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This book is a mystery of sorts; a
collection of poems and southern, dysfunctional family and friends’
recipes and is dedicated to Brittany and Ashley, the first of the
fourth generation, who have the challenging opportunity to make the
Foust blood-lineage a real family at long last … but only if they
do it together. They are our last hope.

 


 



My Viewpoint

​ I
stepped outside myself

To see what I’m all about.
But
quickly jumped back in again!

The view is better from the inside out. 
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BEYOND SALVATION

​ I hated Sunday mornings,
except for the three months of Summer during each of my first
eleven years. Hastily, the occupants of the house moved in and out
of rooms readying for the trip to hear Brother Lee, the ancient
spokesman, deliver his sermon: The gospel according to the
Missionary Baptist Church.

The tyranny of the morning was exceeded only
by the minefield of the afternoon. The sense of urgency existed
because salvation was mandated by Uncle Walter, Daddy’s brother.
Even in the midst of the spiritual feeding frenzy, my Mother,
odd-shaped and insecure, was consumed by one of the seven sins …
jealousy. To her way of thinking, her justification was about
twenty years old and the younger sister of Daddy’s best friend.
Yes, Sister Darlene made diligent efforts to provide Mother with a
version of hell on earth.

Poor Mother, she gave birth to the seven
deadly sins … us; I was the oldest of four boys and three girls.
Each of us as different as night and day, yet the same. I wished,
for my Mother, a period of self-indulgence instead of concern for
over-due bills and insatiable demands from seemingly uncaring off
spring, and an ill-tempered spouse. I remember in particular (as a
16 year old with non-existent expertise in anything but attitude)
behaving badly at the reluctant announcement of yet another baby to
swell the throng. That baby was the last sister. I wasn’t privy to
the moment when Daddy was notified. However, his reaction could
have been any one of the numerous nocturnal eruptions that exploded
regularly. Certainly, he had played no role in this revolting
development. Now, unlike then, I can actually smile at the
recollection of Daddy, jaw in hand, exclaiming in agony that his
“toothache hurt worse than any labor pain a woman could have”. Oh,
if only! Anyway, the quality of his silence could be likened to
that of a gun dog pointing at a bird. Or the cliche’ calm before
the storm. A series of storms that continued for over a quarter of
a century.

My Mother’s characteristics were inherited
from her gentle parents. Death spared her years of unhappiness. She
died young, in her sleep, next to Daddy.

Daddy died old; so old there was nothing
left for him to do but reminisce; knowing all memories were beyond
salvation.


Dear God,

​
So far today, You would be proud of me. I haven’t
lost my temper, been stingy or greedy. I haven’t hurt anyone’s
feelings, and I haven’t gossiped about anyone. I feel pretty good
about that. But, now it’s time to get out of bed and I’m probably
going to need You to give me a hand for the rest of the day.
Thanks,

AMEN

— Author
anonymous


CATFISH and WATERMELON
SEEDS

​
The war was over, he was going home …

Despite the wear and tear.

His bride was waiting but she wasn’t
alone,

There was a tiny intruder there.

He left one behind but came home to
two,

With never a chance to bond.

The only thing this soldier knew

Was his firstborn child should be a son.

A woman’s place, at that time in the
South,

Was always in the home.

All the laws were from a man’s mouth.

His daughter just never seemed to belong.

The intrusive little girl sought
approval

Of the daddy who came home from the battle.

But all he wanted was her removal;

He wasn’t ready for this little saddle.

She wanted him to love her,

He just didn’t know how.

Or maybe he couldn’t be bothered

To hold, or to cherish, or to make any vow.

Her Mother’s folks were her Mom and
Dad.

They gave her the love to fill her needs.

Those childhood years were the best she
had:

Catching Catfish and planting watermelon seeds

She grew up despite, not because of, the
soldier.

Never feeling a part of the plan.

He had more problems than he could
shoulder,

But it wasn’t her fault he wasn’t a man.

The soldier is old now and doesn’t have
much,

His wife died far too young.

The children are grown and don’t keep in
touch.

It would seem this song has been sung.

The little girl grew up unwanted,

But only by one as she reflects.

After all those years were counted

It was the soldier she wanted to respect.


GOD’S LITTLE GIRL

​
Gazing through the dusty windshield

Of my folks’ 1949 Buick

The town of Greenville came into view.

Magical, though I never knew it.

And so it began, 3 months of each year,

Deposited with a minimum of bother.

Summers of the making of my life

Learned at the knee of my Grandmother.

She was always dressed, wearing lace gloves,

We went for a trip on the downtown trolley.

A cheese sandwich at Walgreen’s counter;

Wanting to grow up and look like Aunt Molly.

Cat fishin’ with Grandpa at Huff’s lake,

A sip of Coca-Cola, a promise not to tell.

His big, black Plymouth taking us home,

Not much farther, just past Monoghan Mill.

Sundays were a special treasure:

Sister Mary, her version of Amazing Grace.

Hell-fire meetings held under a tent,

An experience even time can’t replace.

Sometimes I sat in a plastic covered chair

In a great room filled with what-nots

Feeling I was special, but not knowing then,

My mind was gathering forget-me-nots.

Tired from playing in Grandmother’s shoes,

I lay down to sleep in Grandpa’s big bed.

All outward sounds finally muffled,

All inward thoughts were left unsaid.

Pain simply never touched me in Greenville,

In the arms of angels, my place in the world.

It was there, as I now remember,

I first realized I am God’s little girl.


THE CARETAKER

​
His eyes were fixed in a steady gaze.

He clutched his cane in hand.

He never rocked in his rocking chair.

I remember that mean, old man.

My brother and I kept an eye on him

Because he kept an eye on us.

We weren’t really all that on’ry.

Why did he make such a fuss?

His mission in life: guard the church

That loomed across from his house.

We visited there each summer.

His dreaded, seasonal, church mouse.

The first time we crossed the sacred lawn,

I remember it was quite a scare.

He bolted from his big front porch,

Yelling and waving his cane in the air !

We were amazed at the old guy’s speed,

Despite his lop-sided gait.

I suppose he was fueled by passion;

Our fuel was fear. We didn’t wait.

This ritual took place each summer

For more years than I can recall:

Our silent torment of the old caretaker

As we crossed the lawn of the abandoned church
hall.


SUNDAY SALMON PATTIES

​ 1 can pink salmon,
cleaned, drained, boned, flaked (save liquid for mixing)

1 cup Italian breadcrumbs

1 egg

¼ cup chopped bell peppers (red and
green)
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