Take a look at the 
natural resources, take a look at 
the farm. What is being 
produced, is it good, and what 
value can be added to the 
products? Look at dairy farms. 
Could someone create an ice 
cream? Plainview Ice Cream, 
you know? It becomes 
nationally branded. Do that 
wherever. Look at the natural 
resources: can somebody take 
that and put together a business 
model? Part of it is we often 
want to be an entrepreneur, an 
innovator. Part of it might be 
people just want to live in the 
community, they can live 
anywhere they want and they 
can telecommute to work. 
Their kids are in the schools. 
Are they thinking about 
creating something, or are they 

just thinking about going to 
work some place? Because at 
some point, we are not 
producing something of value, 
                                                           
5 Project FINE has been serving refugees and immigrants in Winona County, Minnesota, and the surrounding area since 1990, offering a variety 

of services to both newcomers and established residents and working with over 60 community partners to provide access to resources.  

providing value-add. There’s 
only so much services. Services 
require somebody making 
something to create dollars that 
are going to demand more 
services. 

SK: Has anyone heard of 
Knutson Caramels? You know 
when you go up to the cash 
register and they’ve got this 
little thing of caramels, three 
for a buck-twenty or whatever? 
Knutson’s Caramels are made 
in Frontenac, Minnesota. It’s a 
family-owned business. They 
mostly sell to 
the corporate 
gift market. It’s 
sort of like you 
need a spotlight 
on the suc-
cessful small en-
trepreneurs that 
create value in 
their commu-
nity. Frontenac is a really tiny 
town. I’m thinking back to the 
agriculture, and the labor force 
that we’re going to be 
recruiting is not going to be of 
Norwegian or German 

heritage, you 
know? They are 
going to be from 
all over the world. 
And so what we do 
that helps reduce 
their isolation, 
particularly in rural 
communities. I was 
reading something 
this week about 
Nova Scotia, 

Halifax, bringing immigrant 
workers from long distances. 
The article talked about kind of 
what Winona has with the 

community initiative, Project 
FINE./5 Anyway, Nova Scotia 
is trying to cluster people from 
the same background, to help 
them acclimate to the commu-
nity. The cluster is relocated to 
the same community so that 
they have some connection in 
the community that welcomes 
them. If you look at Rochester 
now, we have two or three 
Halal [International Food] 
Markets. You have the Indian 
spice store. Go down Lake 
Street, there may be fewer now, 

but there are a lot of Latino 
business. Are there ways for 
smaller communities to say, 
“Okay, we’ve got immigrants 
being driven in from Minneap-
olis to work in food processing; 
how do we create the housing 
for them?” Also, how do we 
help someone start a Karen 
[Burmese] spice market, or a 
Karen grocery store, so that the 
ethnic Karen can acclimate 
more quickly, become part of 
the community more quickly 
and have the products they 
need there. The question of 
how do you assimilate the 
immigrant who comes to your 
community for the workforce? 
How do you assimilate them 
into the community, and how 
you make them feel welcome 

Logging, like farming, employs newer technology 
 and fewer workers than in the past in SE MN. 

Spotlight successful small 
entrepreneurs that create value in 
their community. But how do you 

raise capital? That’s one of the 
challenges for small towns. 
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and have services and familiar 
things that they need? 

JT: Wasn’t it Worthington did 
a lot to welcome Hispanic 
workers who were coming to 
the plants? They went out of 
their way to make sure that they 
felt part of the fabric of the 
community. I like your idea. I 
remember trying to help find 
jobs for refugees in the 80s, and 
I think we trained a million 
janitors. It was kind of their 
entry point. You had Vietnam-
ese doctors doing janitorial 
work. Typically, they’re going 
to do those kind of entry-level 
jobs, which may be more 
service-oriented in the future 
than what you had in the past. 
The second-generation you 
have to argue, has been ex-
tremely successful in contrib-
uting to parts of the commu-
nity in many ways. I think that’s 
a given. When I interviewed 
Tom Gillaspy in 2010, he said 
Minnesota got successful be-
cause of education. We trained 

and educated a population that 
then helped the state grow 
economically, but also cultur-
ally. The challenge for 2020, he 
said, is where is the new work-
force going to come from? I’ve 
thought about DMC, and I 
keep wondering, who is going 
to do the McDonald’s? Not 
who is going to be doing 
surgery? That’s been pretty well 
taken care of. And I think it’s 
going to be new immigrants, 

people that are coming to the 
community those ways. 

GS: It’s funny you bring up 
McDonalds, because years ago, 
back in the 80s or 90s, there 
was a company up in Red 
Wing, and you went in there, 
and they had a McDonald’s 
kitchen in there. And what they 
were doing, they mechanized 
the whole thing so it would 
make the hamburgers and fries, 
so the person out front taking 
your money is likely the 
manager and the machines in 
the back are kicking the stuff 
out. And the manager’s job, 
when a machine breaks down, 
is to go back and fix it. So even 
at McDonald’s, the skill level 
that it is going to be needed at 
McDonald’s will at some point 
increase. The job won’t be just 
to take a hamburger and put in 
a bag and take your money. 
Because that work will be 
eliminated by technology. I 
think part of the challenge, 
especially when you talk about 

new-comers to 
this country, is 
that we really 
can’t afford for 
them to 
sacrifice the 
first generation 
for the next. 

