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Out of the Blue



Part One

The Bosque Place
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When I was little, Ma-maw and Da-dad had a small weekend place on the Bosque River. We called it the farm, though I don’t recall Ma-maw and Da-dad ever growing produce or raising animals there. Truth be known it was likely a glorified shack on a small, by Texas standards, parcel of land. It was heated by a potbellied stove and cooled by opening the windows and praying for a breeze. 

On cold winter mornings I would awaken pressed between the mattress and a mountain of quilts, warm, if not slightly claustrophobic inducing. Ma-maw would holler to come get breakfast from the kitchen. 

Leaving quilt mountain was hard. It took bravery and an iron will to slide from under the quilts and drop your bare feet to the slick, cold hardwood floor. But you did it and you mustered the courage quickly. There was no danger greater than not doing what Ma-maw said and doing it promptly. I don’t remember much about the place other than the cold hardwood floors in winter and running the eternity from the bed to the warmth of the potbellied stove. 

I do remember the top step to the back door, the only door I remember using. The first two steps were made from cinder blocks Da-dad had brought from a job site. The top step was a headstone Da-dad had found somewhere on the property. It creeped me out and I refused to step on it. Actually, no one stepped on it. My Uncle Danny said it was disrespectful to the dead. I didn’t ask why it was placed there in the first place if it was disrespectful. In any case, it was too wide for me to simply step over like Uncle Danny and the grownups. I had to jump. Once, coming out the back door in a flurry, I leapt, landed wrong on the second step, and twisted my knee and face planted into the dirt.
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