
A Message from the Editor: 
     What if you gave a partyéand no one came? I can report that is exactly what 
happened at the Beatitudes Earth Day celebration (April 20th this year, the Life 
Center). For the most part, only the presenters were there: the dietician promoting 
earth-friendly foods, the anti-bottled water lady, the publicist, the chef with samples 
of a healthy salad and one table of garden club members with their crops. Ray and 
I were there to represent the Writersô Group and ñRoadrunner Extra.ò A film 
produced by myself and photographer Fred Aronow of Los Angeles was running on 

the big screen to empty seats. Just like the old days when I was involved in what was probably 
the first environmental series on television? I donôt think so!  In the old days there was bipartisan 
excitement about the environment. Read all about the way it was four decades agoéand more. 
Wild animals and wild weather in the ó30s. Nature poetry from Amy Taylor...and the latest from 
our columnists, Mildred Bulpitt and Ole Griffith.  
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Mary Louise King  Plaza View 

 

Mom Was Right 
     Ray Maldoon   Central Park West 

 When I was a boy I guess I used to dawdle with my food, and when I did Mom 
would say, ñEat your supper. Think of the poor starving children in India.ò  Well, I did 
think about the poor starving children in India, but Iôm afraid I didnôt get the connection.  
Nevertheless, if Mom thought I should clean my plate, I cleaned my plate.   
 Today I know Mom was right.  If I wasted food, and if I wasted it every day for a 
year and 50 million other kids wasted food, too, then boatloads of food were being 
wasted every yearðenough to help feed the poor starving kids of the world.  Mom knew 
about Earth Day before there was an Earth Day. 
 So here I am, eight decades later, happy in my little apartment here at The 
Beatirudes, where The Beatitudes supplies my electricity and water and hauls away my 
trash.  Yet it is still not easy to see the connection of what I do with the rest of the world.  
But if I turn off a television set that Iôm not watching, donôt turn the shower on until Iôm 
ready to step in, select the plastic and glass in my trash and haul it to the recycle bin, 
and do these things every day and five hundred other people here at The Beatitudes do 
the same every day, and a fair share of the 310 million people in the U. S. do tooðthen 

a tremendous amount of the earthôs resources will be 
saved for future generations.   

 Mom was right, and now we should celebrate it on Earth Day. 

Save a little, help a lot! 
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              GRUNION MOON 
When the moon is full, the grunion run; 
     and the tide is high, the grunion run. 
They dance a strange erotic dance 
     upon the sands on western shore. 
The rhythm is as old as life; 
     the time for eggs to incubate. 
     the time for male fish to gyrate. 
The time for high tides to wash in 
     and wash the hatched fish out again. 

 
Life moves in strange mysterious 
waysĄ 
     a time to live, a time to die. 
To see results of flux and change 
     our minds an ever widening range. 

 
What do we aim for, why the try? 
Is there indeed a God on high? 
 

Have we set ourselves a goal ? 
Prepared ourselves for a new role? 
To move into outer space 
for survival of the human race? 

  

   Amy Taylor   Central Park West 
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YELLOWSTONE PARK 

I stood and waited for the sun to rise  

   above the mountains in the distant view. 

The crisp cold air was lovely to my skin  

   as small lake wavelets  

   lapped close to my feet.  

The glaciers on the mountainsides were bright  

   when morning sun climbed in the east.  

 

We walked in quiet paths among the trees 

   and talked to keep the present bears at bay. 

We saw the skeleton in forest deep 

   and wondered when the buffalo had died. 

We stood and watched the buffalo herds 

   walk down into the valley as the winter came, 

and heard the elk as mating time began. 

Echoing through those valleys 

   and mountains only nature knows.  

 

This place where time stands still,  

   where life and death blend into one. 

Oh how I long to spend the winter here 

   as snow piles deep  

   and quietness pervades. 

    Amy Taylor   Central Park West 

 



RO A D R U N N E R EX T R A! 4 

THE RETURN OF THE WILDERNESS SERIES 

     Mary Louise King        Plaza View 

It was with some pleasure that I received the news last year. Not that there would 
be any money involved; the production money had all been spent; the salaries paid; and 
no residuals would be forthcoming from the contract with Channel l3 New York and 
National Educational Television (now PBS). The news was that our television series 
which had aired forty years ago, ñOur Vanishing Wilderness,ò had been placed on the 
channelôs internet website and is available to anyone at any time. Why? It was, 
someone there had decided, the seminal environmental series in the United States. 
Mostly shot in 1969, before the first Earth Day, the eight films in the series aired from 
the fall of the same year, 1970, through the early months of 1971.  