Before, when immigrants came 
to this country, they always 
sacrificed themselves so their 
children could do better. We’re 
not really in a position – we 
need every able-bodied person 
to come in [and go to work]. 
Somehow we have to get 
people to assimilate; not to give 
up their culture, but come and 
assimilate so that you can be 
productive and take care of 
your family and keep your 

cultural alive, if that’s what you 
want to do. But there are 
certain things we have to do, 
and values we have to share as 
citizens regardless of our race. 
And I think part of our 
problem right now in this 
country is we really haven’t had 
that discussion, we really 
haven’t come to grips with it. 
We all share more common 
values than we think. 

SK: If you’re going to become 
a citizen for instance, filling out 
a lot of dry documents versus 
gaining a better understanding 
of the culture and the core 
values, is kind of what I was 
thinking as I listened to you 
speak. It’s interesting. Actually, 
we import surgeons and we put 
them to work at McDonald’s. 
And so one of the things we 
need to do is look at the 
barriers for credentialing peo-
ple into the higher skill jobs. 
People who are raised in 
refugee camps, because that’s 
all there was, or people who 
walked from Guatemala as 
farm laborers, or people like 
Project FINE director Fatima 
Said’s husband who was a 
physician but wasn’t trained in 
a way that his credentials could 
be recognized in the United 
States. So, if we could say, what 
does each community need and 
what group of new arrivals 
tends to have those skills? Can 
we actively recruit them to 
come instead of having the 
refugee resettlement commu-
nity figure out who will take 
them, or where they can go, or 
go to where your relatives are 
living. We don’t do a very good 
job of saying we’re going to 
allow people to come into our 
country, encourage people to 

The challenge, especially when you talk 
about newcomers to this country, is 

that we really can't afford for them to 
sacrifice one generation for the next. 
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come to our country, by asking, 
“Where do we need the labor?” 
That is a different kind of 
question. We’re so hung up on 
other issues related to the new 
arrivals that we don’t ask, 
“What’s in our economic best 
interest, the community’s best 
interest? Can we see this as a 
great opportunity to get the 
labor and families and energy 
into our communities?” We 
don’t think about it in those 
terms.  

GS: Create pathways for 
people. What are the pathways? 
Are they clear? Are they 
obstructed? If it’s filling a need, 
let’s remove the obstruction. 
This gets back to education and 
workforce training systems, 
making sure that we are 
creating pathways. Yes, young 
people, you might have to start 
here. But you know what? 
There’s a pathway for you if 
you want to do an education 
and training program. You can 
get on this pathway to get here. 
And having those pathways 
identified creates a competitive 
advantage for us as a local 
economy. Others will then 
want to come because they’ll 
know there’s a pathway. It will 
sell itself if we actually get this 
right. Others will struggle to 
figure out, but if we can figure 
this out – sure, the nature of 
work is going to change, 
change is a constant – but if we 
can actually have a workforce, 
education and training system 
that creates real pathways for 
people, I think in the long run 
we are going to do as well if not 
better than most economies. It 
has to be a regional system. 
One community can’t do this. 
We have to be connected as a 

region. There is a certain point 
where you are not really a part 
of that region, but it will select 
itself. We don’t have to invent 
a geographic line. 

SK: Think back to the days 
when Plainview was trying to 
recruit dairy workers. Think 
about now: Worthington needs 
people in the food processing 
plants – I’m not sure how the 
recruitment system works, but 
our federal rules kind of have 
forced employers to be a little 
… not right 
out in the 
open. We 
need to have a 
conversation 
about it. We 
need 200 
workers in 
Winona to fill 
manufactur-
ing jobs, we 
need these 
kinds of skills. If there is a 
group of immigrants coming, 
we want to host them, we’ll of-
fer them jobs, we’ll help them 
find housing. You can do that 
in smaller communities as well. 
You could say, “We really need 
dairy workers, and we want 
families, not just the single guys 
who come and stay for a while 
and go home. We want the 
immigration laws to change so 
that we can have the workforce 
we need.” And I don’t think 
our immigration laws are going 
to change because we are so 
hung up on values questions. 
Until the business community 
starts saying it needs workers.  

JT: They’ve been really quiet 
about the whole immigration 
issue. 

ST: The Chamber’s been 
saying a few things, but I think 
it has to be said with one voice. 

JT: We’ve got normal immigra-
tion that’s based on various 
criteria, regional targets and 
what have you. You are always 
going to have that. The 
question is about the undocu-
mented people, the refugees 
who potentially can come in.  

GS: Is it really that compli-
cated? 

SK: It is. It is … 

GS: … it is because of politics, 
because both parties want to 
claim future voters. They’re 
playing a losing game that way. 
I just think you could take 50 
people, one from each state, 
and say you’re going to solve 
the immigration problem, and 
they probably in six months 
could come up with a solution.  
But the politics of it does not 
let that happen. I just wanted to 
add, one thing that is going to 
continue to put pressure on 
smaller communities, and that 
is banks and what’s happening 
with increased regulation, the 
cost for a small community 
bank to comply with that 
regulation, is basically driving 
profits out of those banks. You 
are going to see more and more 
small community banks bought 
up, closed, or merged with 

The cost for a small community bank to 
comply with increased regulation is 
basically driving profits out of those 
small banks. More and more small 

community banks will be bought up, 
closed, or merged with larger banks. 
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larger banks. It’s going to be 
harder and harder for the small 
community banks to survive, 
because the cost of regulation 
alone is going to eat them up. 
We are already seeing evidence 
of that happening in some 
regards.  

