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    This is dedicated to my Dad, learning things the hard way is the best way to learn.  His fascination with music, art, and the mysterious I will never forget.  I miss our long talks.  This is for you dad.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Based on true events 

 

Before a time when the radio, followed by the TV, and now the internet.  Before big business and novelty started taking up everyone's thinking moments, pulling the kids away from their elders.  

    Before then, we would sit and listen to the world around us and the people we kept close, creating family ties stronger than steel, unbreakable bonds it took big business centuries to break.

      

    


Prologue:

My dad would be 72 this year, this here is one of his legends.  This isn't so much me telling a story about my childhood as much as it is a story about a time we all have experienced, growing up.  Some of this will be verbatim as per told by my dad and the other elders in my upbringing who's words were like earbuds before all the worlds music fit in your hand.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1:  The Luxury of Being Poor
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So, I've found there are things in life you choose and others you are given.  I was born into a large family and we were poor.  Not by choice, but more rather situational, so many factors compiled to make it hard not to be poor as a large family in the Eighties and Nineties, from Nuclear Weekends thru Y2k and everything between.  We were the last to learn how to use so many things, and the first to learn how to use so many thing, the transition generation.  Now, they say growing up poor you get all these additional luxury's money can't buy, so "they" say.  And as an adult, looking back, yeah I can see that as a memory, but living through it wasn't quite the same.  As, the lessons gained through the hardships needed for true values to be formed, have a reflective quality only understood from the later point of view.  Most of which were never understood through the time they were being lived.  

As a kid, one of these "luxuries of being poor" meant you got to live in the country.  And we lived way out in the country.  I mean way out, like we were one of the first kids being picked up on the school bus and the last kids being dropped off the school bus.  Going all the way back from the first school bus ride to the last.  

Basically, growing up poor with a large family had bottle-necked our living options, so we had to live way out past  where people found it affordable to live.  Cause the closer to the city you lived, the closer to the luxuries having money provided.  You know, food, entertainment, stuff for sale, hospitals and education centers.  Being closer to these meant you had to pay more because you didn't have to travel as far.

So when I say we lived in the country, I mean we lived in poor peoples country.  Not some designated recreation area where people were like, "there sure are a lot of houses around here, lets make a park here where nobody has built yet".  I mean we lived where people just figured it was not worth it, there wasn't enough around to survive, like it was too tough to live past these areas so they were just left wild.  The type country that is an hours drive to the county seat that had a population that wasn't even three thousand, then over two hours drive from there to get to anywhere anyone outside of that state could possibly recognize by name.  So no, I'm not talking about some modern version of the country, not Suburbs or even close.  
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Chapter 2:  The Fleecing Dream
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I mean the old country that people from the prior generation strived to find.  That fleecing glimpse of the distant past connected to the land that their grand parents would talk about when they were kids.  We tend to forget that our parents grandparents were alive before cars, telephones, and electricity was everywhere, and they sat and listened to their grandparents, who were alive long before then, and the grandparents who were then just kids would sit and listen to their elders who would tell them stories of times once lived, morals hard as stone.  

Those histories have been reduced to only a handful of stories and written accounts that have been thoroughly sorted and reduced down to people nobody in your family ever met, creating a disconnect.  This, leaving the "Hippy" generation (as its called) to be the last with fading memories to distant dreams lost through echoes voiced through stories, now lost in the fog of time.  Before a time when the radio, followed by the tv, and now the internet.  Before big business and novelty started taking up everyone's thinking moments, pulling the kids away from their elders.  

Before then, we would sit and listen to the world around us and the people we kept close, creating family ties stronger than steel, unbreakable bonds it took big business centuries to break.  You could hear a story that was only passed down once before being retold, covering a couple hundred years of life with a single story.  Giving the children ties that linked them into the stars, space, and time, bringing their elders never met back to life.

Although I feel like I'm going to tell some happenings that would sound almost as mythical as the elder speaking of pre industrial times when the west was still wild.  This was a time before we had the answer to every question in our pocket, when learning something meant you had to know someone, when the mail showing up for the day was better than login in or scrolling.  When Saturday mornings sometimes meant some "cartoons" for a little time, but always meant get outside, unsupervised, till Sunday night in some cases.  It would seem like a mythical time but wasn't that long ago.  Though one doesn't perceive its a new century until certain events have unfolded, especially since this one came as a new millennium, and we lived through the transitions that separate the differences.
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Chapter 3: The Edge of the Forest
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Anyways, We lived at the very edge of poor-country where it met "pure wild", also sometimes called "the edge of the woods" by some people.  Living at "the edge of the woods" meant, anything wild you "might" encounter, could be under your every next step.  This meant to live out there you had to be aware of your surroundings.  What sounds and smells meant, not just the ones that told you to eat and sleep, stop and go, but the ones that could mean life or death.  Being raised in the country, you have an inherent heightened stationary awareness. The simplest comparison would be a wild cat or dog versus its domesticated equal, yet even a simpler comparison would be an over fed lap dog versus a hungry wild dog, the lap dog only has to sit for its food, the visual should be very understandable.  People raised in the country-country know what I'm talking about, without any offense intended.  But back to the story.  

I mean we lived out there man, like the nearest neighbors could not be seen from anywhere on the house, day or night.  And you would only be able to barely hear anything going on even if they got loud.  Like I'll mind my own business and you mind yours or we probobly would not be living here with such great distances between the houses.  We always had the common basics for a good country life.  Mom was quite crafty, and she had inherited a green thumb so green anything she touched would grow from my Grammy, who was a Horticulturalist who was a well known Orchid Judge.  So we always had a large portion of the area around the house being used as various gardens or composts.  Then stuff like clothes-lines for hanging up laundry, both outside and inside animals, the classic squeaky porch swing when it wasn't classic yet, then stuff like your favorite shade tree, favorite hill, favorite spot by the creek, dogs, cats, chickens, chores, you know, the country life.
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