      Until then the medium of television had paid 
little attention to conservation, as the movement 
started by Teddy Roosevelt was known. He 
dedicated the first National Wildlife Refugeð
Pelican Island in Florida and the first National 
ParkðYellowstone, in Montana.    
       The first Earth Day marked the beginning of 
a new environmental movement that reflected 
the publicôs rising interest in the ecology  and 

problems of the planet on which we live. In retrospect the films are a piece of this history 
which I am proud to share with my friends and neighbors. In a few instances these films 
were even critical to the passage of legislation. Back then, bipartisanship had a 
meaning, and the president of the United States took strong stands on the environment. 
So it was no wonder that a small crew of filmmakers would set out to document some of 
the more pressing issues of the Era.  Its members included my husband, Shelly 
Grossman, and his assistant cameraman, Fred Aronow, myself as a researcher and 
writer, Phillip Goodman, writer, and John N. Hamlet, naturalist. Fred doubled as sound 
man. John and I created the stories.  

ľOur Vanishing WildernessĿ started as a book, and in fact we werenôt even 
contemplating a series using that title at first.  The president of ABC, who knew John, 
asked us to do a special program about wild animals. He hired a former secretary to be 
executive producer on location. About half way through the assignment, the lady and 
Shelly were absolutely on the outs. She fired us and hired two famous hand-held 
cameramen, the Maysles brothers, to chase prairie dogs around in South Dakota.  

Meanwhile, we retained a New York lawyer, Paul Sherman, who took one look at 
our contract with ABC and pronounced that it was terminated one day before the 
deadline to deliver the program. We would end up owning all of the film and camera 
equipment, he said. Then he went on to enthuse over Gina Lollabridgeda, whom he was 
also representing.  
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What seemed like a bad break at the time, losing the contract with ABC, turned 
out to be a good break.  It enabled us to go to the Ford Foundation and public television 

with the film and a proposal for a series.  We took our ľWildernessĿ book and a 

budget with us, and managed to raise a quarter of a million dollars in that one visit. The 
other half of the funding came from the Old Dominion Foundation, through Channel l3 in 
New York. David Prowitt, our executive producer, left us pretty much alone to pick our 
stories. 

Shortly thereafter, we formed a Delaware corporation named Shoshoni 
Productions after one of John Hamletôs favorite golden eagles. John was a master 

falconer and co-author of another book of ours, ľBirds of Prey of the World.Ŀ 
I had been very much influenced by John, an old family friend, who taught me 

about ecology long before it became a household word.  One chapter of ľBirds of 
Preyò was titled Ecology. The same year that this book was in galleys, 1962, Rachel 
Carsonôs ñSilent Springò hit the bookstores. We were all profoundly influenced by her 

writing and research on chemical pesticides. (ľBirds of Preyò came out two years 

later.)  Rachel Carsonôs premature death in 1964 added to her image as an icon on the 
scene. People everywhere began to see what was happening to wildlife as a result of 
human activities and to connect the dots; we, too, could become an endangered 
species.  

Two films in our series, ľThe Chain of 

Lifeò and ľOf Broccoli and Pelicans and 
Celery and Seals,ò are the most directly 
connected to Rachel Carsonôs legacy. 
Another kind of poisoning is addressed from 

John Hamletôs  experience in the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service in ľThe Prairie 
Killers.ò   Western and southeastern wildlife species are threatened by our tampering 

with water systems in ľSlow Death of the Desert Waterò and ľWill the Gator 
Glades Survive?ò  Though all eight of our films served to bring problems to the publicôs 
attention, the three most powerful and influential were about oil 

and the return of land to Native Americans: ľSanta Barbara, 

Everybodyôs Mistake,ò ñPrudhoe Bayðor Bust!ò and ľThe 
Water Is So Clear, That A Blind Man Could See.ò   