DH: I think there a lot more 
issues at stake there. In terms 
of workforce, I think there’s a 
deeper set of issues, and it has 
to do with the lack of progress 
by the middle sectors and it 
kind of goes back to the 1990s. 
Today’s traumatized workforce 
was a big factor in our growth, 
a period when the share of 
national income that went to 
labor dropped. Janet Yellen 
and the Maestro, Alan 
Greenspan didn’t quite cele-

brate it, but it was a factor the 
Federal Reserve talked about at 
the end of the 90s. Anecdotally, 
there’s a corporate narrative 
that says the workforce is a 
means, not an end; and it’s to 
be shrunk. That’s the message, 
that’s the objective. I’ve talked 
to people who work at Mayo 
who feel that way. Mayo Clinic 
is not for profit corporation, 
but there’s this narrative that 
says, I don’t know, if you’re 
having a tough time, lay off 
employees. Your stock will go 
up. There’s that relationship. 
And if southeast Minnesota 
really wanted to differentiate 
itself, it could work on 

employment stability and 
security – which is pretty low. I 
think, in most large employers 
and maybe small employers too 
right now, that people are very 
wary of their futures no matter 
who they work for, and that 
includes Mayo – I know several 
people who are looking to get 
out of Mayo because they don’t 
feel like, you know, Mayo is the 
employer they want to hang 
their hat on; but they don’t 
know where to go. That’s a 
workforce issue. People want 
to do work that is reasonably 
well paid, appreciated. They 
want to feel they have secure 
employment. 

GS: so you don’t like your job? 
There’s a support group for 
that. It’s called everybody. 

[Laughter.] Drew 
Carey said that, 
Drew Carey the 

comedian. 
There’s a lot of 
people who don’t 
like their job, like 
everybody. 

DH: I remember 
in the early days of my career 
here in Plainview, people were 
waiting to get into IBM.  

JT: They had never laid anyone 
off at that time. 

GS: Then the promise was 
broken. 

DH: IBM was very profitable 
at the time.  

GS: I think there is a general 
sense of people don’t feel that 
secure. That’s common. You’ll 
find it not only in a small 
community but you will find it 
in a large community as well. 
Everybody is a little worried 
about where we are. Everybody 
knows we can’t borrow our 

way to prosperity. We see 
what’s going on. The nation’s 
beginning to borrow more. 
We’re no longer that the 
world’s largest economy. The 
geopolitical condition has 
changed immensely. People are 
uneasy. People are more 
intuitive and smarter than 
politicians and people at the 
Federal Reserve want to give 
them credit for. The biggest 
threat I see to all of our small 
communities – because I think 
we are positioned fairly well 
here for continued growth – 
the one thing that could mess it 
all up is if the integrity of the 
financial system goes down. 
We were almost there. We 
heard about all those toxic 
assets. Those toxic assets, 
where did they go? Did they 
disappear? No, there’re still 
there. They’re on the banks’ 
balance sheets …  

DH: … they’re on the Feds’ 
balance sheets … 

GS: … we’re down to six main 
banks. Those banks shared 
those toxic assets with the 
Federal Reserve. The banks are 
valuing those assets. They are 
saying they are worth this. Are 
they really? They’ve been mak-
ing obscene profits over the 
past few years while trying to 
wring all this stuff through the 
system. They’re not through 
yet. What happens if we don’t 
make it through that? I don’t 
know enough to be a true 
cynic. I believe the glass is half-
full, but I also … 

SK: … you were a cynic before 
you knew anything. [Laughter.] 

GS: No, I believe in people.  

SK: I actually think your heart 
is in it.  

The workforce has become a means, 
not an end. “It has to be shrunk.” 
And that's become the message,  

that’s become the objective. 
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GS: I believe in innovation and 
research. Right now, I worry 
about the integrity of our 
financial system, the one thing 
I have no control over. I don’t 
know how it all works, but I 
know that we’ve got serious, 
serious problems. And we’re 
kind of hanging on. I think 
that’s why you see the head of 
the Federal Reserve up in 
Minneapolis is not going for 
another term. My guess is you’ll 
see him come out with a book. 
He’ll be talking about all the ills 
of the Federal Reserve System, 
why it’s not working. But this is 
why we have the pressures on 
the community banks. Wells 
Fargo was one. They got called 
in and told you’re going to take 
on so much of this. All these 
banks were told, “You’re going 
to take so much of these 
liabilities.” We haven’t worked 
our way through all that yet. 
Meanwhile, those banks aren’t 
lending anymore. They are just 
trying to make the money to 
pay off the bad debts. And the 
community banks are being 
forced out now, because they 
get regulation forced on them, 
because obviously there the 
ones that caused the problem 
to begin with. We all know 
that’s not true, but somebody 
has to pay the price. That’s just 
the way the politics of it all 
works. So, I’d be worried about 
the financial system itself. 
That’s the only thing in my 
mind that could mess up our 
long-term future here, which I 
think is overall pretty good. 

SK: Are you speaking of the 
region?  

GS: Yeah, I’m thinking collec-
tively, as a region. Rochester 
doesn’t survive on its own. And 

the communities don’t survive 
on their own. We’re so 
interconnected, interdepend-
ent. We don’t realize, because if 
I work in Rochester and I go 
home to Rushford during the 
day, you know, my castle’s 
there, I think, “That Rochester, 
they are all messed up there.” 
Not to mention, I get my 
livelihood out of there, and I 
have a stake in what’s going on 
there, but I don’t want to 
necessarily recognize that. The 
fact is, we’re so interconnected, 
we need to start thinking a little 
bit more on things we can do as 
a larger community. Things like 
workforce. Some of these 
issues are not going to be 
solved by the communities, but 
through a regional approach. 
We can do some things that 
will impact every single com-
munity to the positive. People 
can get on that page and realize 
they’re part of a larger commu-
nity, that it does not just stop at 
the end of their block.  

JT: Is ours the only 
area that doesn’t have 
a regional planning 
body? 

SK: The Saint Cloud 
area doesn’t either.  

DH: Are a range of those 
broad scenarios part of DMC 
and Journey to Growth, planning, 
financial contingencies? 

GS: How do you contingently 
plan for a failed financial 
system? If that’s what happens, 
it happens and everything just 
fails you’re back to reinventing 
yourself. My thing about DMC 
is that Mayo has decided that in 
order to support this beast, and 
the beast has to consume. 
Right? It has to consume; it has 

to have more patients. I met 
with the Mayo health system 
administrator, runs all the local 
facilities around the area. 
They’re concerned about DMC 
because the message they’re 
getting in Red Wing, in Albert 
Lea, is, go to Rochester. No, 
no, we need you to come to 
these facilities because we’ve 
got lots of investment here. I 
told her, that’s a Mayo 
problem. You’ve got to figure 
that out. 

SK: In terms of the inter-
dependency you’re pointing 
out, we sometimes have a 
problem about how dominant 
Mayo Clinic is in our commu-
nity, in our region. But there 
are a lot of communities that 
would not have a new hospital 
if it weren’t for the fact that 
they are a part of the Mayo 
system. Mayo has been 
investing in primary care, now 
communities have to support 
it, just like the local grocery 

store. You have to see your 
primary care physician and use 
your local hospital as much as 
possible if it’s gonna stay open. 
I think about Cannon Falls, 
Lake City, Red Wing, and I 
can’t even name all the places, 
Mankato. They have new pri-
mary care clinics or they have a 
hospital that was Mayo 
financed or Olmsted Medical 
Center financed. We’ve talked 
about the growth of the 
healthcare economy and the 
aging of the population – 

You don’t like your job?  
There’s a support group for that.  

It’s called Everybody. 
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having access to healthcare is 
really important. And that 
doesn’t mean your insurance 
covers it; it just means you can 
get to your primary care 
provider …  

GS: … unless the financial 
system fails, in which case no-
body will care about healthcare, 
and then that means an even 
bigger problem for us. 

GS: Maybe that’s where you 
start. Assume that it did. What 
would you do if the worst 
happens? How would we coex-
ist, work together? Have that 
conversation. How do we build 
a community? Maybe you start 
your own currency. [Laughter.] 
It could be a lot of things. If 
that really happened, you 
would see people do things that 
we haven’t even thought of 
today. People do things out of 
necessity and reinvent them-
selves. That’s one thing we are 
as Americans. We’re the great-
est place on earth when it 
comes to reinventing ourselves. 
Failure is one thing we know 
can happen and you don’t get 
necessarily ostracized for life if 
you fail if you get up and try 

again and keep trying again, 
eventually you can make it. 
There are societies in the 
world, if you fail you’re 
ostracized for life, you’re just a 
failure, go sit over there, you 
are an outcast to society. But I 
think, maybe if you don’t have 
anything else, you say we’re 
going to create a really 
independent community. 

SK: Do we really want inde-
pendent communities?  

GS: That’s the thing. I think we 
are so interdependent there is 
no going back. There is no true 
independence anymore. You 
could mandate regional plan-
ning, and that’s fine, but that’s 
not going to solve the problem. 
I think what really would work 
is if people come together 
because they know it is the 
right thing to do. They are not 
doing it because somebody 
compelled them to do it. 
They’re going to do it because 
they believe it’s the right thing 
to do, working on initiatives 
and doing the things for the 
benefit of every community. 
They’re going to do it, not 
because somebody mandated 
it, passed a law defining 

geographical boundaries. Peo-
ple find a way, collectively, 
working together. To me, that’s 
the future. And if we can find a 
way to do that on our own, the 
organizations will form. It will 
happen organically.  

SK: And some organizations 
need to restructure, partner, 
collaborate. There are certain 
structures that create barriers 
for this inter-operability, a 
collaborative, interdependent 
economy and network that we 
really live in. We’ve got these 
official structures, and we’ve 
got the way things informally 
work. So I think a deep look at 
How do we figure out how to 
enhance what’s working well in 
terms of our interconnectivity? 

GS: I think that makes sense.  

SK: And how do we look at 
what’s getting in the way, and 
ask ourselves can we modify 
that. I’m not an advocate that 
we create a new regional 
development commission, be-
cause that was the model cre-
ated in the 70s for the life in the 
70s, and rejected in the 80s. 

GS: Also, it’s hard to argue that 
we somehow didn’t benefit by 
not having regional planning 
when you compare what we’ve 
done here to the areas that have 
had them.  

SK: On the other hand – you 
know, my whole career’s been 
on the human services side of 
things – increasingly, while we 
rejected the idea of a human 
services authority for the whole 
region, collectives are forming, 
and on the operational level, 
you can’t provide efficiency, 
effectiveness and specialization 
of services if you don’t work on 
a regional basis. I would say we 

Transportation and transit will 
be determining factors for 

economically sustainable rural 
communities. 

THE REGION, IN A WAY, IS 

JUST AS A LARGER VERSION 

OF A SMALL TOWN. HOW DO 

WE PROTECT OURSELVES 
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got in trouble trying to think 
about how to create a new 
system, because those who 
were invested in the old system 
or the old authority didn’t want 
to give up any authority.  

GS: They’re threatened, so they 
fight it.  