ñSanta BarbaraðEverybodyôs Mistakeò 
 The Santa Barbara oil spill is generally conceded to be 
ñthe spark that brought the nationôs attention to environmental 
issues.ò The idea of Earth Day originated with Senator Gaylord 
Nelson (Dem. Wis.) in October of l969 after he had visited Santa 

All eight films of the ñOur Vanishing 
Wildernessò series can be seen on  
 www.thirteen.org/ourvanishingwilderness 
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Barbaraôs devastated beaches and was outraged by Washingtonôs slow 
response to the situation. He proposed a national environmental teach-
in to be observed in every university and high school in the spring of 
every year, the object being to avert a growing trend of environmental 
degradation.  
 I donôt know whether Senator Nelson saw us on the beach 
filming the big machinery digging the tar out of the sand, but the 
Shoshoni Productions crew was there. So were the Union Oil bird 
rescuers, carrying away pelicans, gulls and other sea-feeding heavily oiled birds to be 
cleaned in detergent baths. Stations to care for them had been immediately set up.  
Everybody was out there helping, even society matrons with fancy cars. 
 In the weeks that followed, we operated out of a state campground on the beach 
near Ventura. That proved to be convenient because Captain Henry ñHankò Hoover 
lived nearby. Hank Hoover was in charge of enforcing Californiaôs environmental laws 
affecting fishing, as well as bird, sea lion and elephant seal colonies on the islands of 
the Santa Barbara Channel. In the days following the spill, Hank took us out on his boat 
along with the biologists collecting various forms of sea life. Fortunately, the choppy 
seas we encountered were breaking up the oil slick. Schools of fish and the seals swam 

under it. Microbes and some filter feeders near the small 
natural vents on the bottom also consumed some of this new 
spill and seemed none the worse for it.  
 The media, particularly LIFE magazine, exaggerated 
that part of the damage. Overall, the shore-feeding birdsð
including thousands migrating down the Pacific Flywayð
suffered the most.  

 Testimony to the fairness of our reporting is a letter of appreciation we received 
from Union Oil at the time (now filed in our collection in the American Heritage Archives 
of the University of Wyoming since Shellyôs death at the age of 47 in 1975).  
 A moratorium was placed on offshore drilling in the channel by Governor Ronald 
Reagan.  These restrictions were lifted after sixteen years,  but negotiations continued;  

Fred Hartley, president of Union Oil 

 ñI donôt like to call it a disaster, because there has been no loss of human life.  I am 

amazed at the publicity for the loss of a few birds.ò 

Santa Barbara News Press Editor Thomas Stroke 

 ñNever in my lifetime have I ever seen such an aroused populace at the grassroots level.  

This oil pollution has done something that I have never seenðit has united citizens of all political 

persuasions in a truly nonpartisan cause.ò 

U. S. President Richard Nixon 

 ñThe Santa Barbara incident has frankly touched the conscience of the American people.ò 
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today there are agreements to end all existing drilling and prevent new drilling off Santa 
Barbaraôs beaches. Equally important to the areaôs ecology, the new Channel Islands 
National Marine Sanctuary has established programs for protecting all aspects of natural 
and man-made activities in this vast over 1200 square mile park.   
 We learned a great deal from Hank Hoover about the conditions at Santa 
Barbara, and he, I believe, gained a respect for what we were trying to do with our  
documentary.  Our friendship grew largely because of our shared values concerning 
nature.  After all these years weôre still friends.  When Hank Hoover retired several years 
ago, he wrote to me in Phoenix: ñThe old sailor is throwing an oar over his shoulder and 
going inland.ò And indeed he and his wife, Jill, did; they moved to Camp Verde, AZ  
hundreds of miles from the shore.  He still refers to himself as a fishfuzz (get itða fish 
cop) in his email address though he has become a deer and elk hunter. 
 What is it that keeps us folks from the ó70s in touch?  As diverse as we are, there 
is still one common thread.  On October 20, 1969 Robert Bendener of the New York 
Times put his finger on it.  ñCall it conservation, the environment, ecological balance, or 
what you will, it is a cause more permanent, more far-reaching than any issue of the 
EraðVietnam and Black Power included.ò 
 Environmentalists of that Era could not be identified by age or profession or 
political party. Take our crew, for example: John Hamlet, the naturalist, identified with 
the Beat Generationðdescribing himself as a kind of Jack Kerouac ñon the roadô with a 
golden eagle or gray wolf for company. (He often gave shows or lectures.) Shelly and I 
were too young to be Beatniks and too old to be Hippies. Phil GoodmanðI never asked. 
He wrote five of the scripts and set a very high bar for the restðone of my own, one with 
Executive Producer David Prowitt, and one by Stan Steiner, known for his books on 
various ethnic groups, including Native Americans. He was the man who introduced us 
to Taos Pueblo and the Blue Lake controversy. In his case, a film about nature and 
Indian spirituality proved to be a perfect fit. Fred 
Aronow was just out of film school at New York 
University when Shelly hired him to be his 
assistant cameraman. He took the job, even 
though he was more interested in civil rights 
marches in Mississippi. Just how green he was 
behind a camera in the wild we didnôt find out 
until he arrived in Alaska and had to be rescued 
from a charging moose! 
 (The second part of this article will be 
published in the May issue of Roadrunner Extra! It 
will include a description of the unusual conditions of working in Alaska on the Prudhoe 
Bay pipeline story in the prize-winning documentary ñPrudhoe Bayðor Bust.ò Mary 
Louise will also describe the unjust situation on the Taos Pueblo in New Mexico which 
denied the Pueblo Indians access to their sacred Blue Lake in ñThe Water is So Clear, 
That a Blind Man Could See.ò) 

Channel Islands National Park 
(Established 1980) 
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Honoring Doolittle Raiders 
Arizona Seniors at Doolittle Raiders Reunion 

    Ole C. Griffith   South Plaza 
    My son, a respected American History teacher, and I were 
among a group of Arizona aviation enthusiasts who were 
privileged recently to participate in the 69

th
 Reunion of the 

Doolittle Raiders at Offutt Air Force Base, Omaha, Nebraska. 
The five surviving heroes of the first American attack on the 
Japanese homeland were there to be welcomed by Brigadier 
General Donald J. Bacon, Commander of the 55th Wing. 
    ñGood morning, ladies and gentlemen. We welcome each of 
you today to Offutt AFB. Today we honor courage, service 
before self, and sacrifice in the names of Richard F. Cole 

(Copilot Crew 1) , Thomas C. Griffin (Navigator Crew 9), Robert L. Hite (Copilot Crew 
16), Edward J. Saylor (Engineer Crew 15) and David Thatcher (Engineer Gunner Crew 
7), the five living survivors of the Doolittle Raid. 
 ñWe are proud to host the Doolittle Raiders. Imagine it is April 17, 1942.  Just a 
few months before we had suffered a terrible attack at Pearl Harbor.  We had already 
lost the Islands of Guam and Wake. Our Army had lost in the Philippines, and the 
Bataan Death March lay on the horizon.  Hong Kong and Singapore had fallen, and our 
Navy had suffered terrible losses to the Japanese forces. America was on the 
defensive. It needed a shot in the arm, an act to show that this war was going to be 
about America being on the attack and not the defensive, 
that our efforts were to be about victory and not defeat. 
 ñOn April 18, 1942, this became a reality. America 
launched 80 airmen in sixteen B-25 bombers from the deck 
of the aircraft carrier USS Hornet. Their plan was to attack 
targets throughout Japan and then land in China. One 
problem occurred, however. Japanese naval forces spotted 
the American Task Force, and the bombers had to launch 
from the Hornet 200 miles farther out than planned. This 
meant the 80 airmen were not going to reach Chinese 
landing fields but were going to have to bail out, crash land 
or ditch their aircraft into the ocean. This they didðwith 
courage, service before self and sacrifice. 
 ñThe bombers successfully attacked their targets, but 
at the end of the day, none of the 16 bomber crews landed that day as originally 
planned. One crew landed in Russia. Three airmen had been killed and eight more 
captured by the Japanese. Of the eight POWôs three were murdered and one died due 

Doolittle Raiders Historian 
Col. C. V. Glines and  
Col. Ole C. Griffith,  

The Beatitudes 

Gen. Doolittleôs Plane #1 

Takes Off 
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to maltreatment.  With Chinese help sixty-one airmen eventually made their way back to 
American forces.  One died due to maltreatment. One of those POW's,  Bob Hite,  is 
here today.   