SK: So they said no. That’s 
what I mean by we’ve already 
learned that we have to work 
regionally but the current 
structures may get in our way, 
and the old structures for 
regional collaboration may not 
fit today’s reality. 

DH: You never want to 
underestimate the power of 
sunk investment. It speaks very 
loudly. [Laughter.] 

SK: Sunk investment, finan-
cially and politically: “I have the 
authority to make this decision 
and I’m not giving it up.”  

JT: Do you see any jurisdic-
tional problems between coun-
ties based on … 

SK: … exactly what I’m talking 
about.  

JT: Including zoning, ordi-
nances …  
GS: … You can go back to 
formation of state government. 
Townships were created – 
why? Because it was a horse 
ride to the county seat. 
Counties were a day away from 
the capital. Now we’re multi-
county? Maybe it’s time for a 
larger … I don’t know. I’ll leave 
it for other people to debate 
those kinds of things.  

JT: Fillmore County for 
example is really Ag driven, you 
know, like one dwelling per 
quarter-quarter versus … 

SK: … you’re talking zoning? 

JT: It could be zoning. You 
reached the border and all of a 
sudden you’ve got these barri-
ers to development. And 
maybe politically things will 
just happen and commissioners 
will change policies or give 
variances based on …  

SK: … because you’ve got 
these boundaries? You don’t 
think beyond your own 
boundaries. Let’s use 
transportation. I think that’s a 
great example here. So were 
talking about how intercon-
nected communities are. To 
sustain them, we need trans-
portation, and we need transit. 
But when you try to 
have the conversation 
about transit – right 
now, the city of 
Rochester is updating 
the transit plan, and 
then they’re going to 
hire this massive transportation 
project manager to handle the 
planning for the DMC, which 
is a subset of the city’s transit. 
But if you talk about how 
people get in from Byron, or 
how they get in from 
Owatonna or Winona or the 
Twin Cities, you know, 
transportation planners say, 
“Well that’s MNDOT’s job.” 
One of the DMC things that 
really struck me was, one of the 
planners was talking about, you 
start with transportation and 
you ask yourself this question: 
“How do we design transporta-
tion systems that provide eco-
nomic benefit to other com-
munities? How do we do that?” 
What he suggested was, if you 
run a bus system, for example, 
you make sure that it stops in 
the downtowns, near the 
convenience store, daycare 

center, close to the school. I’m 
thinking of St. Charles right 
now, Chatfield or Plainview. 
You want the bus to stop, not 
out on Interstate 90, where you 
can build a surface parking lot 
really fast. You want commut-
ers in your downtown. And you 
want them to encourage local 
folks, and say we’re going to 
build this convenience store. 
The bakery will be there. We 
don’t know how to ask 
ourselves that question. And I 
don’t think, if you are going to 
spend a million-and-a-half dol-
lars a year on a transportation 
planner – I am not convinced 

that we have identified, or that 
we will accept central planning 
to come out to the region. The 
region needs to plan, and then 
come to the DMC master 
planner to say, “This is what I 
think.” How do we do some-
thing like that as a region? 

GS: Remember that DMC is a 
Mayo initiative with commu-
nity support; it is not the re-
verse of that. 

SK: It is a Mayo initiative with 
community support for 
downtown Rochester. It’s not 
even the whole community. It’s 
downtown.  

GS: It’s about Mayo. It’s about 
take care of what Mayo’s needs 
are going to be. 

SK: It’s really no different than 
the Mall of America initiative, 
or a big airline, where you’re 

We are so interdependent, there’s 
no going back. There is no true 

independence anymore. 
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going to build a hangar; or 
build the Viking Stadium.  

GS: They ask you to under-
stand, DMC planners, they tell 
you they understand the need 
to diversify, that it’s an im-
portant issue. They know it 
needs to happen. But it’s all 
new to us.  

JT: We’ve got 40,000 commut-
ers now. What’s it going to be 
like in five or ten years? Is it 
50,000? 

GS: We talk about 40,000 jobs. 
But we’re not talking about net 
new jobs. The way these eco-
nomic models work, you plug 
in an amount of investment, 

you know, in healthcare, and 
that’s going to create so many 
jobs. But that’s a static model, 
it’s based on the way the world 
is today. It doesn’t account for 
changes in technology. There 
will be jobs eliminated, there 
will be jobs created. So, 40,000 
jobs is not necessarily net new 
jobs. Nobody can tell you how 
many net new jobs that is, but 
it will be less than 40,000 net 
new jobs. People hear 40,000 
new jobs – it conjures up, “Oh, 
what are we going to do about 
this, what are we going to do 
about that?” It’s really about 
the same rate of growth we had 
the past 40 years. So we do 
have time to figure it out. But 
it’s getting more complex. The 
issues you’re talking about 

require a lot more communica-
tion. So now you’ve got the city 
thinking, “Well wait a minute, 
they’re being told what to do by 
this entity. We’ll work through 
it all.” That’s one thing good 
about our area, we’re passive-
aggressive, but at the same 
time, we do share this col-
laboration and partnership. We 
need to figure it out. As long as 
we don’t kill each other, we will 
figure it out.  

SK: In terms of the sustainabil-
ity question, we need to figure 
out, as a region, how our transit 
and transportation systems can 
work to provide economic 
benefits throughout the region. 

GS: Extend that to our 
education and training 
system. 

JT: To any communica-
tion system as well. Not 
every place is as wired as 
Rochester is. 

SK: Ok. So you look at 
the broadband question. 