 ñDoolittleôs raid was a milestone. It forced Japan to reposition its military forces to 
defend its nation instead of engaging in offensive operations; it bolstered US morale, 
and then led Japan to decide to attack the Midway Islandsðan attack that led to a 
decisive Japanese defeat. The courage, service and sacrifice of 80 airmen made a 
difference, and we are proud to be a part of this heritage.ò 
 The first order of business at the Doolittle Raid reunions is always the traditional 
Goblet Ceremony. This private and reverent event took place as always in front of a 
cabinet of goblets each engraved with the name of one of the 80 original Raiders. This 
tribute was a gift of the citizens of Tucson, AZ at the 1959 Reunion. The goblets are 
escorted by two outstanding Air Force Academy Cadets. After the Colors are posted 
and the National Anthem played, each Raiderôs name is called, in order of their planeôs 
take-off position. Each Raider present responds; a voice responds for those absent. The 
goblet is inverted as the name is called for one who ñHas Gone Westò since the last 
Reunion. This year three Raiders were so honored. The cadets then present to each of 
the survivors his own goblet of wine, and a toast is offered to ñthose who are not here.ò 
The planned final Goblet Ceremony will take place when only two goblets are left 
standing. The last two hero survivors of the legendary ñDoolittle Raidò  will then open 
the bottle of 1896 Cognac and drink a final toast to their fellow aviators. 

The reunion has a nice custom of visiting the grave of any local Raider who is 
buried nearby.  We went to the  Wreath-Laying Ceremony at the grave of Lt. Colonel  R. 
O. Joyce, who piloted Plane No. 10.  We were awed by the timely low level flyover of an 
Air Force B-1 bomber.  

This 69th Reunion was a fine tribute by 
the ñOmaha Community.ò Next yearôs 70

th
 will 

be at Wright-Patterson Air Force Base, Ohio, 
home of the National Museum of the United 
States Air Force. 

Many noted historians maintain that 
the Doolittle Raid caused the Japanese to 
launch a premature naval attack at Midway. 
This proved to be a major disaster for Japan, 
with the loss of four of their aircraft carriers, a 
cruiser, hundreds of airplanes, and the cream 
of their naval aviators. It was the turning point 

of the Pacific War!  It was the beginning of the end of the mighty Japanese Empire. 
Remember that a high Japanese officer had boasted that he would sit in the White 
House to accept Americaôs surrender. 
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 I remember that every 
spring sometime in the late1930ôs 
there would be a clippity-clop, 

clippity-clop of horsesô hooves down our 
gravel driveway, and the grinder man (my 
name for him) would arrive. 
 He came once a year to see if any of 
the housewives had knives and scissors to be 
sharpened. He had several different sizes of 
grindstones that made different high pitched 
sounds when used. 
 I remember that I was not allowed to 
be too close to his wagon when my motherôs 
best scissors (the ones I could not use to cut 
paper) and her best carving knives were 
being sharpened . 

What sounds or sights from the past 
do you remember? If you want to write them 
down and send them to me. Fine. If not, call 
me at 8584 and Iôll write about them for you in 
my next column. 

  
 This simple blue and white Easter 
postcard was available for a penny 
in 1913, and when it was mailed a 
penny stamp sent it on its way.  The 
message on the back sends 
greetings from an ex student of a 
business college in Norwich, 
Connecticut telling her friend she 
had not yet received her diploma.  
That was almost one hundred years 
ago, and we will never know if she 
got it.  

SOUNDS AND SIGHTS  
OF TIMES PAST,  

BUT NOT FORGOTTEN 

POSTCARDS 
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The Guest 
    Geri Nyman    South Plaza 

 I was surprised one day when I got a call asking me if I would be 
interested in being in charge of the census that year for half of Idaho and half 
of Washington.  It was a good time for me as Van was busy with the Mining 
Company, and the boys were all in college.  About 30 people would be the 
census takers.  I got the job. 

 One day one of the census takers called me and said, ñYou just have to 
come up to North Idaho to see something.ò  I resisted because it was an hourôs 
drive and I was busy.  But I did go; I arrived at the meeting place and we drove 
the last leg in her car.  She drove about a mile and came to a blockade in the 
road.  We parked and she said we should walk the rest of the way.  It was an 
area with very little activity ordinarily. 

 As we walked we saw a little house a few blocks away.  Then we 
noticed it had porch and a yard and a fence around it.  A lot of people were 
gathered along the fence. 

 Next we saw signs everywhere.  One on the front of the house said, ñDo 
not disturb my guest!ò.  Another said, ñNo noise.ò  Then another said, ñNo flash 
cameras!ò  Then, ñNo noisy children!ò 

 As we got to the fence she told me to look at the far corner of the porch.  
There, asleep, was a gigantic BEAR. 

 The story was that the owner of the house 
had been gone a few days, and when she came 
back...there he was!  She was determined he 
would not be disturbed and the whole community 
had cooperated.  Even the only policeman in the 
area had put up the stakes for the signs. 

The bear had been there a week when we 
saw him.  About a week after we were there the 
lady of the house looked out and the bear was 
gone. 

My job was difficult though always interesting, but nothing compared to 
my seeing THE GUEST. 

(Ed:  Presumably after the bear left, the census taker went to the house 
to get the count of the survivors.) 



THIS TIME THE DEER GOT DAD 
Virginia Higgins Fowler   South Plaza 

 My father, Charles Stephen Higgins, told me this story about how he and Quinny 
(Harold MacQuinn) had been smelting most of the night and were heading home.  Dawn 
was just beginning to break over the horizon, and they had their legal limits of smelt in 
the car trunk. They were looking forward to breakfast with their families and a happy day 
when suddenly their forward motion came to an abrupt halt.  
 The interior of the car turned very dark, the windshield disappeared to be 

replaced by the furry backside of a deer. At the same moment, 
as if rehearsed, they turned to look at each other and said, 
ñWhat the hell ! Weôve been hit! Are you okay?ò They both 
answered, ñYesò at the same time.  
 They just sat there, stunned for the moment. Then they 
opened their car doors and stepped out onto the road. They 
looked at each other over the top of the car and at the doe on 
the front of the car. She had taken out the windshield and was 

cozied up into the car frame over the motor. Dad said, ñDo you realize how close we 
came to being killed, both of us?ò Quinny, very weakly, said, ñYes, what do we do now?ò 
 Dad put his foot on the running board and raised himself as high as he could, 
looking over the embankment of the roadside. (The road had been made with a deep 
cut that ran about 75 feet ñbelow grade.ò ) 
 ñLet me go out and stand on this side of the road and see where we are now.ò He 
did just that and then he said, òQuinny, we are in luck. Just up the road a piece I can see 
the Old Stone Barn, and over at two oôclock I can see the Russellôs house and Paulôs 
truck is in the drive. If I run over this field, I can call Lyle Smithôs house and get him to 
come over here. We couldnôt get a better witness to this freak accident than the Game 
Warden so why donôt you stay here so that no one can take the deer away and Iôll go 
call Lyle ñ. Quinny said, ñO.K.ò So off Dad ran.. 
 Fortunately, Lyle had just finished breakfast and was ready to look at the proof of 
what Dad described. He knew Dad wasnôt accustomed to lying, but Dad had to admit it 
was a pretty wild tale he was telling. Lyle got his backpack which was always ready to 
go with camera, measuring tape, stakes and everything needed for being prepared to go 
to court if necessary including the forms needed for reporting any kind of accident. He 
got into his van and off they went. 
 It was the first time Dad had gotten a really 
good look at the damage that doe had done to his car. 
She had landed against the windshield on top of the 
motor and had forced the covering metal shield over 
and crushed the whole motor on top of itself. She was 
a fully developed mature female and looked as though 
she had delivered several young over her lifetime. She 
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appeared to be one of the heaviest females that Dad had ever seen. He said to me that 
he was glad he didnôt have to carry her a long distance out of the woods or even to have 
to make a travois to drag or pack her out. I donôt remember her exact weight now, but I 
do remember that it was a hard job for them to hang her from the rafters in the garage. 
 Then when Lyle arrived, he took one look 
and said, ñWeôll need a good estimate of her 
weight to get an idea of the amount of damage she 
did to the front end of the car, but Iôd guess itôs a 
total loss of the car. Iôll take a couple of rolls of 
film of the whole situation to prove the 
height of the embankment in relation to 
the force with which she landed and the height and 
length of the jump from where she took off. The 
insurance company will want those figures, Iôm 
sure. My wife has already called the wrecker so when it gets here, Iôll rig my scales to 
the crane to get her weight before you gut her. Then after you gut her, Iôll weigh her 
again to get her weight before meat. Iôll sign her over to you and Quinny. Then, if you 
will weigh her head, bones, etc., Iôll deduct that in my report.ò Dad agreed to that as did 
Quinny. 
 Paul and his wife, who had delivered Dad back at the scene, had been offered 
their choice of venison or a mess of smelts for their help in getting the deer and the two 
men in to town. When the situation was cleared up they decided on the smelts so 
Quinny took care of that. Paul backed his truck up to the deer, and the men swung the 
deer down so that she landed on the truck bed when she was lowered from the crane. 
With a bit of readjusting, she fitted on a diagonal of the bed and they were able to make 
sure she wouldnôt slide off on her trip to our garage. 
 Lyle filled out all the necessary papers to be sure that everything was legal and 
off they went, smelts and all. Their first point was to get the deer out of the truck so they 
went home to Roberts Ave. first. Dad opened the garage door and Paul backed the 
truck up into the right spot as Dad directed him. Then Dad stood on the end of the truck 
and arranged a hoist on the rafter with a rope attached. Then he threw a loop around 
the doeôs neck and snugged it up to her ear.  With the help of the hoist, he was able to 
raise her to the right height for skinning and took her weight off the truck. Paul then 
could drive out from the garage and get his four wheels down onto the driveway. 
 By then I was Johnny-on-the-spot, saying, òItôs the first time Iôve ever seen 
someone go smelting and come home with a deer. Where are the smelts?ò Dad said, 
ñO.K. Wise Guy, the smelts are right here. I got the deer in place of the Essexò. 
 ñItôs the first time Iôve ever seen you get beat in a deal. You really got took this 
time, Dad,ò I said. 
 ñLetôs quit horsing around. Quinny wants to get home and so does our kind driver, 
and weôre all hungry.ò He gave me a pat on the rump and turned to say his goodbyes 
(Continued, See The Deer Got Dad, page 15 ) 
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TORNADOôS FURY 