DH: Here’s a number I’m 
curious about, an economic 
snapshot from the Post-Bulletin 
newspaper, annual growth by 
job sector in three counties, 
Olmsted, Wabasha and Dodge. 
It’s got education and health 
put together. And that category 
went up two-tenths of one 
percent, about 90 jobs over the 
last year. And the employment 
picture, nonfarm employment 
– which always makes me 
wonder why we don’t include 
farm – anyway, total employ-
ment went up four-tenths of a 
percent, and that would be 
about 4,000 jobs in the three 
counties. Should we be expect-
ing more? 

GS: It actually is good to see all 
jobs growing faster than the 
healthcare and education sector 
alone, because that means 
we’re becoming less dependent 
on that sector. 

DH: Then leisure and hospital-
ity went up a little faster. 

GS: They’re the first to suffer 
when the economy goes down.  

DH: Sheila brought up the 
observation that everybody 
can’t do the same thing. And I 
think the communities around 
Rochester, at least it is my 
observation, they’re tending to 
want to do the same thing. 
They need housing, they need 
transportation. But how to bal-
ance that? It is a trick to say that 
we want to grow as a commu-
nity, yet we want to remain 
differentiated. What does that 
mean? And do we really want 
to give away all of our trade 
secrets – Minnesota-speak for 
growth secrets – allow them to 
be copied and cloned. We are 
competitive communities  

JT: I think we still need social 
entrepreneurs who are willing 
to take a few risks. Human 
capital. Small towns need 
creative people to fight the 
towns. Transportation was key. 
The bold farm-to-market con-
cept, you know, well now 
maybe it’s town-to-Rochester. 
The World Wide Web has 
become kind of a new farm-to-
market mechanism because 
you can do marketing online. I 
think successful towns have an 
economic anchor of some sort, 
whether it’s the arts in 
Lanesboro, whether it’s the 
farm scene Plainview, there’s 
some dominant economic ac-
tivity. Affordable housing, I 

How does DMC design a 
transportation system that 

provides economic benefits to 
other communities? 
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think is really important. Not 
every town has it. I know that’s 
something you guys are 
working on in Plainview. 
Broadband is equalizer. We’re 
not doing enough to create 
equal access to broadband. 
Access to medical service. 
Twenty percent of Fillmore 
County’s population is 65 or 
older. One fifth of Fillmore 
County residents are seniors, so 
access to medical service is 
important. Capital investment 
we talked about earlier. I don’t 
want to put the blame on 

banks, but banks like brick-
and-mortar a lot. And I think in 
the new service economy, it’s 
not about bricks and mortar 
anymore. It’s about other 
things. And affordable business 
space. If you want a dynamic 
downtown, you got to create an 
opportunity for people with 
new ideas and new energy to 
come into that town. And 
maybe Lanesboro was a bad 
example, because it’s got this 
resort economy. Real estate is 
artificially high, and people 
keep selling at that level 

because the supply is limited, 
the location is very attractive, 
so you only make money on 
your property there when you 
sell it. You can’t cash flow for 
the most part. Small towns 
constantly have to reinvent 
themselves. There has to be 
some driving organization, 
whether it’s the city council, the 
Chamber of Commerce, the 
Economic Development Au-
thority, an active arts council, 
whatever is, there has to be 
something driving the whole 
community forward. 
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The Creature from The Black Lagoon  
Dreams of Swimming Angels 
Sean Lause 

 
 

Someone clipped your words to silence. 
Now your passion knows no bounds… 
You might have been King of the Starless Depths, 
if not for a girl in a white swimsuit. 
When the last lighthouse winked into sleep, 
they should have known they were headed weird. 
They longed to catch you for God knows why, 
with charts, nets, guns---the whole mad array. 
You were made for longing, but they need her 
to launch a thousand ships, blub, blub… 
A poetess of thighs and visions to bless 
their vain endeavors, their lust for snaky knowledge. 
But she’s the wings that took your breath away, 
and when you sank, spear-crucified, did she 
watch your rapture shiver to the moon? 
And did you finally learn the loneliness of angels? 
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McAndrew 
Merle Hanson 

 

Driving my green ‘69 beetle 
across the drylands of the South-
west, I’d noticed some angry looks. 
Tensions still ran a bit high after 
that American war. Nam was a 
horrible place for those that were 
there. Never should have been. I 
needed a drink to get the taste of 
dust out of my mouth that comes 
from driving across dry country. 
The first place I found that didn’t 
have a parking lot full of pickups 
had a neon Lone Star sign flickering 
in the window. Sign across the front 
said: Willie’s Roadhouse. 

I’ve always liked the old bars 
where the glasses are a bit dusty and the walls tell a different story than the one blaring on 
the radio and coming out the TV. Real stories are had and found in those bars at the bottom 
of a glass and in the shared tears of living.  

Fella on a stool looked a bit out of sorts with his cowboy hat smushed sideways and his 
bushy beard flying in every which way. Looked a bit like a prospector who had somehow 
turned the wrong way pursuing that lure of gold. He raised his glass and introduced himself. 
“McAndrew. Mike. I’ve been living a long time. Seems I just can’t leave. Sometimes, I feel 
like I’m living in a different place. I see different things but the Jameson eases the pain of 
living. Settles the nerves and joints.”  

Handed the glass to me and I took a hit. Immediately felt better. Felt good to be in Old 
Texas amongst the open minded. I worried about how those young kids are doing today in 
the land of dark suits and even darker minds.  