       Robert Seltz   Central Park South 

 The recent spate of  destructive  tornadoes in the 
mid-and southeastern sections of the United States has 
reminded me of my own close brush with a powerful 
tornado some seventy years ago.  Late one May afternoon I 
was helping my Dad and my older brother with the chores 
on our Iowa farm.  Suddenly some very dark clouds swirled 
overhead, and it almost appeared to be night-time. We 
looked to the south and saw something ominous about 
three miles distant.  A huge black cloud seemed to drop 
straight down to the ground and move slowly eastward.  It 
was scary!  Sure enough, an hour later we heard that a 

powerful tornado had touched down on a paved highway and traveled east for five 
miles, causing massive destruction to the homes and farms on either side of the road.  
As of that moment there was no report of fatalities. 
 The next morning my Dad, brother Don and I decided to drive down to the 
highway  and see what happened.  ñGosh, it looks like a war zone,ò said Dad.  Debris 
was everywhere.  Trees were stripped, broken off, or torn up by the roots.  Telephone 
poles were smashed to the ground or were dangling from the wires in midair.  ñLook at 
that!ò cried Don, pointing to three cows and a calf lying dead in a flattened corn field.  
Some of their legs reached into the air as if imploring God for help.  Nearby was a 
demolished pickup truck, and beyond that a refrigerator.  We were sickened by the 
sight. 
 We drove into a driveway where some people had gathered.  What formerly had 
been a farm house and some farm buildings was now a massive field of boards, tin, 
glass, shingles and dead animals.  A few 
confused chickens were still walking around in a 
daze. 

ñCan you believe this?ò exclaimed Dad as 
he showed us how several stems of straw had 
been driven into a tree trunk so forcefully that they 
were sticking into the tree like nails. 
           We overheard a man explaining to a group 
of listeners what happened to his home .  He and 
his family were hovering in the southwest corner 
of their basement when suddenly, in the midst of a loud roar, their house groaned, 
broke apart and blew away.  From their basement they could see their neighborôs house 
just a short distance down the road.  He said it rose about ten feet into the air, then 
exploded into a million pieces and disappeared.  By this time the man was crying. 