McAndrew started in talking. “I done a lot of learning to get where I am at. Earned it. Felt 
the spirits from the sands of the Sahara to the Navajo land, places so quiet you could hear 
your own thoughts. Texas can get like that when the sun goes down and the lights get turned 
off. We’ve been talking about you here in Deadville.  

“Nice to finally meet you. Been sending messages and you kept blocking the path with 
your thinking. Ways of believing sometimes get in the way of talking. We’re happy you have 
finally opened your mind so we can tell the story of what was and how it all began. Now you 
gotta remember that in living those that talk the loudest often know the least. They will try 
and force their way of living, thinking upon you.  
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“People follow patterns of thinking and Texas 
has a bad case of it starting to set in. Anger, hate 
and blame based on some mistaken beliefs. They 
get a hard headedness to them and they push 
harder. Bullies wearing suits is what you’re going 
to see in 30 years. 

“Old Preacher Roe down in Waco says people, 
the angry people, have lost track of the past. Now, 
he’s been gone for quite a while, but there was 
never a better storyteller in all of Texas. Stories, 
you see are how the myths get passed. Most times, 
beliefs are wrong and you use them to prop up 
your righteousness while living. 

“We got dead librarians keeping track of things 
over here. They are honest, though not quite right 
in the head. Anyways, we got records all the way 
back to the beginning. I was chosen to give you 
your talk. All the way down from dead person to 
dead person the stories of living. My family living 
were storytellers, music, picture taking over here,” 
he laughed. “It is a bit different.” Then he winked. 

I looked around to make sure I was still on firm 
ground. The bartender, wearing a blue Cowboys 
jersey with the number 83, the name ‘Clark’ on 
the back, watched The Young and the Restless on a 
small TV suspended over the cash register. Jerry 
Jeff played on a jukebox in the corner. 

 McAndrew said, “It was a goddam freak of 
nature. A combustion. Not certain we will ever 
see such an explosion again. Chemicals, molecules 
started fighting, friction, temperature. They got 
hotter. Not much different today. Things get hot 
they explode. The skies lit up like nothing ever 
seen. Billions of years. Things settle down after a 
while. Find their place. Gravity, hard to see it but 
energies and forces keep everything in place. 
Mother nature, powerful thing, always evolving. 
Still expanding is how powerful that explosion 
was. Life, you see, is change itself and way deep 
down things keep happening. Just star dust is 
what we are, evolving, changing, a chemical 
reaction. A long time ago.” 

I took a deep breath. A tall blonde wearing pink 
tennis shoes walked into the bar. McAndrew 
looked at me and said, “She has something inside 

her. A strength. Texas thru and thru. We weren’t 
assembled like a jigsaw puzzle. Some guy isn’t 
sitting up in his sky castle, pulling strings like a 
puppeteer. People making up stories. Trying to 
find reason. Well intentioned, but man will do 
about anything to be seen as right. Blaspheming 
the truth.” 

“Well, wha, what?” 

“Now, you are going to meet some people 
along the way. Your journey has just started. 
You’ll come across strong people, weak people 
and others who are just full of it. The thing is 
you’ll find strength in the most unusual places. 
Like Pink Shoes. Life will have to unfold a bit 
before you see her story. She is all Texas and she 
has the courage to stand up. Her road might be a 
bit bumpy but those folks who learn how to get 
through the tough times, make for the best 
people. True Texas grit is what she has. It might 
be 30 years but you’ll see her again.” 

McAndrew finished his Jameson, turned to me, 
and said, “Headed to Port Townsend, with a few 
stops along the way. We’ll be seeing you.” And 
like that he was gone. 

I finished up my drink. Looked around, felt a 
bit of comfort in the dusty glasses and sounds of 
an old bar. Nodded to Clark and pink shoes as I 
left. Rolled down the windows, lamenting the fact, 
as I continued my way across Texas, that Volks-
wagen did not put a decent radio in the ’69 bug. 
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Two Poems 
Molly McDonald 
 
 

To My Future Love 

 
I love how you always have a first aid kit in your Tahoe.  
I love how you pretend it doesn’t hurt when you get your hair cut. 
I love when your fingers are greasy from KFC and you tickle me. 
I love how you take the time to clean your guns. 
I love how people wanted you to sell out but you stayed real. 
I love how you still have all your baby teeth in a satchel.  
I love how one oversized testicle doesn’t stop you from sitting up straight. 
I love how you shake off after a bath like the dog  

Beethoven from the movie of the same name. 
I love how you cried so hard during  

Beethoven (the movie) that you herniated and now one ball is way bigger. 
I love how you eat lean meats and whole grains  

and are committed to a healthy lifestyle. 
I love how you get wasted on $1 beer night and call me and yell. 
I love how you buy things from Sky Mall for the pet that we might get together. 
I like that cheese tour we took one time.  
I love lamp. 
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Hannah is a Palindrome 

 
Hannah is a palindrome  
Is ambidextrous 
Is bisexual 
When I rip her in half  
She looks in the mirror  
And feels whole again  
When she’s gone 
She leaves a hole 
Blood sloshes over the lip  
Of the rip 
In the imperfect container  
Of my heart 
Together we’re art  
Apart we’re saran wrap  
Held taut by fingers  
Someone flicks a lighter  
And the world puckers 
Gets darker 
The smell of burned plastic  
Coats my hair 
And I wear her absence 
Like a clay bowl full of cold water 
The thing about me is that I always drop things  
The thing about her is that she’s afraid of falling  
Sometimes Hannah is just 
A hand to hold 
A hammock to lie in 
But sometimes she’s a small bird  
Ripped open by the side of the road  
So violently 
It makes you wonder 
How the Fuck did that happen?  
My greatest fears 
Are running over a ground squirrel with my bike  
And loving someone 
Too hard. 
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  Check out debut works from new voices, 

new releases from established authors, folk 
art memoirs, mind-bending fiction and 

award-winning poetry. 
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Everybody Has One – Seeing RED 
Tom Driscoll 

IT’S TIME FOR AGRICULTURE TO PLAY A BIGGER ROLE 
IN THE ECONOMIC FUTURE OF SUSTAINABLE RURAL COMMUNITIES 

 

It came as no surprise that participants in the Folk Opera Ideas Forum devoted so much time 
discussing the future of rural economic development in the context of past rural economic 
development. Historical context, the broad canvas upon which the past is framed, is crucial to 
making sense of tomorrow’s economic headlines. Another way to layer past growth and 
prosperity over future sustainability is by analyzing subtext, the cultural background noise of 
history. Unlike context, subtext carries a sort of genetic code from yesterday forward into 
today’s rural communities.  

Much of the subtext is just as constructive now as it was way back when: the influence of 
strong families and good schools; humble, generous churches; small, frugal governments; 
hard-working folk; annual picnics and parades, VFWs and volunteer fire departments. Due in 
part to the positive subtext, perceived quality of life in little towns ranks so high you have to 
wonder what all the rural economic development fuss is about. The glass is half full. Right?
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Subtext usefully describes stubborn economic 
structures, entrenched financial institutions, and, 
for lack of a better phrase, the hidden agendas of 
obsolete socio-political norms, all of it operating 
behind the scenes in compact little towns and 
sprawling townships in the present. There’s noth-
ing especially sinister to report, just human nature; 
but to chart a course toward sustainable communi-
ties, it’s important to know if future obstacles have 
migrated from the past, where they were not 
considered obstacles.   

To paraphrase roundtable participant Dean 
Harrington, (referring to sunk investment by local 
government, p57), “Never underestimate the 
power of subtext.” 

Much was said at the roundtable about the 
venerable history of agriculture, about how much 
it has changed. Mechanization, computerization, 
robots, drones, GIS, GPS, advanced genetics and 
chemistry differentiates modern farming from the 
subsistence agriculture practiced by Old World im-
migrants who availed themselves of opportunities 
created by a government back East eager to clear, 
hold and develop the vast American frontier. The 
frontier spirit is pure subtext. 

Small farms have been stitched together into 
mega-farms. Local co-ops have merged with agri-
cultural giants. Today, Ag inputs are tightly con-
trolled and widely proliferated by seed, fertilizer 
and pesticide producers. Crop rotation and feedlot 
choices are dictated by behemoth consolidated 
food processors. Increased soil and water degrada-
tion due to plowing under buffer zones can be 
blamed in part on the growth of growing fuel 
instead of food. Big Ag poses a big environmental 
threat to small communities.  

Eager to please, Congress routinely reauthorizes 
the Farm Bill with all of its antiquated subsidies, 
some $90 billion in two decades. When it comes to 
agriculture, elected officials let subtext guide their 
actions as if the early 21st Century is a brittle black 
and white photo of the early 20th Century.  

Economists still disaggregate labor and GDP 
data into burdensome farm and off-farm sectors 
for God’s sake. Small towns? When they’re not 
making beds for commuters, small towns serve 
breakfast to agriculture. 

Farming, by definition, is decentralized. And to 
be sure, much good is being done to mitigate the 

effects of consolidated, industrialized, subsidized 
agriculture, but decentralized efforts are relatively 
small compared to the big profits, extensive land-
in-use and wide product reach of Big Ag and its 
cohort of small, often marginalized traditional 
farms.  

Farmers Co-op and Elevator, headquartered in 
Rushford, Minnesota, has been doing the right 
thing since 1906, locating its various facilities in a 
multi-township area of influence. But the pressure 
to boost margins by cutting costs makes consolida-
tion seem as inevitable as advances in technology. 
More has to be done by farmers, land owners, Big 
Ag, state DNRs and lawmakers to urge, assist and 
facilitate a greater return of Ag economic benefits 
to rural communities. 

 To put Ag-sector subtext in a community con-
text, there is no Rural Broadband equivalent today 
to the Rural Electrification Act of 1936. What’s 
more, in 2016, counties struggle to maintain year-
round access to farms that sit at the end of a dead 
end road or across a failing bridge. Large land 
owners often oppose rural school district operation 
and facilities levies, though local districts run near 
empty busses over dangerous feeder roads to 
transport students to open-enrollment schools 
located outside taxpayer jurisdictions. 

The old economic models that saw anchor com-
munities spring up and thrive in rural agricultural 
areas have become an irrelevant nuisance to 
sustainable future growth and the equitable 
distribution of wealth. 

Although tourism based on recreation – arts, 
environment, boutique and antique retail, farmers 
and local food markets, eateries, wineries and 
breweries – is an important new growth sector, 
wholesale reconfiguration of traditional rural econ-
omies into seasonal resort economies may not be 
the universal answer to the widespread demand for 
sustainable rural communities.  

Finally, agriculture is not like a closed mine or a 
shuttered steel mill. Ag is still here, still producing 
crops, livestock, dairy and energy. The Ag econ-
omy is bigger than ever. Rural communities must 
position themselves to seize diverse opportunities, 
to grow and thrive as the global economy evolves 
into the future. All sectors can help by reinvesting 
in the very towns established to educate, entertain, 
transport, supply and serve rural agriculture. 




